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DRAMATIS PERSONAL. 

KING <?/ France* 

Duke of Florence. 

Bertram, Count of Roufillon. 

Lafeu, an old Lord. 

FaroUes, a parajitical follower of Bertram ; a coward j 

but vainy and a great pretender t$ valour. 
Several young French Lords^ tbatferve wiVi? Bertram in 

the Florentine war. 

Countefs of Roufillon, mother to Bertram. 

Helena^ daughter to Gerard de Narbon, a famous 

phyftcian^ fome time fince dead. 
An old widow of Florence. 
Diana, daughter to the widowi 

iSS ( ^^«^^^^^' andfriendf to the widow. 

Lords, attending on the King ; Officers , Soldier s^ &c. 

SCENE h'es partly in France; andy partly: 
, in Tufcany* 



S^!i*T^T:^f 



Digitized 



by Google 




All's IVelh that Ends Well. 



ACTL SCENE L 

^e Countefs of RoufiUon'i Houfe in France* 

£«/^;- Bertram^ the Countefs of RoudUon, Helena, 
and Lafcu, all in Mourning. 

CotTNTBSS* 

I N diflevering my fon from me, I bury 
a fecond husband. 

Ber. And I in going. Madam, weep 
o'er my father's death anew ; but I muft 
attend his Majefty's command, to whom 
I am now in ward, evermore in fubjeftion. 

L>af. You (hall find of the King a husband, Ma- 
dam ; you. Sir, a father. He, that fo generally is ac 
all times good, muft of neceffity hold his virtue to 

I In DELiviRiNG my fon from me ] To deliver from^ in 

the fcnfe of gi'ving upy is not Englilh. iihakej^ar wrote, in 

Di 8 SEVERING my Jon from mi The following Words, too, 

^-— / hury a fecond husband demand this reading. For to 

diffenier implies a violent divorce ; and therefore might be com- 
pared to the burying a husband; which, deli'vering does not. 

B 2 youi 




Digitized 



by Google 



AlVs naelh that Efids ^elU 

you; * whofe worthinefs would ftir it up where k 
wanted, father than flack it where there is fuch abun- 
dance. 

Count. What hope is there of his Majefty*s amend- 
ment? 

Laf. He hath abandoned his phyficians, Madam, 
under whofe pradlices he hath perfecuted time with 
hope > and Ends no other advantage in the procefs, 
but only the fofing of hope by time. 

Count. * This young gentlewoman had a father, 
(O, thzt. bad! how fad a Prefage *tis ! ) whofe skill 
was almoft as great as his honefty ; had it ftretch*d fo 
far, it would have made nature immortaf, and death 
Ihould have play'd for lack of work. 'Would, for 
the King's fake, he were living! I think, it would 
be the death of the King's difeafe. 

Laf. How caird you the man you fpeak of. 
Madam ? 

Count. He was famous. Sir, in his profeflion, and 
it was his great right to be fo : Gerard de Narhon. 

Laf. He was excellent, indeed, Madam 5 the King 
very, lately fpoke.of him admiringly, and mourningly t 

2 nvbofe nvorthinefs nuould ftir it up where ii nuanted, rather 
/i^Aif lack it wtibere there is fuch abundeince.^ An Oppoiicion of 
Xerms is vlfibly defignM in this fentencc j tho* the Oppofition is 
not fo vifible, as the Terms now iland. Wanttd and Abundance 
aire the O^ipofices to one another; but how is lack a Contrail to 
Jlir up? The Addition of a fingle Letter gives it, and the y^ry 
Senfe requires it. RcadJIack it. 

3 This young gentUijuontdn had a father ( O, that had ? hemf 
fad a PASSAGE V/j/] Lafeu was fpeaking of the King's defpo- 
rate Condition: which makes the Countefs recall to mind the de- 
ceaied Gerard de Narhon^ who, fhe thinks^ could have cured him. 
But in uiing the word had^ which implied his death, fhe flops in 
the middle of her fencence, and ihakes a reflexion upon it, which, 
according to the prefent reading, is unintelligible. We mufl there- 
fore believe Shakefpear wrote ( O that had ! how fad a presage 
*tis ) /'. e, 2L Prefage that the King mufl now expefl no cure, iince 
fo skilful a Perfon was himfelf forced to fubmit to a malignant 
di^mper. 

he 
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he was skilful enough to have h'v'd ftill, if knowledge 
could be fet up againft mortality. 

Ber. What is it, my good lord, the King lan- 
guiihes of? 

Laf. A fiftula, my lord. 

Ber. I heard not of it before. 

Laf. I would, it were not notorious. Was this 
gentlewoman the daughter of Gerard de Narbon? 

Count. His fole child, my lord, and bequeathed to 
my overlooking. I have thofe hopes of her good, 
riiat her education promifes her; difpofition Ihe in- 
herits, which makes fair gifts fairer ; for ♦ where an 
unclean mind carries virtuous qualities, there, com- 
mendations go with pity ; they are virtues and traitor* 
too: in her they are the better for her fimplenefs", fhe 
derives her honefty, and atchieves her goodncfs: 

4 *where an unclean mind carries virtuous qualities, there^ 
€9mmendations go nvith pityi they are Virtues and Traitors too: in 
ber they are the better for their fimpltnefs j Jhe deri'ves ber ho* 
nefift and atchietues her goodnefs."] This" obfcure encomium is 
made ilill more obfcure by a ilight corruption of the text. Let 
us explain the pailkge as it lies, hy virtuous qualities are meant 
qualities of good breeding and erudition ; in the fame fenfe that 
the Italians fay, qualita 'virtuofa ; and not moral ones. On this 
account it is, fhe lays, that, in an ill mindy thefe 'virtuous qualities 
ar4 wirtues and traitors too: i. .e. the ady^tages of education 
enable an ill mind to go further in wickednefs than it could have 
done without them : But, fays the Countefs^ in her they, are the 
better for inEmfimplenefs. ^xxx fimfhnefs is the fame with what 
is called bonefy^ immediately after ; which cannot be predicated' 
of the qualities of education. We muil certainly read 

HER fimplenefs 
And then the fentence is properly concluded. The Countefs had 
faid, that virtuous qualities are the worfe for an unclean mind^ 
but concludes that Helena are the better for herjtmplenefs, i. e. her 
dean, pure mind. She then fums up the Chara£ler, fhe had before 
given in detail, in thefe words, fie derives her honefty ^ and at- 
chieves her goodnefst i. e. She derives her honefty^ her fimplenefs, 
her moral CharaAcr, from her Father and Anceltors : But (he at- 
chieves or wins her j-Ww/?/}, her virtue t or her qualities of good- 
breeding and erudition, by her own pains and labour. 

B 3 Laf, 
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Laf. Your commendations, Madam> get from hcf 
tears. 

Coml. •Tis Ae bcft brine a maiden can feafon her 
praife in. The remcimbrancc of her father never ap» 
proaches her heart, but the tyranny of her forrows 
takes ail livelihood from her cheek. No more of 
ijiis, Helena, go to, no more ^ left it be rather thought 
you affcd a forrow, than to have it. 

Hel. I do affeift a forrow» indeed, but I have it 
too. 

J^af. Moderate lamentation is the right of the dead, 
exceffivc grief the enemy to the living. 

Count. ^ If the living be not enemy to the gricf^ 
the excels makes it foon mortal. 

£er. Madam, I defire your holy wifhes. 

Laf, How underftand we that ? 

Count. Be thou blcft, JSertram^ and fucceed thy 
father 
In manners as in fhape ! thy blood and virtue 
Contend for empire in thee, and thy goodncls 
Share with thy birth-right i Love all, trufta few. 
Do wrong to none : be able for thine enemy 
Rather in power, than ufe > and keep thy friend 
Under thy own life's key : be checked for filence. 
But never tax*d for fpecch. What heav'n more will. 
That thee may furnifh, and my prayers pluck down, 
Fall on thy head ! Farewel, my lord ; 
•Tis an unfeafon'd courtier, good my lord, 
Advife him. 

Laf. He cannot want the beft, 
That fhall attend his love. 

5 If the iMng he tnen^ tp tht grief , the exeeft makes it foon 
, mortal.'] This feems very obfcare; but the addition of a Nega- 
tive perfeftly difpels all the mift. If the living be not enemy ^ &c. 
cxceflive grief is an enemy to the living, fays Lafeu: Yes, 
Implies theCountefs; and if the living be not enemy to the grief, 
|[i. e. fbive to pon^uer it^j] the e;ccefs makes it foon mortal. 

Count. 
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Comt. Heav'n bkls him! Farewel, Bertram. 

[Exit Countefs^ 

Ber. [To. Hel] The beft wiflies, that can be forg'cf 
in your thoughts, be fervanrt to you ! Be comibrtabre 
to my mother, your miftrefs, and' make much of* 
her. 

Laf. Fare^el, pretty fady, you muft hold the 
credit of your father. [Exeunt Bertram and Lafeu, 

SCENE II. 

Hel Oh, were that all! 1 think not on my 

father j 
And thefe great tears grace his remembrance more. 
Than thole I (bed for him. What was he like ? 
I have forgot him. My imagination 
Carries no favour in it, but my Bertram^s. 
I am undone ; there is no living, none. 
If Bertram be away, , It were all one. 
That I ffiould love a bright particular ftar. 
And think to wed it; he is fo above me: 
Jn his bright radiance ^ and collateral light 
Muft I be comforted, not in his fphere. 
Th* ambition in my love thus plagues itfelf ; 
The hind, that would be itiated by the liori, 
Muft die for love. 'Twas pretty, tho* a plague. 
To fee him every hour ; to fit and draw 
His arched brows, his hawking eye, his curls. 
In our heart's table : heart, too capable 
Of every line and trick of his fweet favour! —— 
But now he's gone, and my idolatrous fancy 
Muft fanftify his relicks* Who comes here ! 

6- axd collateral light.] collateral for rtpatd. i. c. in the 

n^iiancc of his reflected light; not in his Jphere^ or direS light. 
Uilion ufes the word, in the fame fenfe, fpeaking of the Son, 
Of high collateral Glory. Book lo. v. 86. 

B 4 Enter 
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Enter ParoUes. 

One, that goes with him : I love him for his fake, 

*' And yet I know him a notorious liar ; 

•' Think him a great way fool, folely a coward \ 

** Yet thefe fix'd evils fit fo fit in him, 

** That they take place, when virtue's fteely bones 

** Look bleak in the cold wind j** full oft wc fee 

^. Cold wifdom waiting on fuperfluous folly. 

SCENE IIL 

• Par. Save you, fair Queen. 

HeL And you. Monarch. 

Par. No. 

Hel. And no. ■■ 

Par. Are you meditating on virginity ? 

Hel. Ay : you have fome * ftain of foldier in you; 
let me ask you a queftion. Man is enemy to virgi* 
oity, how may we barricado it againft him ? 

Par. Keep him out. 

Hel. But he ai&ils ; and our virginity, tho* valiant, 
in the defence yet is weak ; unfold to us fome warlike 
refiftance. 

Par. There is none: man, fetting down before 
you, will undermine you, and blow you up. 

Hel. Blefs our poor virginity from underminers and 
blowers up ! — ^ Is there no military policy, how 
virgins might blow up men ? 

Par. Virginity being blown down, man will quick- 
lier be blown up: marry, in blowing him down 
again, with the breach yourfelvcs made, you lofe 

. 7 Col^tvtfilom 'Watting on fa^tx^wovLi folly,'] CoA/ for naked; as 
fuperjluous for over-cIoath*d. This makes the propriety of the 
\Antithefis. 

8 Stain of foldier] fiain for colour. Farollei was in red, as 
appears from his being afterwards called rtd-taiVd bumble hi. 

your 
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your city. It is not politick in the commonwealth 
of nature, to prefer ve virginity. Lofs of virginity 
is rational increafe ; and there was never virgin got* 
*till virginity was firft loft. That, you were made of, 
is metal to make virgins. Virginity, by being once loft, 
Hiay be ten times found : by being ever kept, it is 
ever loft 5 'tis too cold a companion : away with't. 
. Hel. I will ftand for't a little, though therefore I 
die a virgin. 

Par. There's little can be faid in't 5 'tis againft the 
rule of nature. To fpeak on the part of virginity, 
16 to accufe your mother ; which is moft infallible difo* 
bedience. As ^ he, that hangs himfelf, fo is a virgin: 

* virginity murthcrs itfelf, and fliould be buried in 
' * highways out of all fandified limit, as a defperate 

* offendrefs againft nature. Virginity breeds mites, 

* much like a cheefe ; confumes itfelf to the very 
^ paring, and fo dies with feeding its own ftomach. 

* Befides, virginity is peevilh, proud, idle, made of 

* felf-love, which is the moft prohibited fin in the 
^ canon. Keep it not, you cannot chufe but lofe 

* by't. Out with't; within ten years it will make 

* itfelf two, which is a goodly increafe, and the 

* principal itfelf not much the worfe. Away with't. 

Hel. How might one do. Sir, to lofe it to her own 
liking ? 

9 He, that hangs himfelf ^ is a Virgin :] But why is he that hangs 
himfelf a Virgin ? Surely, not for the reafon that follows, Virgi- 
nity murders. itfeif For tho' evenr Virgin be a Suicide, yet every 
Suicide is not a Virgin. A word or two are dropc» which intro^ 
doced a companion in this place ; and Shakefpear wrote it thus, 

AS hey that hangs himfelf, so is a Virgin. 
And then it follows naturally. Virginity murders itfelf. By this 
emendation, the Oxford Editor was enabled to alter the Text 
thus. 

He that hangs himfelf is like a Virgin, 

And this is his iifnal way of becoming a Critick at a cheap eX' 
pence. 

Par. 
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Pair. Lee me feft. Marty, ill, to like him that 
TSetx it likes. *Tis a Coiilifiodhy will lolfe the glofe 
with lying. The longer kept, the Icfs worth: ofT 
with*t> white 'tis Vendible. Anfwer the time of re- 
queft. Virginity, like an old courtier, wears her cap 
out of fafhion: richly futed, but unfutabie; juft like 
the brooeh and the toothpick, which we wear not 
now : your date is better in your pye and your por* 
ridge, than in your cheek ; and your virginity, your 
bid virginity, is like one of our French withered pears ; 
ic looks ill, it eats drily ; marry, *tis a ^ither*d pear: 
it was formerly better ; marry, yet 'tis a wither'd 
pear. Will you any thing with it ? 

HeL Not my virginity yet. 
There fliall your matter have a thoufand Ioves» 
A mother, and a miftrefs, and a friend, 
^ [A phoenix, captain, and an enemy, 
A guide, a goddefs, and a fovereign, 
A counfellor, a traitrefs, and a dear ; 
His humble ambition, proud humility ; 
His jarring concord j and his difcord dulcet ; 
His faith, his fwect difafter-, with a world 
Of pretty fond adoptions chriftendoms. 
That blinking Cupid goflips. Now fliall he — j 

1 A Vhcenix^ Captain^ &c.] The eight following lines between 
the hooks, I am perfuadcd is the nonfenfe of fome fooliih con- 
ceited Player. What put it into his head was Htleu^^ iaying» as it 
ihould be read for the future, 

There Jball your Mafter have a thoufand hvesl ^ 

A Mother, and a Miftrefs, and a Friend. % 

I knonv not, nvhat hejhall God fend him ivelL 

Where the Fellow finding a thoufand loVes fpokeo of, and only 
ihret reckoned up» namely a Mother*^, a Miftrefs^s, and a Friend's, 
(which, by the way, were all a judicious Writer could mention ; 
for there are but thefe three fpecles of love in Nature) he would help 
out the number, by the intermediate nonfenfe: and, becaufe they 
were yet too few, he pieces out his iovej with enmities, and makes 
of the whole fuch finilhed nonfenfe as is never heard out of 
£edkm. 

I 
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I know not, what he fliall^^Ood fendhkn well! < 
The court's a learning place -— and he is one—- . 

Par. What one, i'faith? 

Hcl. That I wi(h well — 'tis pity — 

Par. What's pity? 

HeL That wifhing well had not a body in't. 
Which might be felt 5 that We the poorer born. 
Whole bafer ftars do (hut us up in wilhes^ 
Might with effefts of them follow our friends: 
And ihew what we alone mull think, which never 
Returns us thanks. 

Enter Page. 

Page. Monficur ParolUs^ 
My lord calls for you. [Exit Page. 

Par. Little Helen^ farewel; if I can remember 
thee, I will think of thee at court. 

Hel. Monfieur Parolles^ you were born under a 
charitable ftar. 

Par. Under Afon, I. 

HeL I efpccially think, under Marsi 

Par. Why under Maifs f 

Hel. The wars have kept you fo under, that yoii 
jnuft needs be born under Mars. 

Par. When he was predominant. 

Hel. When he was retrograde, I think, rather. 

Par. Why think you fo ? 

HeL You go fo much backward, when you fight* 

Par. That's for advantage. 

HeL So is running away, when fear propofcs fafety ; 
but the compofition, that your valour and fear makes in 
you, * is a virtue of a good ming, and I like the wear well. 

2 // a ^virtue of a good wing, and I like the wear <u;f//.] 
The integrity of the metaphor dire^ us to Sbake/pear^t true read- 
ing; which, doubtlefs, was*— a good ming, i.e. mixture, 
/compofition, a word common to Shake/pear and the writers of this 
age ; and taken from the texture of doth. Tiie M was turnM the 
wrong way at the pre&> and from thence came the blunder. 

Par. 
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Par, I am fo full of birfinefles, as I cannot anfVi^r 
thee acutely: I will return perfeft courtier 5 in the 
which, my inftruftion (hall ferve to naturalize thee, 
fo thou writ be capable of courtier's counfel, and un- 
derftand what advice Ihall thruft upon thee ; elfe thou 
died in thine unthankfulnefs, and thine ignorance 
makes thee away 5 farewel. When thou haft leifure, 
fay thy prayers; when thou haft none, remember thy 
friends 5 get thee a good husband, and ufe him as he 
ufesthec: fo farewel. [^Exit. 

. S C E N E IV. 

H^L Our remedies oft in ourfelves do lie. 
Which we afcribe to heav'n. The fated sky 
Gives us free fcope; only, doth backward pull 
Our flow defigns, when we ourfelves are dull. 
What power is it, which mounts my love fo high. 
That makes me fee, and cannot feed mine eye ? 
The mightieft fpace in fortune nature brings 
To join like likes ; and kifs, like native things. 
Jmpoflible be ftrange attempts, to thofe 
That weigh their pain in fenfe j and do fuppofe. 
What hath been, cannot be. Who ever ftrove 
To'fhew her merit, that did mifs her love? 
The King's difeafe — my projeft may deceive me. 
But my intents are fix'd, and will not leave me. 

lExit, 
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SCENE V. 

Changes to the Court of France. 

Fhuri/h Cornets. Enter the King of France with letters^ 
and divers Attendants. 



JBi^.'T^ HE Florentines and Senoys are by th* cars; 
JL Have fought with equal fortune, and continue 
A braving war: 

I Lord. So 'tis reported. Sir. 

King. Nay, 'tis moft credible ; we here receive it, 
A certainty vouched from our coufin Aufiria ; * 
With caution, that the Florentine will move us 
For fpeedy aid ; wherein our deareft friend 
Prejudicates the bufinefs, and would leem 
To have us make denial. 

1 Lord. His love and wifdom. 
Approved fo to your Majefty, may plead 
For ample credence. 

King. He hath arm'd our anfwer ; 
And Florence is deny'd, before he comes : 
Yet, for our gentlemen that mean to fee 
The Tufcan fervice, freely have they leave 
To ftand on either part. 

2 Lord. It may well ferve 

A nurfery to our gentry, who are fick 
For breathing and exploit. 
Kif^. What's he comes here? 

Enter Bertram, Lafeu and Parollcs. 

I Lord. It is the coymt RoufiUon^ my good lord, 
young Bertram. 

King. Youth, thou bear'ft thy father's face. 
Frank nature, rather curious than in hafte. 

Hath 
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Hath well composed thee. Thy father's moral paftt 
May*ft thou inherit tool Welcojtne to Paris. 

Ber. My thanks and duty are your Majefty's. 

King. I would, I had that corporal foundncfs now. 
As when thy father and mylclf in friendjfhip 
Firft try*d our foldierfhip: he did look far 
into the fervice of the time, and was 
Difcipled of the brav'ft. He lafted long ; 
But on us both did ^ haggiih age fteal on. 
And wore us out of aft. It much repairs me 
To talk of your good father ; in his youth 
He had the wit, which I can well oblerve 
Today in our young lords > but they may jeft, 
iTill their own fcorn return to them unnoted^ 
* Ere they can hide their levity in honour : 
^ So like a courtier, no contempt or bicternefs 
Were in him ; pride or fliarpnefs, if there were. 
His equal had awak*d them ; and his honour. 
Clock to itfclf, knew the true minute when 
Exceptions bid him fjpeak \ and at that time 
His tongue obeyed his hand. Who were below him 

3 haggipz^fieal on^ age^ which debilitates; alludmg to 

the fuperAitions of being hagriddeli in the Epialtis; which coming 
gradually on, it was faid, the witch ^/^ ufon them. 

4 Ere they can hide^heir letvitj in hmQur:'\ i. e. ere their titles 
can cover the levity of their behavioar, and make it pafs for de- 
fert. The Oxford Editor, not underfl^nding this, alters the line to 
Ere they cair n^ye their U'vity ivith his hmour* 

5 So like a Courtier^ no Contempt or, Bittirnefs 
Were in his ?rjde or Sharpne/s j if they ^were^ 

His Equal had a^alCd them. ] This Paflage is^o very 

incorreftly ppin<»d, thskt the Author's Meaning is loft.^ As the 
Text and Stops are reformM, thefe are moft beautiful Lines, and 

the Scnfc is this " He had no Contempt or Bittemefsi if he 

V had any thing that looked like ?ride or Sharpnefs, (of which 
•* Qualities Contempt and Bitterncfs are the Exccifes,} his Equal 
'* had awak'd the«i, not his Inferior; to whom he fcornM to 
<< difcover any thing that bpre the Shadow of Pride or Sharp- 
•* nefs.** 

He 
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' He us'd as creatures of another pUcc 

And bow'd his eminent top to their low ranks i 

' Making thcra proud; and his huipiJity 

Ib their poor praife, he humbled: Such a man 

Might be a copy to thefe younger times ; 

Which, foliow'd wdl, would now demonftrate them 
But goers backward. ■ ^^^ 

Ber. His good remembrance, Sir, 
Lies richer in your thoughts, than on his Mmb; 
So m apppoof * Jives not his epitaph. 
As ih your royal fpcech. ri-.„ 

nS^S' i^T^^' l?^"''*^ ^"^ ^•"' •' he would alUy; 

(Methwks, I hear him now j bis pJaufive word. ^ 

He fcatter'd not in cars, but grafted them 

To grow there, and to b^r ;) Let me not live,- 

(Thus his good melancholy oft began 

On the cataftrophe and heel of pSime, 

When it was out,) let me nQt live, (quoth he.) 

After my flame lacks oil-i to be the friuff 

Of younger fpirits. whofe apprchenfive fenies 

Uf^XSl Jnp difdain; whofe judgments are 

Meer fathers of their garments; v/hofe conftancics 

Expire before their faSions: this he w^A^ 

I, after him, do after him wifb too, ^^ '^* 
(Since I nor wax nor honey, can bring home,) 
I quickly were diflblved from my hiv?. 

6 Be us'd as frtatHrtt »f another piace.l i e !» «.;<!- .if 

7 Maimg them proud o F Jbh humility, 

•—Mahng them proud; akd his Humility 
■ ,''"^V':Po"'tf''if'> he bumbled- \.^ 

'^^''^Zl^Si:i^S^:}S'''^' ^f^^ then. 

To 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



«5 



1 6 ^'s W/, that Ends WA 

To give fome ^ labourer room. 

2 Ljord. You're loved. Sir ; 
They, that leaft lend it you, fliall lack you firft. 

King. I fill a place, I know*t. How long is't, count. 
Since the phyfician at your father's died ? 
He was much fam'd. 

Ber. Some fix months fince, my lord. 

IGng. If he were living, I would try him yet;—' 
Lend me an arm ; — the reft have worn me out 
With feveral applications ; nature and fickncis 
Debate it at their leifure. Welcome, count, . 
My fon's no dearer. 

Ber. Thank your Majefty. {Flourijh. Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. 
Changes to the Countefs's at RoufiUon, 

Enter Countefs^ Steward and Clown. 

Count. X WILL now hear; what fay you of this 
X gentlewoman ? 
Stew. Madam, the care I have had 'to even your 
content, I wifli might be found in the calendar of 
my paft endeavours ; for then we wound our modefty, 
and make foul the clearnefs of our defcrvings, when 
of ourfelves we publifli them. 
. Count. What does this knave here? get you gone. 
Sirrah: the complaints, I have heard of you, I do 
not all believe ; 'tis my flownefs that I do not, for, 
I know, * you lack not folly to commit them, and 
have ability enough to make fuch knaveries yours. 

Cla. 

9 lahounrs room'} We ihould read labourer, i. e. an a£Uye 
fucceiTor. 

I you lack not folly to commit them, and ha«ve ability enough f9 
make fucb kna'ueries yours.] Well, but if he had folJy to com- 
mit them, he neither wanted knavery, nor any thing elfe, fare, 
(o maki them bis own. This nonfenie ihould be read, To make 
' : fuck 
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Ch. 'Tis i»oc unknown to you, Madaoij I am a 
poor Fellow. 

Count. Well, Sir. 

do. No, Madam ; 'tis not fo well that I am {)Oor^ 
thb' many of the rich are danon'd ; but^ if I have 
your Iadydiip'3 good will to go to the worldi I^ th« 
woman and I will do as we may. 

C^UKt. Wilt thou needs be a beggar ? 

Qo. I do beg your good will in this cafe« 

<jd$M. In what caft ? 

C/b. In IsbeH cafe^ and mine own ; fervid is no h€u 
ritage, and, I think, I (hall never have the blefling <iS 
God, 'till I have liSie of tny body ; for they &y^ 
beams are blelfings. 

Couni. Tell me thy reafon why thou wilt nfj^ty. 

£&• My poor body. Madam, requires it. I am 
driven on by the Fiefli ; and he muifc needs gO| that 
the devil drives. 

CofM. Is this all your Worfhip^s reafon ? 

Go. Faith, Madam, I have other holy reaibns, fudi 
as they are. 

Count. May the world know them ? 

do. I have been, Madam, a wicked ereature, as 
you and all flefh and blood are ; and, indeed, I do 
marry, that I may repent. 

fuch knaveries yarb ; nimble, dextrous, /. f. Tho* you be fool 
aiough to comttic knaveries, yet you hkre qaicknefs eitough to 
conibit tkem dextroofly: for this obftrv&tion was to Icit «» into 
his chancer. But now, tho* thh be fet right, and, I dare fay* 
in Shakejpear^z own wards, yet the former part of the fentence will 
aill be inaccurate—^^to lack k§t fitly t9 cmmit tmSm. Them, 
what ? Che fenfe requires inaq/eHei, but the antecedent referred 
to> h ceft^inti, fiut this was ceruinjy a negligence of Shake- 
^ar*s^ and therefore to be left as we find it. And the reader, 
who eamiot fee that this is an inacauracy which the Author might 
well coaiintt, and the other what he never could, has either read 
Shaki/^ear very little, or greatly raifjpent his pains. The prin- 
cipal office of a critkk is to diaingui (h between thtk two things. 
Bat *tit that bhuieh of ericicifm which no precepts can tea^h 
the writer to dircharee« or the reader to judK ef» 

Vo u. m. q Count. 
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Count. Thy marriag^, fooner than cfay wickednefi* 

Qff. I am out of mends. Madam, and I hope to 
have friends for my wife's ^ke. 

Count. Such friends are thine enemies^ knave. 

Clo. Y* are ihallow. Madam, in great friends ; for 
the knaves coipe to do that for me, which I am weary 
of; he, that eares my land, fpares my team, and gives 
me leave to inne the crop ; if I be his cuckold, he^s 
my drudge ; he, that comforts my wife, is the che- 
rimer of my flelh and blood ; he, chat chcrilheth my 
fielh and blood, loves my iiefh and blood ; be, that loves 
my fleft and blood, is my friend: ergo^ he, that 
jkines my wife, is my friend. If men could be con* 
tented to be what they are, there were no fear in mar- 
mge; lOr young Chorion the puritan, and old Poyfam 
the papift, howfoe*er their hearts are fcver'd in reli- 
gion, their heajds are both one ; they may joul horns 
together, like any deer i* th* herd. 

Count. Wilt thou ever be a foul-mouth'd and ca« 
lumnious knave ? 

Clo. * A prophet, I, Madam j and I (peak the 
truth the next way, 
*^ For I the ballad will repeat, which men full true 

(hall find ; 
f * Your marriage comes by defliiny, your cucko w iingi 
by kind. 

« Jfrophtt^ /, Madam j and I fpeak thi tfuth tit mixi waj. J 
It is a iuperilitioDy which has run thHHigh all agqtand people, 
that natural /och have fosnething in th^m of diviaity . On which 
account they were efleemed facred; Travellers tell us in what 
cdeem the Turis now hold them ; nor had they lefs honour 
paid them heretofore in Franci, as appears from the old %vord 
Benit, for a natural fwL Hence it was that Pantagrmtl^ in 
Rabhist advifed Panurgt to go and con Ail t the fool Trilomttt 
as an orade; which gives occaiion to a facirical Stroke upon 
the privy council of Francis the Firft ^^^'Par tavis^ conftii^ prc- 
di£Uon desfols vosfyanfez fuants princes, i^c. ont efig c^mfitrv^ps, 
$cc. — The ^hnk'^yp&ak tit truth the ne^tntjaj, mea^mdirtafyi 
fts they do who are only the inllruments or canals of ochen ^ 
fttch as infpired perfons were fuppofed to be. 
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Count. Get you gone, Sir, I'li ulk with you moits 
anon. 

Stm;. May it pleafe you, Madam, that he bid 
Helen come to you 5 of her I am to fpeak. 
« Count. Sirrah, tell my gendewoman I would fpeak 
with her ; Helen I mean. 

Oo. \ « Was. this fair face the caufc^ quoth fhc, 

[Singifig^ 
" Why the Grecians faeked Troy? 
** Fond done, fond done; for Paris^ he, 
«« Was this Ki^ig Prismas joy* 
** With that (he fighed as ihe flood, 
** And gave this fentence then ; 
*' ^ Among nine bad if one be good, 
** There's yet one good in ten. 

Counti What, one good in ten ? You cdrrupt the 
fbng. Sirrah. 

Clo. One good woman in ten. Madam, which is 
a purifying o'ch' fong : 'would, God would ferve th$ 

3 Was this fair faa the cau/e^ quothfii^ 
Why thi GT^osim faeked Troy ? 
Fond done^ fond done ; 

Was tbii Ktt^ ?riam'«yeK*] This . is a Standi of ftii old 
ballad, out of which a word or two are dropt, equally ncceffitfy 
to make the fenfe and the alternate rhime. Fof it was not tietetip 
who was King Priam 9 joy» bat Paris. The third line therefore 
fhonld be read thus, 

Food doMiiJbnd dotge, Foa Paris, HB. 

4 Jmwg mm bad if one he pod 9 

n§risyet one good in ten!] This fecond ftansa of thf 
ballad is tamed to a joke apon the women: a confeffion, that 
there was one good in ten. Whereon the Coantefs obferved, that 
he cormpCed &t fong ; whidi ihews the fong fiud, Nine good in ten. 

Jf one he Sad amengfi nine good, 

nereis hnt one bad tn ten. 
This rektes to the ten fons of Priam f who all behaved themfelvet 
wdll bat Paris. For, tho* he once had fifty, yet at this unfortu- 
nate period of his reign he had but ten ; Agathont Antiphon^ 
Dehhobns, Dius, He^or, Helenus, Bifpotheus^ Pemmen, Paris, 
and Potites, 

C 2 world 
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world fa all the year! weM find no fault with the 
tyche-woman, if I were the Parfonj one in ten, 
quiith a* ! an we might have a good woman bom but 
cyery blazing liar, or at an earthqaake^ 'twould mend 
the tottery well; a man may draw his heart out, ere 
he pluck one. 

Count. You'll be gone. Sir knave, and do as I 
command you ? 

Clo. That man that (hould be at a woman's com- 
mand, and yet no hurt done! tho' honefty be no pu- 
ritan, yet it will do no hurt ; it will wear the furplis 
of humility over the black gown of a big heart: I 
am going, forfooth, the bufinels is for Helen to come 
hither. [£*//. 

Count. Well, now. 

Stew. I know. Madam, you love your gentlewomaa 
iotirely. 

Count. Faith, I do ; her father bequeathed her to 
me ; and (he herfelf, without other advantages, may 
lawfully make tkle to as much love as fhe finds ; there 
is more owing her, than is paid; and more fhall be 
paid her, than fhe'U demand; 

Stew. Madam, I was very late more near her, 
Ih^n^ I think, ihe wifh'd me ; alone fhe was, and 
did communicate to herfelf her own words to her 
own ears; fhe thought, I dare vow for her, they 
touch'd not an/ ftranger fenfe. Her matter was, fhe 
lov'd your fon ; Fortune, ftie faid, was no Goddels, 
that had put Rich difference betwixt their two eftates; 
jLove, no God, that would not extend his might, only 
where qualifies were level ; ^ Diana^ no Queen cit 
Virgins, that would fufier her poor Knight to be fur- 
priz'd without refcue in the firft aflault, or ranlbm 
afterward. This (he delivered in the moft bitter touch 
of forrow, that e'er I heard a virgin exclaim in; 

ff Diana added by Mr. Theobald. 

which 
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which I held it my duty fpeedily c6 acquaint ybti 
withal ; fithence, in the lols that may happen, it con- 
cerns you fomething to know it. 

CounL You have difcharg'd this hoqeftly, keep ie 
to yourfelf ; many likelihoods inform'd me of this 
before, which hung fo tottering in the balance, that 
I could neither believe nor mifdoubt; pray you, 
leave me ; fiall this in your bofbm, and I thank you 
for your honeft care ; I will fpeak with you further 
anon. j^Exit Stewards 

SCENE VII. 

Enter Helena. 

Count. Ev'n fo it was with me, when I was young j 
If we are nature's, thefe are ours : this thorn 
Doth to our rofe of youth rightly belong ; 

Our blood to us, this to our blood, is born ; 
It is the fhow and feal of nature's truth. 
Where love's ftrong paffion is impreft in youth ; 
By our remembrances of days foregone, 
^ Such were our faults^ or then we thought them 

none. 
Her eye is fick on*t ; I obferve her now, 

HiL What is your pleafure. Madam ? 

Count. Helen, you know^ I am a mother to you. 

Hel. Mine honourable miftrefs. 

Count. Nay, a Mother ? 
Why not a mother ? when I faid a mother, 
Methought, you faw a ferpent ; what's in mother. 
That you ftart at it? I fay, Tm your mother j 

6 Sttci? 'were our fault s^ o r then <we though them none ] Wc 
fhould read, 

Of then mie thought them none. 

A motive for pity and pardon ; agreeable to fa£l, and the indul- 
gent charader of the fpeaker. This was fent to the Oxford Editor, 
and he altered O, to tho\ 

C 3 And 
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And put you in the catalogue of thoie. 
That were enwombed mine 5 'tis often fcen. 
Adoption drives with nature; and choice breeds 
2 A native flip to us from foreign feeds. 
You ne*er oppreft me with a mother's groan. 
Yet I «prefs to you a motber*s care r 
God's mercy! maiden, do's it curd thy blood. 
To fay, I am thy mother? what's the matter. 
That this diftemper'd meflenger of wet. 
The many-colpur'd /w, rounds thine eyes ? 
Why,— that you arc my daughter ? 

Hel. That I am not. 

Count I fay, I am your mother. 

Hel. Pardon, Madam. 
The Count Roufillon cannot be my brother ; 
I am from humble, he from honoured, name i 
No note upon my parents, his all noble. 
My mafter, my dear lord he isi and I 
His iervant live, and will his vai&l die : 
He muft not be my brother. • ^ 

Count. Nor I your mother.? 

Hfl. You arc my mother. Madam; 'would you 
were, 
(So that my lord, your fon, were not my brother) 
Indeed, my mother ! •——or were you both our mothers 
(I can no more fear, than I do fear heav^nj 

So 

7 A natwtjiip to ffs fvmfirtign feeds.] The integrity of the 
metaphor r^Oires we fhould read steads, i. #. Hocks, Ilools, 
^ they are called by the gardeners,) from whence young Jlips or 
lackers are propagated. And it is npt unlikely that Sbakeffeqr 
might write ic fo. 

8 " ■■ or iwinyou hfh otfr mothers 

/ CARB 90 more por, tJ^an 1 d» FOR hew'n^ 
So I nvero not hisfijler:) The fccond line has not chc Icaft 
glimmering of fenje. Helnt, by the indulgence and invitation of her 
|niftrefs» is encouraged to diicover the hidden caufe of her grief; 
which is the love of her miftrefs*s fon; and taking hold of her 
Wiftf^ft-? words, wfecr^ ftc bi^? ^pr call her mofkfn ftp unfolds 

*f 
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So I were not his lifter : can't ho other. 

But I your daughter, he muft be my brother? — 

Count. Yes, Heknj you might be mj daughter-, 
in-law ; 
God fhield, you mean it not, daughter and mother 
So ftrive upon your pulfe! what, mle again ? 
My fear hath catch'd your fondncfi.— r-Now I fee 
' The myftery of your Jonelinefs, and find 
Your lalt tears* head ; now to all fenfe 'tis grofs. 
You love my ion ; invention is aiham'd, 
A^inft the proclamation of thy paffion. 
To lay, thou doft not j therefore tell me true ; 
But tell me then, 'tis fo. For, look, thy cheeks 
Confels it one to th'other ; and thine eyes 
See it lb groflv Ihown in thy behaviour. 
That in their Kind th^ fpealc it : only fin 
And hellifh obftinacy tie thy tongue. 
That truth fliould be lufpefted; ^eak, is't fo? 
If it be lb, you've wound a goodly clew : 
If it be not, forfwear't ; howe'er, I chai]ge thee. 
As heav*n fliall work in me for thine avail. 
To tell me truly. 

HeL Good Madam, pardon me. 

Count. Do you love my Ion ? 

Hel. Your pardon, noble miftrefs. 

Count. Love you my Ion ? 

HcL Do not you love him. Madam ? 

Count. Go not about ; my love hath in*t a bond, 

the myjiiry: and, as ihe is difcovering it, emboldens herfelf by this 
reflexion, in the line in queflion, as it ought to, be read in a paren- 
thefis, 

(/can 110 man fear, than I do fear hean^n^) 
u €. I can no more fear to truft fo inddgent a miftrefs wit];i the 
fecret than I can fear heav'n who has my vows for its happy i^Tue. 
This break, in her difcovery, is exceeding pertinent and fine. 
Here again the Oxford Editor does his part. 

9 ne nrfftery of your lovelinefs,] We fliould read Unelinefsy or 
delight in iolitude, as is the humour of lovers. 

C 4 Whereof 
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Whereof the world takes note : cotne, comej dtfclaftr 
The ftate of your affcftion ^ for your paffions 
Have to the full appeach*d<, 

Hel. Then, I confefs. 
Here on my knee, before high hcav'ns and you. 
That before you, and next unto high hcav'n^ 
I love your Ion : 

My friends were poor, but honeft; fo's my lovci 
Be not offended ; for it huit& nc^ him, 
That he is lov'd of me ; I follow him not 
By any token of prefumptuous fuit ; 
Nor would I have him, 'rill I do dcfcrvc him ; 
Yet never know, how that defert fhall be. 
I know, I love in vain ; drive againft hope ; 
Yet, in this captious and intcniUe iieve^ 
1 ftill pour in the waters of my k)vc. 
And lack not to lofe ftill ; thiB, IndianAikCj 
Religious in mine error, I adore 
The fun that looks upon his worihipper. 
But knows of him no more. My deareft Madam, 
Let not your hate incounter with my love. 
For loving where you do ; but if yourfelf, 
Wbofe aged honour cites a virtuous youth. 
Did ever in fo true a flame of liking 
Wifh chaftly, and love dearly, that your Dian 
Was both herfelf and love ; O then, give pity 
To her, whofe ilate is fuch, that cannot chufe 
But lend, and give, where fhe is fure to lofe ; 
That feeks not to find that, which fearch implies; 
But, riddle-like, lives fweetly, where fhe dies. 

CounL Had you not lately an intent, fpeak truly. 
To go to Paris? 

Ifel Madam, I had. 

Count. Wherefore ? tell true. 

Hel. I will tell truth ; by Grace itfdf, I fwear. 
You know, my father left me fome prefcription$ 
Of rare and proved efFcfts j fuch as his reading 

An4 
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And manifeft experience had coUeftod 

For general fbvVeignty ^ and that he will'd me, 

la heedfuU'ft reiervation to beftow them. 

As notes, whofe faculties inclufive were. 

More than they were in note : amongft the reft. 

There is a remedy, approved, fet down. 

To cure the defperate languilhings, whereof 

The King is rcnder'd loft. 

CounL This was your motive for Paris^ was it, 
fpcak? 

HsL My lord your fon made me to think of this 1 
Elfe Parisj and the medicine, and the King, 
Had from the converfation of my thoughts. 
Haply been abfentthen. 

Couni. But think you, Helen^ 
If you Ihguld tender your ' fuppofcd aid. 
He would receive it ? he and his phyficians 
Are of a mind } he, that they cannot help him : 
They, that they cannot help. How (hall they credit 
A poor unlearned virgin, when ^ the fchools, 
EmbowelPd of their doftrine, have left o|f 
The danger to icfelf ? 

HeL ^ There's fomething hints 
More than my father's skill; (which was the great'ft 

1 '-^^/uppo/eJ aiJ,] fufpofid for propping, fupporting. 

2 ■ the fchdMs 

EmbowellM of their doStine^ ] the expreiTion is beauti- 
fully fatirical, and implies, that thd theories of the fchools are 
fpun out of the bowels of the profeflbrs, like the cobwebs of the 
fpider. 

3 TherisfimitbiMg I n't 
irUre than my father's skiil 

that his good receift^ &c.] Here is an inference, 

[ih0t'\ without any thing preceediag, to which it refers, which 
makes the fentence vicious, and ih^wa that we fiiQuld read. 

There's fomething hints 

More than my father s^ sh II ^ — ^ 

■ that his good receipt — . 

j, e» I haye a fecret premonition or preiage. 

Of 
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Of his ProfeffionJ diat his good receipt 

Shall for my legacy be ianflified "^^ 

By th* luckieft ftars in heaven ; and* would your hoaotir 

But give me leave to cry fticcefs^ I*d venture 

The welMoft life of mine on his Grace's Cure> 

By fuch a day and hour. 

Qmnt. Doft thou believ't i 

HeL Ay, Madam, knowingly. 

Count. Why, HeUn^ thou uult have my leave and 
love ; 
Means and attendants ; and my loving greetings 
To thoie of mine in Court. V\\ (by at home. 
And pray God*s blefBng into thy attempt : 
Begone, to morrow ; and be fure of this, 
Wnat I can help thee to, thou (halt not mifi. 

{Eiceunt. 



A C T II. SCENE!. 

Jie Court of France. 

Enter the King^ with divers young Lords taking leave 

for the Florentine war. Bertram and Parolles. 

Flourijh Comets. 

K I K o. 

FArewel, young Lords : thefe warlike principles 
Do not throw from you : you, mv Loitls, farewel s 
Share the advice betwixt you. If both gain. 
The gift doth ftretch itfelf as *tis receivM, 
And is enough for both. 

I Lord. *Tis our hope. Sir, 
After well-enter*d foldiers, to return 
And find your Grace in health. 

King. 
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King. No, nOy it cannot be s and yet my heart 
Will not confefi, it owns the malady 
That doth my life befiege ; farewd, young Lords ; 
Whether I live or die, be you the fons 
Of worthy Frenchmen 5 • let higher Italy 
(Thofe 'bated, that inherit but the Fall 
Of the laft Monarchy ;) fee, that you come 
Not to nvoo honour, but to wed it ; when 
The braved Queftant fhrinks, find what you feek. 
That Fame may cry you loud : I fay, farewel. 

2 Ijnrd. Health at your bidding ferve your Majefty ! 

King. Thofe girls of 7//?^,— —take heed of them ; 
They lay, our French lack language to deny. 
If they demand: beware of being captives. 
Before you ferve. 

Both. 'Our hearts receive your warnings. 

King. Farewel. Come hither to me. [€o Attendants. 

[Epcit. 

1 Lard. Oh, my fweet Lord, that you will ftay 

behind us! — — 
Par. *Tis not his fault ; the ipark — — 

2 Lord. Oh, 'tis brave wars. 



^— Ui higb$r Italy 



{Thofe hatii^ that inherit hut the Fall 

Of the lafi Monarchy;) f$e^ &c.] Tliis is obfcure. Italy ^ 
at the time of tus fcenr, waa under three very diBEerent tenures. 
The eoiperor, as fucceiTor of the Roman eraperors» had one part; 
the pope, by a pretended donation from Confiantiue^ another; and 
the thicd was oomposM of free ftates. Now by the i^i^ monarchy 
is meant tlie Roman^ the \sSi of the four eeneral monarchies. 
Upon the ^1 of this monarchy, in the fcramble, feveral cities fet 
up for themfelves, and became free ftates: nowthefe might be 
laid properly to inherit the fall of the monarchy. This being 
premifed, let us now confider fenfe. The King fays, higher 
Italy } — *- eiving it the rank of preference to France; but he cor- 
reds himfelfand favs, I except thofe from that precedency, who 
only inherit the Ml of the lafl monarchy ; as all the little petty 
(hues ; for inflance, Florence (o whom chefe voluntiers were going, 
As if he had (aid, I give the place of honour to the emperor and 
tb« pppe« but not to the free (lates^ 

Par. 
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Par. Moft admirable % I have fcen thofe wars. 

Ber. I am commanded here, and kept a coil with^ 
^00 youngs and tie next year ^ and */ij too early.^ * '- ^ 

Par. An thy mind fiand to it» boy, fteal away 
bravely. 

Ber. Shall I Hay here the forehorfe to a fmock, 
Creeking my fhoes on the plain mafonry, 
'Till Honour be bought up, and no fword worn 
But one to dance with ? by heav'n PlI fteal away. 

1 Lord. There^s honour in the theft. 
Par, Commit it. Count. 

2 Lord. I am your acceflary, and fb fareweU 

Ber. I grow to you, and our parting is a tortur'd 
body. 

1 Lord. Farewel, Captain. 

2 Lord. Sweet Monficur Parolles ! ■ ■' m 

Par. Noble heroes, my fword and yours are kin 5 
good fparks and luftrous. A word, good metals. You 
ihall find in the regiment of the Spimh one captain 
Spurio with his cicatrice, an emblem of war, here on 
his fmifter check; it was this very fword entrenched 
it; fay to him, I live, and obferve his reports of 
me. 

2 Lord. We fliall, noble captain. 

Par. Mars doat on you for his novices ! what will 
ye do? 

Ber. Stay ; the King — {^Exeunt Lords^ 

Par. life a more fpacious ceremony to the noble 
Lords, you have reftrain*d yourfelf within the lift of 
too cold an adieu ; be more exprefTive to them, for 
* they wear themfelves in the cap of the time, there, 
to mufter true gate, cat, fpeak, and move under the 

influence 

2 ihey nvemr ihem/ehes in the cap of the iimey thtre^ DO mufter 
true gate ^ &c.] The main obfcurityof this pa/Tagcarifcs from the 
miftake of a fingle letter. We fhould read, inftead of, do mufter^ 
TO mufter* % nvear tbemfe/ves in the cap of the time, (ignifies 

to be the fbremoft in the faihion : the figurative allufion is to the 

galantry 
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influence of the moft r«:civ*d ftar ; ind tho* the 
devil lead the ineafure, fuch are to be followed : after 
theiA, and take a more dilated fareweh 

B^r. And I will do fo. 

Par. Worthy fellows, and like to prove moft fi- 
ncwy fword-men. [Exeunt. 

SCENE 11. 

Enter the King^ and Lafcu. 

Laf. Pardon, my Lord, for me and for my tidings* 

King, ril fee thee to ftand up. 

Laf. Then here's a man fiands, that hath bought 
his pardon. 
I would, you had kneePd, my Lord, to aslc me mercy ; 
And that at my bidding you could fo iftand dp. 

King /I Would, I had ; fo I had broke thy pate. 
And jek*d thee mercy for't. ' 

Laf. Goodfaith, acrois : — -^bu^ my goad Lord, 
'tis thus; 
Will you be cur'd of your infirmity? 

King. No. 

Laf. O, will you eaf no grapes, my royal fox? 
Yes, but you will, an if 
My fbyai fox could reach them : 1 have feen a me- 

dicine^ 
That's able to breathe life into a ftone ; 
Quicken a rock, aod make you danoe Canary 
With fprightly fire and motion ; who& fimple touch 
Is powerful to araife King Pepiny nay. 
To give great Charlemain a pen in*s hand. 
And write to her a love-line. 

King, What her is. this? 

galantry tliea in vogue, of Wearing je^s, iIowers» and their 

]iuftrefi*8 favturs in their caps. tZere to mufter true gate^ fig- 

nifies to ^Kemhlt tegether in the high road of the falhion. All 
the icft is intelligible and eafy. 

Laf. 



Digitized 



by Google 



30 ^/V v;ell^ that Ends nveUi 

Laf. Why, dpaor-flic: my Lord, there's one ar* 
riv^d, 
if you will fee hen Now, by my faith and honour^ 
If ferioufly I may convey my thoughts 
In this my light deliverance, I have (poke 
With one» that in her iex, ' her years, profelllon, 
Wifdom and conftancy, Imth amaz'd me more 
Than I dare blame my weaknefs : will you lee her^ 
For that is her Demands and know her bufineis i 
That done, laugh well at me. 

JG;^. Now, good LafeUy 
Bring in the admiration, that we with thee 
May fpend our wonder too, or take off thine, 
By wond'ring how thou took*ft it. 

Laf. Nay, 1*11 fit you. 
And not be all day neither. lExii Lafeu. 

JGng. Thus he his fpecial nothing ever prologues. 

Laf. [Returns.} Nay, come your ways. 

[Bringing in IMcn2L. 

King. This hafte hath wings, indeed. 

Laf. Nay, come your ways. 
This is his Majeifty, fay your mind to him ; 
A traitor, you do look like^ but fuch traitors- 
His Majefty feldom fears ; Vm Crejfidh unde, 
That dare leave two together; fare you well. [Exit. 

SCENE III. 

King. Now, fair One, do*s your bufinefs follow us ? 

Hel. Ay, my good Lord. 
Gerard de Narhon was my father. 
In what he did profefs^ well found. 

King. I knew him. 

Hel. The rather will I fpairemy praife toward him ; 
Knowing him, is enough : on's bed of death 

3 — her years, profeJpM,'] By/re^^ojf is meant her' declaration 
of the end and purpofe of her coming. 

Many 
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Many recess he gave me, chiefly one^ 
Which as the dearefl: iffue of his pradice. 
And of his old experience th'only darling. 
He bade me ilore up, as a triple eye. 
Safer than mine own two : more dear I have {o ; 
And hearing ^our high Majefty is touch'd 
With that malignant cauie, wherein the honour 
Of my dear father^s gift flands chief in power, 
I oome to tender it, and my appliance. 
With all bound humblenefs. 

K^. We thank you, maiden ; 
But may not be fo credulous of cure. 
When our mod learned do&ors leave us ; and 
The congr^ted college have concluded. 
That labouring art can never ranfom nature 
From her unaidable eftate: we muft not 
So ftain our judgment, or corrupt our hope. 
To proftitute our paft-cure malady 
Toempericks; or to diflever fo 
Our great (elf and bur credit, to efieem 
A ienieleis help, when help pall fenfe we deem. 

HeL My duty then ihall psij me for my pains > 
I will no more enforce mine office on you ; 
Humbly intreating from your royal thoughts 
A modeft one to bear me back again. 

King. I cannot give thee lefs, to be calPd grateful ; 
Thou thought'ft to help me, and fuch thanks I give, 
As one near death to tnofe that wifh him live; 
But what at full I know, thou know'ft no pare ; 
I knowing all my peril, thou no art. 

HeL What I can do, can do no hurt to try. 
Since you fet up your reft 'gainft remedy. 
He that of greateft works is finifher. 
Oft does them by the weakeft minifter: 
So holy writ in babes hath judgment ihown. 
When judgjcs have been babes; great floods have 
flown 

From 
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From fimple fources ; and great leas have dry'd» 
When miracles have by th* greatcft been deny'd. 
Oft expe£faidon fails, and moft t>ft there 
Where moft it promifcs : and oft it hits 
Where hope is coldeft, and defpair moft fits. 

IGng, I mnft not hear thee ; fare thee well, kind 
Maid ; 
Thy piins, not us*d, muft by thyld f be paid : 
Proffers, not took, reap thanks for their reward. 

Hel. Infpired merit fo by breath is barPd : 
It is not fo with him that all things knows. 
As 'tis with us, that fquare our gucfs by (hows^ 
But moft k is prcfumption in us, when 
The help of heaven we count the aft of nien. " 
Dear Sir, to tny endeavours give confcnt. 
Of heav'n, not itie, make ah experiment. * * ^ 
I am not an impoftor, that proclaim 
* Myfclf againft the level ot mine aim ; ' 
But know 1 think, and think I know moft furt. 
My art is not paft p6wer, hor you paft cutitf. 

King. Art thou fo confident? withm what ipacfc 
Hop'ft thou my cure? 

Hel. The greateft grace fending grace, ^ 
Ere twice the horfes of the fun fhall bring 
Their fiery tprcher hrs diurnal ring ; 
Ere twice in murk and occidental damp 
Moift Hefperiis hath qoench'd his flccpy lamp j ' 
Or four and twenty times tht pilbt's glals * 
Hath told the thievifli minutes how they pafs ; 
What is infirm from your found parts ftiall fly. 
Health Ihall live free, and ficknefs fi-eely die. 

King. Upon thy certainty, and confidence. 
What dar'ft thou venture ? 

Hel. Tax of impudence, 

4 Myftlf againfi the le<vel of mnt ^m\\ i. f. pretend ta greater 
things than Ixfits the mediocrity of xny condition. 

A 
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A firampet's boldnefs, a divulged fhame. 
Traduc'd by odioQs ballads : my maiden's naime 
^ear^d ocherwrfe, no worfe of worft extended i 
With vileft K>rture let my life be ended. 

JKing. ^ Methink$i in thee fome blefled Spirit dotit 
ipeak: 
His pQwcr full founds within an organ weak ; 
And what impoflibility would flay 
In common fenfe, fenfe iaves another way; 
Thy life is dear ; for all that life can rate 
Worth name of lifcj in thee hath eftimate : 
• Tooth, beauty, wifdom, courage, virtue, all 
That happineis and prime can happy call ; 
Thou this to hazard, needs muft intimate 
Skill infinite, or monftrous delper^te; 
Sweet Pra^fer^ thy phyfich I will try i 
That minifters thine own death, if I die. 

HeL If I break time^ or flinch in property 
Of what I fpoke, unpitied let me die, . 
And well deferv'dl Not helping, death's my fecf 
But if I help, what do you pfomife me i 

^ Metbiuks^intbiefim$bUffid/firit doibjpiok 

His powerfal found, ivitbin an orgah fiueaA ; 3 To J^tak d 
fnmd is a barbarifm : For t0 ffeak figitifies to utter an articulati 
(band, /. #. a Voice. So Sbakejpear^ in Lo^is Labour Loft, iayt 
with propriety. And tvbtn love fpeaks ibe voice of alt ibe Gods, 
tojpeak 2,fiund therefore is improper, tho* to vtier z, found is not \ 
becaufe the word utier maybe applied either to ah articalate of Inar- 
ticulate. Befides, the conftru^lion is vicious with the two ablatives, 
in tbit, and, *untbin an organ tviak. The lines therefore fhould be 
Shos read and pointed, 

Meibinks, in tbet fimt bltffed Jfirit dotb fptak ; 

His power full founds ivitbin an organ weak • 
Bat the Oxford Editor would be onlv fo ht beholden to this emenr 
dation, ai.to enable him to make fenfe of the lines another way^ 
whatever become of the rules of criticifm or ingenuous dealing. 

It fowerful founds nviibin ah organ weak. 

6 routb, Biamij, wifdom, courage, all} The verfe want) a fi)Ot« 
tiaruB, by milcbance, has dropt out of the lint. 

Vol.. nr: d tsi^. 
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King. 7 Make thy demand. 

Hel\ But will yoti makrc it even ? 

King. Ay, by my fcepter, and my hopes of heaven, 

HeL Then (halt thoa give me, with thy kingly handy 
, What Husband in thy power I will command/ 
Exempted be from me the arrogance 
To chufe from forth the royal blood of France ) 
My low and humble name to propagate 
f With any branch or impage of thy ftate: 
But fuch a one thy va0aU whom I know 
Is free forme to ask, thee to beftow. 

King. Here is my band, the premifes ob&rvVI, 
Thy will by my performance mall be ferv*d : 
So, make the choice of thine own time ; for I, 
Thy refolvM Patient, on thee ftill rely. 
More ihould I queilion thee, and mcHie I muft; 
(Tho' moreco know, could not be more to truft :) 
From whence thou cam*ft, how tended on,-— but tcft 
Unqueftion'd welcome, and undoubted bleft. 
Give me fome help here, hoa! if thou proceed 
As high as word, my deed fhaU natch thy deed^ 

[Exeunfi 

7 King. Maiithy demand. 

Hth Bu^ will jeu make it event 

King. Jy, by mjfeefter and nn hopes tf help.} The King 
could have but a very flight hope of betf from her, Icarce enough 
to fwear by: and therefore mien might fufpeft he meant to 
equivocate with her. Belides, obferve, the ereateft part of the 
ipene is (trifily in rhyme» and there is no fliadow of neafon why 
^t ihould be interrupted here. I rather imagine the poet wrote, 

Ay^ fy myjcefter, and my hopes of heaven. Dr. nirity. 

% With any branch ^ tmaob of thy Jlaie:J Shake/pear un^ 
qoeftionably wrote iMPACt, grafting. Imps a grafi; or Aid, 
f^r fucker: by which flie means one of the fons of France, oo 
Cmntw calb our Prince Arthur^ that noUt i m pe of fame. 
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SCENE IV. 

Changes id Roufillon. 

Enier Countefs and Cl(Mtt. 

Cmmt. 1^ OME on^ Sir j I (hall now fut fovi, to 
V^ the height oi your breedingi 
€h. I will flbew rojjfclf highly ^d, and lowly 
taqght ; I know, ay bufiodk is but to tiie court. 

CimnL But to the court ^ whyi wha| pJa^ QifttfM: 
you ijpocklt vhen yoii put off that with fuch c<in^ 
tempt ) but to the court I 

Oq^ Truly, Madam, if God have kot a ctutri 
any manners^ h^ may eafily put Ic off at coyrt: he 
that cannot make a leg, put off^s cap, kifs his hand*, 
and &y nothi!ig, has neither 1^ hauds^ lip^ nor cap i 
and, indeed, fuch a fellow^ to fay precifely, were not 
for die cpiirt : but formct, 1 te^ve aa anfw^r wiU kf^t 
all men« 

Cwnt. Marry^ tbat^s a bouqiiful anfwqr that fitt 
all queftions. 

Ch. It is like a barber's chair^ that fits all buttocks i 
the pin-buttock^ the quatch-bqttocki the brawns 
buttock, or any buttock. 
CounU Will your anfwer ferve fit to all queftiona? 
Clo. As fit as ten groats is for the hand 6f an attor* 
uey^ as your Fremb crown for your taflity punk, as 
Ti^'s rufh for Tomh fore*finger, as a pancake fof 
Sbrcvi'Tuifday^ a mOrrts for May-dag^ as the nail to 
his bole, the cuckold to his horn, as a ftolding qufan 
to a wrangling knave, as the nun's lip tq the Iriar^ 
mouth ; nay, as the pudding to his skin. 

Count. Have you, I fay, an anfwer of fuch fitneis 
for all queftions? 

Ck. Froni below your duke, to benaih your 
conftable, it will fit any queftion. 

D 2 CounU 
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Count. It muft be an anfwer of moft monftrousfize, 
that muft fit all demands. 

Clo. But a trifle neither, in good faith, if the learned 
fhould fpeak truth of it: here it is, and all that be- 
longs to*t. Ask m^, if I ani a courtier >-— it (hall 
do you no harm to learn. 

' 'Couiil. To be young again ^ if we could: I will 
be a fool in a queftion, hoping to be the wifer by 
ywr anfwer. I pray you, Sif , are you a courtier ? 

Clo. 9 O lordy ft>— — there's a fimple putting oflF:' 
Hibre, more, a hundred of them. 

Cduf^. Sir, I am a poor friend of yours, that loves* 
you. 
' Cb. t) for J/Jir—- thick, thick, fpare not mc. 

CduM. IthinkiSir,y<iucMeatnoneoCthishomd7". 
meat. ^ • ^ ■ 

' Cfo. il?rJ, iS«>*—r^afy, put flic ttft, Iwarraiic. 

• 'Count.- You were ktefy whip'd. Sir, as I think. 

Clo. O brdy iS/r—— fpare not me. 
'•'^ Count. Do ydu cry, O lord, Sir, ut your whipping, 
and fpare not me ? indeed, your O lord. Sir, is very* 
Ibquent to your whipping: you would anfwer very 
W«ll to a whipping, if you were but bound to't. 

Clo. I ne'er had worfc luck in my life, in my— -O 
lord, Sir i I fee, things may ferve long, but not ferve 
ever. 

Count. I play the noble hufwife with the time, to 
entertain it fo merrily with a fool. 

Clo. O lordy Sir — why, thereat fervcs well again. 

Count. An end, Sir % to your bufinefs : give Helen this. 
And urge her to a prcfent anfwer back. 
Commend me to my kinfmen, and my fon : 
This i^ not much. 

i9 O hrdi Sir, ] A ridicole m thit fbolilh expletive of fpeech 
then in yogoe at court. 
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do. Not much commendation to them ? 
~ £ount. Not much imploymem for you^ you un« 
derftand me. 

CIo. Moft fruitfully, I. am there before my legs. 

Com/. Hafte you again* [Exeunt. 

- S C E N E V. 

Changes to the Court of France, 

Eftt^ Bertram, Lafeu, and Parolles; 

Jj^. np HEY fay, miracles are paft; and we have 
X our philofophjkal perfons to make modern^ 
^d&'piliar, things fupernatural fuid c^uielefs. Hence 
is it^ that we make trifles of terrors ; enfconfing our 
felves into feeming knowl^ge, when we ihould &b- 
mit our felvcs to an * unknown fear. 

Par. Why, 'tis the rareft argument of wonder 
ihat hath ihot out in our kter times. 

*Btf^ And £> His. 
^ ,1^. To be reiinqi|ifli'd.Af the artifts— — 

* Par. So I fay, both of GoUm and Paraalfus. 

Laf. Of all the learned' and authentick Fellows-^ 

Par. Right, fo I fay, 

Laf. That gave him out incurable, ■ 

Par. Why, there *tis, fo fay I too. 

Laf. 

1 MnknownfearJl Unknown for fapernatural. 

;b Par. S§ Ifay^ hoib ^ Galcn and Paracelfus. 
Laf. Of ail tbi learned and authentick fellows.^ Sbaii^ 
fiemr^ as I have often obferved, never throws out his words ae 
random. ParacelJuSt tho* no better than an ignorant and knaviih 
enthuftaft was at this time in fuch vogue, even amongft the learned, 
that he had almoft joftled Galen and the ancients out of credit. 
On this account learned is applied to Galen y 2Lnd autbentici or 
fiilhionable to Paractlfusi SaHcy^ in his Confeffion Catbclifue, 
p. 301. Ed. Col. 1720, is made to fay, ye irouve la Riviere pre^ 
tfier Medecin^ de meilUuri bumeur que as gens-la, II eft bon Ga- 

D 3 leniite. 
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4p0^. Roghc, ^ ^cmre i^ [man ofior'd of ail ■■ ' ■■ m i* .* 

/;,<a/. Uncertain life, and fare death s ' ^ " ■ 

pir^. Jaft, yodk % wdl: ' fo 'woutd I have faid. 
A fi4if^ I may truly fay, it uaiMMrdty ix)^eiMrbi. 

P^r. It is, indeed, if you will have it in fliewii^^ 
you iball read it in, what do you call there < 

Laf. * A Jhewtng of a hav^nly effe& in an earthly 
affor. 

Par, That^ it, I would have faid the very lame. 

Laf. Why^ your dolphin is not ioftier : for me, I 
fpcak in refpeft— ^ 

ifiar. Nfi^,;'*w ftraftge, *i?ii5 ^tty ftvange, that h 
(he brief lund the tidmm of k % and he*^ dta naoft &• 
cmeriou8 fpivi^ Ham w4)l not acknowledge k no Inr 
the ■ " ■ " i M ., i 
- .1^. Viryhand 4of teav'tt. 

Par. Ay, fo.I%* 

jfjtf. Iha ltWfttiiftak^-^-.i--. 

Par. And deblte itniAiftdr, ^grciat f^wet) greaft eim^ 
fcendentc; ♦ which fhould^ indeed, give us ♦*^ a 
farther trfe^ be tftstde tWi aloDfe t4«e^ recovVy ;of the 
King; a8to^ " >' Mi» i 

lenifle, &^ica.i^/r IV^Aqkifl^.- 7/4//^ t^ £c i/(?<9rrW 4^ Ottlien 
<p/? honorable^ £ff ;;<?ir mtJtrtfahU four la paihqlogie^ (sf profitable 
four Us Boutiquei, ' V autre ^ 'pour<vtu que ce foit )di *vrais^ preeeptes 
M J^araceKe. eft bonne a faivre pour la verite, pour la lubttlite^ 
pour refpargne ; en fomme j^^at la Therapeutiqne. 

3 AJhenuing of a beanPnly ^c^^ &c.) The tide txf fome pam- 
f Met 'h*re ridiculed . 

4 'whic'h Jbould^ indeed^ give as a farther ufe to le made^ &c3 
'Between the words «/ and a farther ^ there fcems 10 have been 
two Or three words dropt» which appear to have been to this 
puTptffe -^Jbould, indeed^ give us [notice, that there is of this,] a 
farther u/e to he made—--^ fo that tbe palTage fhould be read with 
"ailerisks for the future* 

Scene 
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SCENE VL 

Entir JSur^, ^Heleoa^ and AttendMts. 

Par, I wodd have did it, you faid ^vdl: hei« 
comes the King. 

Laf. Luftick, as i\t Dukbman fays: V\\ like « 
Maid the better, while I have a tooth in tny head : 
why, he's able €o lead her a Corranto. 

Par. Mjort du Vin^igret is not this Helen f 

Laf. Tore God, I think &. 

King. .Go, call before me ail the LcH*ds in court. 
Sit, my preA^rver, ^by thy patkiic's fides 
And with this healthful hand, whofe baniih'd fenfe 
Thou luft rcpeal'xj, a fecbhd time receive 
The confirmation of my promisM gift \ 
Which jbut attmds thy naming. 

Enter three orfifur Lords. 

Fair maid, fend forth thine cye^ this youtbfal pared . 

Of tioble faotchebrs (land at my beftowing. 

O'er whom both fov'reign power and father^s voke 

I haveto.uie.; thy frank election make; 

Thou haft power to chuft, and they none to forfake. - 

JBei. To each o( you one fair and virtuous miftrefs 
Fall, when Jove pleafe! marry, to each but one.^^— r 

Laf. Vd give bay cur^l and his furniture. 
My mouth no more were broken than thefe boys^ 
And writ as litde beard; . 

King. Perufe them weH : 
Not one of thofe, but had a noble father. 

[^S^be addrejis herfelf to a Lord. 

HeL Gentlemen, heaven hath, through me, reftor'd 
The King to health. 

JU. We underftand it, and thank heaven for you« 

Hel. I am a fimple maid, and therein wealthieft^ \ 
That, I proteft, I (imply am a maid.— — — 

P4 Pl»fe 
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Plcafe It your Majefty, I have done already : 
The blufhes in my dhccks thus whifpcr mc. 
We blulh that thou fhould'ft chufc, but be refi|s*d ^ 
« Let the white death fit on thy cheek for ever, 
Wf '11. ne'er con^e thcfe again. 

King. Make choice, and fee, 
Whp fhuns thy loye^ jDbun^ all his love in tne. 

HeL Now, Dm^ from thy altar do I fly, 
^ And to impartial Love^ that God moft high. 
Do my figh^ ftream; Sir, will you hear my fuit? 

1 Lord. And grant it. ' ' 

fJe}. Th^ks, 5ir; —all the reft is mute. 

Laf. I had rather be in thi$ choice, than throw 
agies^acjB for my lift. 

Hel. The honour. Sir, that flames in your fair eyes^ 
Before I fpea}c, too (hreatningly replies; 
Itove make your fortunes twenty times above 
Her that fo wiihes, and her humble love! 

2 Lord. No better, if you pleaie. 
; I;IeJ. My wi(h recqvp. 

Which great Love grant ( and fo I take my leave. 

^Laf. Vo all they deny her?, if they were fons of 
mine,^ rd have them whipt, or I would foxl theni 
to the Turk to make eunuchs of. 

ffel. Be not afraid that I your hand (hould take^ 
i?ll never do you wrong fpr yoqr own fake : 
BlefTing upon your vow$, and in yoqr bed 
Find fairer fortune, if you ever wed 1 

Lafi* Thefc boys are boys of ice, they?ll none of 
her : fure, they arc baflards to the JE^nglifly^ the French 
pc?er got *cm. ^ 

5 J^et the nvbife pE at njtf on iHy ebeekfor ever,"] ShakeJ^rt 
I thihk', wrote bsARTil ; /. /. want of blood, or more figura* 
tively barrennefs, want of fruit or JfToe. ** 

^ jfnd t9 iMPiRiAL LoyeJ The old editions read impar- 
tiAL, which is right. Love who has' no regard to difierenoe of 
4 conditioa, but yokes together high and low, which was her cafe. 

Hel. 
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Hel You are too young, too happy, and too good9 
To make yourfclf a fon out of my blood. 

4 Lord. Fair one, I think not fo. 

^ Laf. There's one grape yet, — — 

Par. I am fure, thy father drunk wine.* ■ j i 

Laf. But if thou be'eft not an afi, I am a 
Youth of fourteen. 1 have known thee already* 

HeL I d^re not fay, I take you-; but I give 
Me and my fervice, ever whilft I live. 
Into your guided power: this is the man. 

[Jo Bertram. 

iKng. Why then; young Birtram^ takeher^ flitfs 
thy wife. 

Ber. My wife, my Liege ? I ihall befeech your 
Highnefs, 
In fuch a bufincfs give me leave to ufe 
Xfee help of mine own eyes. 

King. Know'ft thou not, Bertram^ 
What (he hath done for me? 

Ber. Yes, my good Lord, 
put never hope to know why I (hould marry her. 

King. Thou know'ft, ihe has raised me from my 
fickty bed. 

Ber, But follows it, my Lord, to bring me down 
Mud anfwer for your railing ? I know her well : 
She had her breeding at my father's charge : 
A poor phyfician's daughter my wife! — Dildain 
Rather corrupt me ever! 

King. 'Tis only title thou difdain'ft in her, the which 
I can build up : ftrange is it, that our bloods. 
Of colour, weight, and heat, pour'd all together. 
Would quite confound difVinftion, yet Hand off 
In differences, fb mighty. If (he be 
All that is virtuous (iave what thou diflik'fl: 
A poor phyfician's daughter,) thou diflik'll 

7 Therisonigrapiyai ] I have here regokted tke (peeches 

^ they ought to be. 

Of 
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p/ mw^iot the fMie: but /do not fi>: 

From loweft 1^^ (ii) wihen virfiuous tbingl proawd^ 

The place is digQi^^d by di' doer's deed* 

Where great addkion iTwetts, and virtue n^ne» 

Ic is4uicopfied jhooour ; ^ good alone 

Is good '» ami, with a eame, viknefs is fo r 

The property by wrliat it is fliould go^ 

Not by the Hide* ' She is good, wife, feir ; 

In theie, to nature ftie's itnnBediate heir; 

And thefe breed honour : That is honoor's fimn* 

Which icbaUcnges itfelf as honour's born. 

And 

8 ■ — — ge9d akm* 

corrilpted into nonfenfe. We (hould read 

Is good; andf noHh a nafne, *viietu/s isfi. 
f . $. good w goody cho' there be no addition of tifle; $nd vileiiefc 
is vilenefs, tho* there be« The Oxftrd Editoi;* underftaodingjuo- 
thing of this, ilrikes oat 'uikiufs and puts in itt place, i^tfi^. 
^ I ^hi is YOVNG» wife^ fairi 

In thefe^ to natunjb^s immediate heir i 

Andibefthrttdhtmouri 1 The obje^ion was, that%/^ 

^M aeicbQr riches act title: To this the King replies, flie>*/i£uf 
immediate heir of nature, from whom ihe inherits ypotfa, wifdom, 
and beauty. The thought is fine. For by the immediate heir to 
llature, we muft undcrlland one who inherits wifdom and beauty 
in a fupreme degree. Fk-om hence it appears t\ax young is a faulty 
reading, for that does not, like wifdom and beauty, admit of dif- 
ierent degrees of excetkaoe; therefore ihe could not, with iegai4 
CO that, be faid to be the immediate heir of nature; for in that ihe 
w^as only joint-heir with all the reft of her fpecies. Befides, th** 
nvffdom and Seauty may breed honour, yet youth cannot be faid to 
do fo. On the oontrary, it is s^e w^ich has this advantage. It 
feems probable that iiniie vfooIi(h player when he tranfcribed diis 
part, not apprehending the thought, and wondriog to find yasah 
not reckoned amongft the good qualities of a woman when (he 
was propofed to a lord, and not confidering that it was compriied 
in the word/a/>, Ibifted rnyom^^ to the-exclufion of a word uHieh 
more to the purpofe. For I make no queflion but Sbake^mt.. 
wrote, 

^— Shi is 60oi>, mtfe, fair. 

For 
. f {«) — - w^/», Dr. Thirlby — vulg whence ] 
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And is not like^ fiee. Hoaoaff beft thrhe^ 

When rather fiom oir afib we liiMi derive 

Timn oar fore-gMtt: tiicienart word's a fl»re 

Debaucbc «i evcrjr tmnht on er'ry gntre % 

A lying trophy $ * and as crft is dun^ 

Whene ddift aad dtnm'd obliTioa is the tomb 

Of honour'd bones, indeed* What Au^uld be fiud^ 

If thoa ican^ IMce this creature as a maidi 

I am create die i^ : virtue and IhCf 

h her own ^h^t ; honour and wealth from me. 

Ber. f cannot lovt her, nor will ftrive to do't. 

Khig. Hiou wrong'ft thyfeli^ if thou fliould'ft ftrive 
to'chuie. 

Hel. Thait yon aoe wdiTe^'4 «ny lord, Pm|^sdt 
Let the reft go. ■• 

King. My honour's at tbe.ftake % which to {a) defend, 
I muft prodace my power. Here^ lake her haodp 
Proud fcornful boy, unworthy diis gpod {^! 
That doth in vile mifprifion ihackle up 
My love, and her defert ; thju: canft Inoc drdaoi^ 
Wc, poising us in her dbfeftive fiale. 
Shall weigh thee to tlie beam^ that wilt not hMWi 
It is in us to plant diiae ihonour^ where 
WepIeafetO'h»vek:grow. Check thy coMempt: 
(%ey our will, which ccaveb in thy gmd s 

For the greateft part of her encomium tnTOpd upon her virtue. To 
omit this 'therefore in the recapitulation of her qualities, had beea 
agaioft all the rules of good fpeaking. Nor let it be ofajeded that 
this is requiring «in exaSneft In our author which we flioald not 
cxped* For he who could reafon with the force our author doth 
here, (and we OA|ghta)<(^ys to diftk^iih between SJbaki^iarou 
his guard and in his rambles) and aluibate that reafomng widi 
foch btixity of 'tlK>a|;hl a^ad pro^ety Df ««pi«ftoa, iould i|ever 
make ufe of a word which qtiiie deibiojwd the exiftnefs dF hia 
reafoniog, the propriety of his thought^ and the elegance of his 
cxpreffioQ. 

I CofiiQUU and pomls hcte fet e^caOIy t\^t by Mr. fbeddU^ 

[{a) diftnd, JIfr.Theobald*-— vulg.i^#4/.] 

^ Beliore 
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Believe not thy difilaiti, but pitfendy ^ 
Do thine own fortunes that obedient right. 
Which both thy duty owa, and our power claims ; 
Or I will throw thee from my care for ever 
Into the daggers, and the cardefs hpfe 
Of youth and ignorance ^ my revenge and hate 
Looting upon thee in the name of juftice. 
Without all terms of pity. Speak, thine anfwer. 

Ber. Pardon, my gracious Lord ; for I fubmit 
My fancy to your eyes. When I confider. 
What ^reat creation, and what dole of honour 
Flies where you bid \ I find, that (he, which late 
Was in my nobler thoughts mod bafe, is now 
^ The prifed of the Kiog^ who, fo enbbled. 
Is, as •twere, born fo, 

Ki$ig. Take her by the hand. 
And tell her, flie is thine: to whom I promife 
A counterpoize-, if not in thy eftate, 
A balance more repleat. 

Ber. I take her hand. 

King. Good fortune and the favour of the King 
Smile upon this contraf): ^ whofe ceremony 
Shall ieem expedient on the new*born brief. 
And t)e performed to night;* the iblemn fbift 
Shall more attend upon the cdming fpace, 
Expefting abfent friends. As thou lov'ft her. 
Thy love's to me religious ; elfe does err. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VIL 

Manent Parolles and Lafeu. 

Laf. Do you hear, Monfieur ? a word with you. 
Par. Your pleafurc. Sir? 

z The PKAisfD ofthiKingi'i We.ihouM read prised, i. g. 
i^luedy held in eftimation, and aniwen to mojl bafi in the preceding 
line. 

Laf. 
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Laf. Your Lord and Mafter did well to make his 
recantation. 

Par. Recantation ? my Lord ? my Mafter ? 

Laf4 Ay, is it not a language I fpeak ? 

Par. A moft harfh one, and not to be underftood 
without bloody fucceeding. My mafter ? 

Laf. Arc you companion to the Count Roufilonf 

Par. To any Count; to all Counts; to what is 
man. . . 

Laf. To what is Count's man ; Count's mafter is 
of another fiUe. 

Par. You are too old. Sir; let it fatislie you, you; 
are too old —• 

Laf. I muft tell thee, Sirrah, I write man; to 
which title age cannot bring thee. 

Par. What I dare too well do, I dare not do. 

Laf. I did think thee, for two ordinaries, to be a 
pretty wife fellow ; thou didft make tolerable vent of 
thy travel ; it might pafs ; yet the fcarfs and the bui« 
Berets about thee did manifoldly difluade me from be« 
lieving thee a veflel of too great a burthen. I have 
BOW found thee ; when I lofe thee again, I care nctf : 
yet art thou good for nothing but uking up, and that 
thou'rt fcarce worth. 

Par. Hadft thou not the privilege of antiquity upon 
thee 

Laf. Do not plunge thyfelf too far in anger, leflf 
thou haften thy tryal; which if,' 'Lord have 

mercy on thee for a hen ! fo, my good window of 
lattice, fare thee well ; thy cafement I need not open, 
I look thro* thee. Give me thy hand. 

Par. My Lord, you give me moft egregious in« 
dignity. 

Laf Ay, with all my heart, and thou art worthy 
of It. • , 

Par, I have not, my Lord, dcfcrv'd it. 

Uf 
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tfif* Yes, goad iakb, ev^ry dnun of ic ; and f Orill 
not bate thee a fcruple. 

fa^. WcU, I fliall be wife 

Laf. Ev'a as foon as thou can'ft, for thou kaft to 
ptill at a fmack o'tb* contrary. If ever thou beeft 
bound in thy fbarf and beaten, thou fhak find whae 
it is to be proud of thy bondfi^. I bare a defire to 
hold my acquaintance with thee^ or rather ny know- 
lojg^ that I may fay in the default^ he is a man I 
ktiow. 

Par. My Lord, you do me moft infupporcable 
luxation. 

Ifif. I would^ it were hell-pains for thy fake, and 
my poor doing eternal : ^ for doing, I am paft ; ^ ^ ^ 
as I will by thee, in what moticm s^ will give me 
leavf. \Emt. 

Par. ^ Well, thou haft a fon Ihall take thisdii; 
grace oflf mc % fcurvy, old, filthy, fcurvy Lord ! — — 
well, I muft be patient, there is no fetterbg of au^ 
thority. PU beat him, by my life, if I can meet hiot 
with any convenience, an he were double and double 
a Lord. PU have no more pity of his age, than I 
would have of*— ^PU beat him, an if I couki buc 
meet him again« 

3 fir imtig I am paft % as 1 will ly thu, in ittiat mtiti^m aga 
'^illgivi mi kawe.} Here is a line loft after fafi ; fo that ic ihouTd 
be diftingaiflied by a break with afierisks. The very wordf of 
di« loft line it is impoffible to retrieves bat the fenie is obvious 
enough, Fpt Mtig I am fafti age has deprived mc of much of 
my lorce and vi|;ottr, yet I have ftill enough to (hew the world I 
can do myfelf right, a$ I n»ill hy thee^ in whai motion fct in th« 
beft manner] «gr nviU^'ui mi leave. 

4 WilUtbtm hajl afinjkalltah this itj^ace offme\\ This the 
poet makes Faff Us fpeak alone 1 and this is nature. A coward 

would try to hide Us peteoonry even from himfelf. An ordi"^ 

nary writer would have.been glad of fuch an opportunity to bring 
him to confeffioa* 
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Re-enter Lafeu. 

' £^« Sirrah, your Lord and Matter's marmd, there^s 
news for you : you have a new miftfcis. 

Par. I mcA unftigoedly befeiech your Loidfhip to 
make Ibme refervation of your wrongs* He, mjr 
nod Xiord, ivbom I ferve above, is my aiafter« 

Zij/. Who? God? 

Par. Ay, Sir. 

I^. The devil it is, thatfs thy roaften Why doft 
diou garter up thy arms o' thMi falhion ? doft aiake 
hole of thy fleeves? do other fervants fo? thou were 
beft iet thy lower part wh^e thy nofe ftaftdt. Bf 
mine honour, if I were but two hours yoanger* Fd 
beat thee : mcthinks thou art a general ofFence, tt4 
every man (bould beat f hee. I think, thou waft created 
for men to breathe thcmfelves upon thee. 

Par. This is hard aud undeferv«d meatoe, mf 
Lord^ 

Laf. Go to,. Sir; you were beaten in //^^ for pick^ 
ing a kernel out of a ponckegranaii} you are a raga** 
bond,' and no true traveller : you are more (awcy with 
lords .and honourable perfonages, than the heraldry of 
your birth and virtue gives you commiffion. You are not 
worth another word, clfe I'd call you knave. I leaVe 
you. lEkit. 

SCENE Via 

Enter Bertram. 

Par. Good, very good, it is fo then.-^^ Good, very 
good, let it be conceard a while. 

Ber. Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever! 

Par. What is the matter, fweet heart ? 

Ber. Although before the folemn Frieft Tve fworn, 
I will not bed her. 

Par. What? what, fweet heart? 

Ber. 
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Ber. O my ParoUeSr they have married mej 
rU to the tiifcun wars, and never bed her. 

Par. France is a dog-hole, and it no more iflerkt 
the tread of a man*s foot : to th* wars, 

Ber. There's letten from' my mothers what the 
import iSt I know not yet. 

Par. Ay, that would be known : to th* wars, roy \ 
boy, to th* wars. ! 

He wears his honour in a box, unfeen, 
That hugs his kickfy-wickfy here at home ; 
Spending his manly marrow in her arms. 
Which fliould fuftain the bound and high curvet 
Of Aforj*s fiery flced : to other regions 
France is a ftable, we that dwell in't jades. 
Therefore to th* war; 

Ber. It ihall be fo, I'll fend her to my houfe, { 

Acquaint my mother with my hate to her. 
And wherefore I am fled ; write to the King 
That which I durft not fpeak. His prefent gift 
Shall furnifh me to thofe Italian fields. 
Where noble fellows ftrike. War is no ftrife 
To the dark houfe, and the detefted wife. 

Par. Will this capricio hold in thee, art fure? i 

Ber. Go with me to my chamber, and advife me; 
I'll fend her ftraight away : to-morrow 
rU to the wars, me to her fingle forrow, j 

Par. Why, thefe balls bound, there's noife in it.— \ 
•Tishard; 
A young man, married, is a man that's marr*d : 
Therefore away, and leave her bravely ; go, j 

The King hath done you wrong : but, hufh ! 'tis fi\ 

[Exeunt. , 
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SCENE IX. 

Enter Helena and Clown. 

ifei. My mother greets me kindly, is fhe well P - 

Clo. SUe is not well, but yet Hit Im her health i 
be*s very^ierry, but yet (he is not well : but,^ thanks 
begtren, ffae^ very well, ahd wants nothing i'th* Woi'ldf 
but yet flie is not well. 

Hel. If Ok be very well, what dcfts Ihe ajl^ that 
flic's not very well ? 

Clo. Truly^ fhe's very well, indeed, but for t¥Mii 
things. 

JSrf. What ttiro things? 

Clo. One, that fliers not In l^rhi ^hithfcf Gofl 
fend her quickly i tim other^ dmt flic^^ b eafth, ftotn 
whence God fend her quickly I 

Enter Par6lles« 

Par. Blels you, my fortlmatelady! 

Hel. I hope, Sif, I havfc your g^ will to hzrt 
mine own good fortune. 

Par. You had my fnyers to leid ibeiii on ; ahd to 
keep thensi on^ have tfaeoli ftilh O^ iny knave, ho^ 
does my old lady ? 

Ch. So that y6u had her wrmkles and I her monyn 
I would, Ifae did, ^ yatt fay. 

Par. Why, 1 fay nothing. 

Clo. Mafrry, you arc the wifer matii foi ihany si 
man's tongue ^ fpeaks out his maftet!'s undoing >: to 
% nothinjg, to do ndthtngy to know npcfasnlg, and to 
h^e fiothing, is to be a great part of your tide i which 
is within a very little of nothing. 

Pat. AWay, thotfrt a knave. 

5 ZKKiL%i §ttt his mafier^s undoing:'] We (hoold read 5 l^s At » 
9ut, This is to prepare us for Paroliei'i difgracc. 

Vot. lit. E CU, 
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Clo. You fliould have faid. Sir, before a knave, 
th'arc a knave \ that's, before me th'art a knave : 
this had been truth. Sir. 

Par. Go to, thou art a witty fool, I have found 
thee- 

Clo. Did you find me in yourfcif. Sir? or were 
you taught to find me ? the fearch. Sir, was profitable, 
and much fool may you find in you, even ta the 
world's pleafure, and the encreafe of laughter. 
Par, A good knave, i' faith, and well fed. 
Madam, my Lord will go away to night, 
A very ferious' bufin'efs calls on him. 
The great prerogative and rite of love. 
Which, as your due, time claims, he does ackn6 wiedge 5 
But puts it off by a conlpcird reftraint : 
.Whofe want and whofe delay, is ftrcw'd with fweets 
Which they diftil now in the curbed time. 
To make the coming hour o'crflow with joy, 
^ And pleafure drown the brim. 

Hel. What'i his will clfe? 

Par. That you will take your iiiftant leave o'th* 
King. 
rAnd n^ke this hafte as your own good proceeding \ 
'Strengthened with what apology, you think. 
May make it probable need. 
/ Hel. What more commands he? 

Par. That having this obtained, you prelently 
Attend his further pleafure. 

Heh In every thing I wait upon his will. 
' Par. I ihall report it fo. [Exit Parolles. 

s Hel. I pray you.— Come, Sirrah. [Ti Clown. 

[Epceunt. 

6 Audpliafun drvwn the hrim.'\ Metaphor taken from an over- 
flowing cup. It is one of the boldeft and nobled expreffions in all 
Sbake/piar. 
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S C E N E X, 

Enter Lafeu and Bertram. 

Laf. But, I hopci your Lordiliip chinks not hint 
a foldien 

£er. Yes, my Lord, and of very valiant approof. 

L^f. You have it from his own deliverance, 

Ber. And by other warranted teftimony. 

Li^. Then my dial goes not true i I took this lark 
for a bunting. 

Ben I do aflure you, my Lord, he is vexy great 
in knowledge, and accordingly valiant. 

La/i I have then Gnned againft his experience, and 
tranigrefs'd againft his valour ; and my ftate that way 
is dangerous, fince I cannot yet find jn my heart t(> 
repent : here he comes ; 1 pray you, make us friends, 
I will purfuc the amity. 

- Enier Parollqs, 

Par. Thefe things (hall be done. Sin 

Laf. I pfay you. Sir, who's his taylor ? 

Par. Sir? 

Laf. O, I know him well; I, Sir, he, Sir's, a 
good workman, a very good taylor. 

Ber. Is flie gone to the King ? [JJtde to Parolles^ 

Par. She is. 

Ber. Will (he away to night ? 

Par. As you'll have her. 

Ber. I have wrk my letters, caskcted my treafure, 
given order for our horfes; and to night, when I 

(hould take po(fe(non of the bride • and ere I 

do begin ■ • 

Ltrf. A good traveller is fomething at the latter end 
of a dinner ; but one that lyes three thirds, and u(es 
a known truth to pafs a thoufand nothings with, (hould 
be once heard, and thrice beaten---— God fave you, 
captain. 

E 2 Ber^ 
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Ber. Is there any unkindnefi between my Lord and 
you, Monfieur? 

Par. I knownc^ how Ihavedeierved to run into 
my Lord^s difpleafure. 

L^. 7 You have made ffiift CO ran into't, fcdots 
and ipurs and all, like him that leapt into thecuftand^ 
^nd oat of ft you^li run again, rather than fufier 
queftion for your rcfidence. 

JBer. It may be, you have miftakcn him, my LxH'd. 

Laf. And ftiall do fo ever, the' i todc him fit's 
prayers. Fare you well, my Lord, and believe this 
of nae, there can be no kernd in this light nut : the 
foul of this man is his clothes. Truft. him not in 
matter of heavy confequence : I have kept ^f them 
tame, and know their natures. Farewel, Monfiear^ 
I have ipoken better of you, than you have or will 
deferve at my hand* but we muCt do good againft 
evil. . [Etfif^ 

Par. An idle lord, I fwear. -— • 

Ber. I think fo. 

Par. Why, do you not know him? 

Ber. Yes, I know him well, and common fjpeedi 
Gives him a worthy pa& Here comes my clog* 

S C E N E XL. 

Enter Helena. 

HeL I have. Sir, as I was commanded from you, 
&poke with the King, and have procured his Jeavc 
For prefent parting •, only, he dcfires 
Some private' Ipeech with you. 

Ber. I (hall obey his will. 
You muff not marvel, HeUn^ at my courfe. 
Which holds not colour with the time 5 nor does 

7 Thu ha<vi madijinft to run inUii^ boots mnd rpiirs 4ntd all. Mi 
htm that le^pc into the caflard.] It was a foolery pradbis*d at city* 
entertainments, whilft the J ejlif or Zaw^vi^ in yoguc, forkhh tt> 
jumpimoa large deep cdlard: fet for the parpofi;. Ux.noolmid. 

The 
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The imoUlnttion. aod! FcqiMed office 

Oa-aft]^ fmkvAm. Prepared I was: not 

For fuch a bafinefs ; therefore am I found 

S» asttick unfetcled ; this dciy«i me to iotreat fo\\ 

That prefently you take your way for home, 

AncT futhcrintite^ thair asir , why r luticat yotrs 

For my reipeds are better than they f^em^ 

And my appomtnicnts.hatce in them a need 

Greater than fhews itfelf at the firfl: view. 

To you thafi^ know thena not. This, to my mother. 

•Twin be twQ days «re I (hall fee you, io 
1 feave you to your wifdom. 

Heh Sir, I can nothing lay. 
But that I am your moft obedient fervant 

Ber. Come, come, no more of that. 

Hiei. And ever fttali 
With true obfervance ftek to efce out That, 
Wherein toward me my homeJy ftars have feil*d 
To equal my great fortune. 

Ber. Let That go: 
My hafte is very great. Farrwe!; hie home. 

Hel. Pray, Sir^ your pardon. 

Btr. Well, what would you fey ? 

Hel. I am not worthy of the wealth I owe; 
Nor dare I fay, 'tis mine, and^ yet it is^ 
But, like a tim'rous thief^ moft im would fteal 
What law does vowh mine own. 

Ber. What would you have? 

Hel. Something, and fcarcefo much—— nothing, 
indeed — — [yes; — 

I would not tell you what I would, my Lord — 'faith. 
Strangers and foes do funder, and not ki(s. 

Ber. I pray you, ftay not : but in hafte to horfe. 

Hel. I Ihall not break your bidding, good my 
XjquA. [^i£ Helena. 

Be». Whottaic my other inen, Monfieur ^-»*fai:ewel. 
E 3 Go 
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y4 ^//^ 'i^^y ^^^' E«fe welh 

po thou towVd home« where I will never come, 
Whilft I can (hake my fword, or hear the drum : 
^way, and for our flight. 
fan. Bravely, Gouragio! [Exeuni. 

A C T UL S C E N E I. 

ffXf Duke-s Court in Flo re n c e. 

flourijb. Enter the Duke cf Florence^ two Frcijclji 
Lordsy with Soldieru 

Duke. 

SO that, from point to point, now have you hcar4 
The f^ndfinijental reasons of this war, 
Wi)ole gre^t deqifpn hath much blood let forth, 
And more thirlts after. 

1 Lmrd. Holy fecms the quarrel 

Epon ypqr price's part^ \m black and fearful 
n the oppoftr. 

Duke. Therefore we marvel much, our coufin France 
Would, in ^ juft a bufinefs, ihut his bofoni 
Againil our borrowing prayers. 

2 Lpj'd. GoQd my Lord^ 

The reafons of our ftate I cannot yield. 

But like a common and ' an outward m^n, 

That the great figure of a council frames 

r By fcjf-unable notion ; therefore dare not 

Say wHat I think of it, fince I have found : 

Myfelf in my incertain grounds to fail 

As oftep as I gueft. 

^' I)ukf. Be it his pleafurc. 

• I — '«« offt'warst mmny'] L $. one not in tbe lecret of aSurt. 
I B;^ fi^M^ailiU or I pjnil We ihoaUTetd kotiojt. « 

" V' " . 2 Lord. 



Digitized 



by Google 



M'snuelly that Euds nueff. 55 

2 iMtJ. But I am fure » the younger of our nation. 
That furfeit on their eale, will day by day 
Come here for phyfick. 

Duke. Welcome ihall they.be: 
And all the honours^ that can fly from us. 
Shall on them (ettle. You know your places well. 
When better fall, for your ^Yjiii^ they fell i 
To-morrow» to the field. l^ieunt/ 

SCENE 11. 
Changes to RoufiUon, in France. 

Enter Countels and Clown. 
Count. T T hath happened, all as I would have had it i« 
X lave, that he comes not along with her. 

Clo. By my troth, I take my young Lord to be a 
very melancholy man. 

Count. By what obfirrvance, I pray you? ^ 

Clo. Why, he will look upon his boot, and fing} 
mend his ruflf, and fing^ ask queftions^ and fing; 
pick his teeth, and (ing. I knew a map that had this 
trick of melancholy, fold a goodly manor for a fong.; 

Count, Let me fee what he writes, and when he 
means to come. [R^^^ ^^ Interim 

Qo. I have no mind to Ishel^ fince I was at court. 
Our old ling, and our Isbels o*th' country, are nothing 
like your old ling, and your Ishels o* th* court : the 
brain of my Cupid^a knock'd out ; and I begin to 
love, as an old man loves mony, with no ftomach. 

Count. What have we here? 

Cfc. E*cn That you have there. [£«V. 

Countefs reads a letter. , 

I have fint you a daughter-in-law: Jhe hath reeo^ 
vered the Ming^ and undone me. I htm wedded beri 

£ 4 not 
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^ jSRU ^M$ <^ ]Mr^«2ff 

mt hdifii bsr\ cis^jmrn, t$makd tbt not itemak j&u 
Jhall bear J Z am ruK asf^oyi kmo it, hrfore the re^ri 
come. If there h breadth enough ki the worlds I tw/? 
hold lotfg dijiance. J^y duty, to you. 

Jfou^t unfirtupate Son^ 

BeftrWf 

^fbS» ifppt well^ raih and ubbridled bey^ 
To fly the favours of (b good a King, 
To plqck his Jk^ignsition on thy be^ ; 
By the mifprizing of a maid, too virtuou$ 
for the ogtRWBipt of empire. 

Re-enter Clown. 

Clo. O Nfadam, yonder is heavy njcwj ^fitjgan bcr 
Ifpcen two foldicrs and niy young lady. 

Count. What is the matt^? 

do. Nay, there is ibme comfort in the nevs, (bme 
comfort^ your fon will not hp kiU'cji fo ibph ^ % 
(thought he would. 

Count: Why (houM h? be kilM? 

Clo. So fay I, IVfadam, if he run away, as | hear 
Redoes; the danger is in ftanding to't; that^s tho 
lofi of men, though it be the getting of children. 
Here, they come, will tell you more. For my part^ 
I Qnly hear» your fi;>n m(^ run away. 

S C p N B HI. 

Enter Helena, and two Gentlemen. 

I Gent. Save you, good. Madam. 
, HfL Madam, my Lord is gone^^ for ever ^one. — 
* 2 'Gent. Do not fay fo. 

(^ount. Think uppn patience : ^ptJ^Yryou, gentlemen, 
Tve fdt ft) many quirRs of joy arid grief, 
%h^ th« iii^ f^sGi of; neither, oiitiie flart, 
$:ani ytm^ «M U4to*& When li mj. ioa? 

2 Cent. 
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tQmt. Kfadbm, he's gone to ferve the t>uke'of 
Florence. 
We ffiet him thitherward, fer thence we cames 
And, 9^€P fome difpateh in hand at court^ 
Thither we bend again^ 

Hel. Look pn this letter. Madam y her^s my pals^ 
port. 
? fFbe» $b$u $ai^gef the ringy upon my finger^ wBifJt 
never Jball come off\ andjhew mfi a child begotten 
of thy hodjf that J am father to^ then call me huf* 
band: but infueb a Then / write a Ncven 
This is a dreadful ientence. 
Count. Brought you this letter, gentlemen? 

1 Gent. Ay, Madam, and* for the contents* fekc, 
are l»ry for our pains. 

Count. I pr'ydiee, lady, have a, better cheer. 
M diou engrofleft all the griefs as thine, 
Thou robb^ft me of a moiety : he was my fon,. 
But I do waih his name out of my blood. 
And thou art all my chit<}« Towards Florence i$ he ? 

2 Gen^. Ay, Madam. 
Count. Andtobeafoldier? 

2 Geni^. Such is hi$ noble purpofe; and, believe% 
The Duke will lay upon him alt the honour 

That good convenieiice claims. 

Count. Reium you thither? 

I Gent. Ay, .Madam, with the fwifteft win^ of ipqed. 

Hel. *^:ikave no wfe^^ I have nothing in France. - 
'Tis bitter. [Reading. 

Count. Find you^ that there? 

3 H^en thou ca^figtt the ting^ npon fnyj^nger,'] L i, Wl^cn thoa 
icanfl get tke ring, which is on my finger, into thy poffiffion. The 
Qxford Editor, who took it the othi^r way, to fi^fy, whpn thoa 
canift get it on upon my finger, very f^gadoafly alters it to, Wbm 
tbn canft gtt the ring from ngjkg^rx 

iGetiti 
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58 ^'s mSli thg ]^s welt. 

I Gent. ^Tis b))C chciboldnefr of h\% hand, faapp4y» 
which his heart was not confentiog to. 

Count. Nothing in France^ until he have no wife ? 
There's nothing here, that is too good for biniy . 
But only fhe ; and Ihe dererv]f» a lord. 
That twenty fucb rude boys might tend upon. 
And call her hourly miftrefs. Who was with him ? ; 

1 Qent. A fervant only, and a g^ntlenoan 
Which I have fome time known. 

Count. ParoUeSy was't notf 

I Gen/. Ay, my gwxi lady, he. 

Count. A very tainted fellow, and full of wickcdnels : 
My fon corrupts a well-derived nature 
With his inducement. 

I Gent* Indeed, good lady, the fellow has ^ a deal 
of that too much, which holds him much to have. 

Count. Y*are wdcomc, gentlemen ^ I will intreat 
you, when you fee my fon, to tell him, that his fword 
can nevtr win the hqnour that he loks : more rU in* 
trait you written to bear along. 

I Gent. We ferve you. Madam, iii that and all 
your worthieft afiairs. 

Count, Not fo, but as we chapge our courtefies. 
Will you draw near ? [^E9ceunt Countefs and Gent: 

« C E N E IV. 

* Hel. ^Ttll I have no wife^ I have notbh^ in France. 
Nothing in France^ until he has no wife ! 

4 « deal of that too much, nvhich boUs him mu^h to have."] That 
is, his vices ftand him in ftead. He/en had before. deliverM this 
thought in all the beauty of expreflion. 
— Tkntnv him a notorious ijar i 
Think him a great timyfiol^ foltly a coward; 
Tit the/ejixt €n}ilsfit fofii in him^ 
' That they take place, while wtui s fieely honis 
Look hieak in the cold nvind 
But the Of^ord Editor reads, 0^hich "haves him mt much to have. 

; > , Thou 
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Thou (bait have none, RmfiUm^ none in Frances 

Then haft thou all again. Poor lord! lift I 

That chafe thee from thy counny, and expofe 

Thole tender limbs of thbe to die event 

Of die none-fparing war? and is it I 

That drive thee from the ipordve court, where dxm 

Waft ihoc at with fair eyc9» to be the mark 

Of fmoaky muskets ? O you leaden mel&ngers^ 

That ride upon the violent fpeed of fire. 

Fly vrich falfe aim ; I pierce the ftill-moving air. 

That fings with piercing, do ntit touch my lord : 

Whoever fhoocs at him, I fet him there* ; 

Whoever charges on his forward breaft, 

I am the caitiff that do hold him to it ; 

And tho* I kill him not, I am the caufe 

His deadi was fo efied^. Better 'twere, 

I met the rav'ning lion when he roar*d 

Wtdi ihfiip Gonftraint of hunger : better 'twere^ . \ 

That all the miferies, which nature owes, 

Wete mine at once. No, come thou home, ReuJShni 

Whence honour but of ^nger wins a fear ; 

As oft it lofi^ all I will be gone : 

My being here it is, that hoMs thee hence. 

Shall I fUy here to do't? no, no, although 

The air of paradife did fan die houfe. 

And angels ofiic'd all ; I will be gone; 

That pkiful rumour may report my flight. 

To corifolate thine ear. Come, night ; end, day ! 

For with the dark, poor thief, V\\ fteal away. \JExit. 

- move tbi ftill-piercmg mt^ 



Tbatfingi ivitb f^trcing'"^'] The words are here odly fliuffled 
into nonfenie. ViTe ilioold read^ 

^-— pierce the fiill moving air» 

nai^fiagi with fiircit^,-"''---^ 
f . #. pierce the air» whidi is m perpetas^ motion, and fiif&rs no 
ipjorj by piercing. 

SCENE 
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^6 i4ii^#n2w)il^ /ibif 

S e B N E V. 

Cbanges^ioibe Dukn^s Court m Fkir«fl«:«v 

Bfmnjh. Enter th^ puke (fFkffmeejBmraohl^m^ 

and^rumpOSj Soldiers^ Piurdllles. 

Duke.nn H £• General of mic Horfe thou ait^ tn4 we» 
X Great iaour hope, lay oiir hdk iawo and 
credence 
Upon thy pcomiGing fortune* 

£er. Sir, Jt 15 
A charge too heory ibr my flxenglih; but yet 
We'll ftrivetabear it for your worthy fafce^ 
To th' extreanii edge of hazaixL 

Duke. Then go fiMth, 
And bManc pbty> xxpou idiy prdp^rom bdftim 
As thy aufpiekiu» mi&rt&l 

jMff: Ti^'t very* day> 
Great Mars^ I put iny6|F iiit0 diy fii»; 
Make me but like tny ehoi^¥ts» and I fhall pm^e 
A lover of thy dram ; haicf of low. [£>«wif , 

S C E K E YI. 

Chaj[Tges. to Roufiffon In France. 

Enter Conmtts and Steward. 

Count. A l^s ! and would you take the fetter of her? 
jljL Mightyounotknow^iliiewoulddo, as£be 
has daiie^ 
By fending me a letter? Read ita^^ia. 



' ^ I LETTER. 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Jl^S ^B^ 4kff Buds 1fM&^ 6< 

L fe T T £ ft, 

lam St.J^^^^pi^rim^ tUtberjone} 

AmbUioui t&be balhfo ih mt offiniei^ 
Tba bare-foot pud I tbt coldff^cfund upm^ 

Wid?faitiud m^ my faults to have amtnied. 
fFrite^ fvrite^ tbatjrm ibe hlmdy tduffo bf %i>iir 

Mydeareft fMftetj ymt dtarjbn^ may hie \ 
Kifs Mm at borne inpeace^ wbilft I from far 

IBs name i$itb zealous ftfvouffanHifie. 
His taken labours hid bim me forgive i 

/, Ms d^teftd Jund, fenthmfor^ 
From courtly friends^ with camping foes to live; 

Where death and dan^ d^ ike if els of worth. 
He is too good and fair for death and me^ 
fFbem I frrffs^ mbraee^ t^fet him ^H^ 

Ah, what fbarp flings are in her mildefl: words? 
Kynaldoj you did nev^r lack advice (o mtich^ 
As letting her pafs fo ; had t fpoke with her, 
1 could have well diverted her intents. 
Which thus fhe hath prevented. 

Stew. Pardon, Madam, 
If I had given you this at over-night 
She might have been o'er-ta*en % and yet fhe writes, 
Purfuit would be but vain. 

Count. What angel ihall 
Blels this unworthy husband ? he canndt thrive, 
Unlefs her prayers, whom heaven delights to heaf. 
And loves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath 
Of greateft juftice. Write, write, Rynaldo^ 
To this unworthy husband of his wife ; 
Let every word weigh heavy of her worth. 
That he does weigh too light : my greateft gi^ief, 
Tho* Httle he do feel it, fee down fharply, 
Difpatch the molt convenient meflenger^ 

When 
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When, haply, he IhaU hear^that (he b gone. 
He will return, and hope I may, that me. 
Hearing (b much, will ipeed h«* foot again. 
Led hither by pure love. Which of them both 
Is deareft to me, I've no skill in fenfe 
To make<liftin£tion; provide this meflenger ^ 
My heirt is heavy, and mine age is weak \ 
Grief would have tears, and forrow bids me fpeak. 

[Exeunt^ 

SCENE VII. 

Changes to a publick Place in Florence. 
A Tucket afar off. 

Enter an old Widow of Florence, Diana, Violenta, 

and Mariana, vntb other Citizens. 

•^. • 

^^•1W ^^^ c^i^c. For if they do approach the 
xN city, we fhall lofe all the fight- 

Dia. Thev fay, the French Count has done, mod 
honourable fervice. 

fVid. It is reported, that he has ta'en their greateft 
commander ; and that with his own hand he flew the 
Duke's brother. We have lofl: our labour, they are 
gone a contrary way: hark, you may know by their 
trumpets. 

Mar. Come, let's return again, and fuffice 6urfelvcs 
with the report of it. Well, Diana^ take heed of 
xKis French Earl ; the honour of a maid is her name, 
and no legacy is fo rich as hohefty. 

IFid. I have, told my neighbour, how you have been 
follicited by a gentleman his companion. 

Mar. I know that ki^ve, (hang him !) one Parol- 
les ; a' filthy officer he is in thofe fuggeflions for the 
young Earl ; beware of them, Diana ; their promifes, 
enticements, oaths, tokens, and all thefe engines of 

lufl, 
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Itift^ * are the things they go uflder; many a maid 
hath been feduced by them } and the miferj is, ex* 
ample^ that fo terrible (hews in the wreck of maiden- 
hood, cannot for all that dilTuade fucceilion, but that 
they are limed with the twigs that threaten them. I 
hope, I need not to advife you further ; but, I hope, 
your own grace will keep you where you are, tho* 
there were ^ no further danger found, but the modefty 
which is fo loft. 
Dia. You ihall not need to fear me. 

Enter Helena, dijguis'd like a Pilgrim. 

Wid. I hope fo — ^ Lodk, here cotaes a pilgrim ; 
I. know, Ihe will lye at my houfe; thither they fend 
one another; V\\ queftion her: God faVe you, pil* 
grim ! whither are you bound ? 

6^ri not the things they go under \\ MuTheoMdexj^hins thefewordt 
by, Tbey are not really fo true and^ce re as in appearance tbeyfeem 
to be. He found fomething like this fenfe wottld fit the paffiige, bat 
whether the words woold fit the fenfe he ieenu not to- have confi- 
dered. The trath is^ the negative particle ihould be ftrack out, 
^nd the words read thus, are the things they go under i i, #. they 
make de of oaths, promifes, ^c. to facilitate their defign upoii 
us. The allafion is to the military ufe of coverM-ways, co Mili- 
tate an approach or attack; and the Sceite, which is a befieged 
city/ and the perfons fpol^n of who are foldiers, make the phrafe 
very proper and natural. The Oxford Editor has adopted this 
corredion, tho' in his ufual way, with a tut; and reads^ ate bm 
fbe things they go under, 

7 n9 further tiviown, hut the tnodefiy tvhieh is fo kt.] Mariana 
advi(es Diana not to believe young ioldicrs' oaths and promifer; 
(hews her the mifchiefs attendant on the lofs of .honour ; and con- 
cludes, that (he ooght to be careful to preferve that, tho* ftie were 
fore ihe ihould feel no other ill confequence than only the lof» of 
her modefty. From hence it appears we ihould read, no further 
danger found, but the modefly lAthich is fo loil. Not only on ac- 
cooat of the antitheiis reftored by the ^QX^foi^ndy which refers to 
hfi^ a thitig which in Shake/pear^% writing is not to be overlooked, 
but prtncipsdly becaufe the queftion here is not concerning the bare 
knowledge of the oonfequences of a woman^s lofing her honour, 
bat concerning Diana* s experience of this matter in her own cafe ; 
with which the reading here propofed can only agree. 

Hel. 
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Bel To St. Ja^s U GroMd. Where do tint ^ 
mers lodge, I do Sefeech you? 

^d. At the St. Fronds^ befide the port. 

Hei. Is this the way ? [A march afar i^. 

. WU. Ay, marry, is't. Hark you, they come this 

way. 
if you will tarry, holy pilgrim, but 'till the troops 

coHic by, 
i will condud you where you fliall be IddgM ; 
The rather, for, I think, I know y^ur hoftefs 
As ample as mylelf. 

Hel. Is it youtfelf f 

mi. If you (hall ple^fe fo, pilgrim* 
■ Hel. t thank you, and will ftay upon yeflir kifurfe. 
. Wti. You came, I think, from Ftance. 

Hel. Ididfo. 

Wid. Here you fhall fee a countryman of yours. 
That has dqne worthy fervicc. 
. Hd. His name, I pray you } 

JDia. The Count Koufillim: know you fuch a one ? 

Hel. But by the ear, that hears moft nobly of him ^ 
His face I know not, 

Hia. Whatibe*er he is, 
He's bravely taken here. He ftolc from Francit^ 
As 'tis reported ; for the King had marrifcd him 
Againft his liking. Think you, it is fo ? 

Hel. Ay, furely, * meerlye truth $ I know his lady>. 

IHa. There is a g^ttefftah ftat ferves the Cottnt, 
ReOorts but courfcly of her. 

fl>/. What's his name? 

,Dia. Monfieur Pareiks. 

HeL Oh, I believe wiA htm, 
In argument of praifc, or to the worth 
Of the great Count himielf, fiie is too mean 

8 -*— -MESR THE ifttth] We (hould i^kIi utfMKtr^ irmtbt 
i. C; uriainly. So Sir fhmMs Mo^re, 

— — -» ttai 9vi mof mtrelye tniet in itavin^ 

To 



Digitized 



by Google 



Alts nuetty that Ends nvell. 67 

Td have her oame repeated ; all her deferviog 
Is a referved honefty, and That 
I have not heard examined. 

Dia. Alas, poor kdy ! 
Tis a hard bondage, to become the wife 
Of a detefting lord. 

19U. Ah! right; good creattire! wherefoe'er (he is 
Her heart weighs fadly ; this young maid might do her 
A flirewd turn, if (he pleas'd. 

Hel. How do you mean ? 
May be» the am'rous Count fblliclts her 
In the unlawful purpofe. 

ffld.. He docs, indeed ; 
And brokes with all, that can in fuch a fuit 
Corrupt the tender honour of a maid : 
Bat fhe is arm*d for him^ and keeps her guard 
In honefteft defence^ 

SCENE yiii. 

Drum and Colours. Enter Bertram^ ParoUes, Officers 
and Soldiers attending. 

Mar. The Gods forbid elfe! 

Wid. So now they come : 
That is Antonio^ the Duke's eldeft fon ; 
That, Efcalus. 

Hel. Which is the Frenchman^ 

Dia. He I 
That with the plume -, 'tis a mod: gallant fellow i 
I would) he lov*d his wife! if he were honefter. 
He were much goodlier. Is't not a handfome gentleman ? 

Hel. I like him well/ 

Dia. 'Tis pity, he is not honeft jyond's that fame 
knave^ 
That leads him to thefe places^ were I bit Jady» 
I'd poifon that vile ralcal. 

Vol- UK F -ttC 
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HeL Which is hie ? 

Dw. That jack-an-apeS with fcaifs. tVliy is lu: 
mdancholy? 

Hel Perchance, he's hurt Pth» bkttd. 

Par. Lofe bur drum ! Wifefl,* 
^ ^r. He's fhrewdly vcx'd at ibmeAfng. ljboK» 
He has fbie^ lis. 

i^;f. Marry, liang y'jO^^^ 

[E:(dunt Bertram, l*aroncs, tA. 

Mar. Andyourcourtefie, fer'a ring-ckrridr! — 

md. The ^roop is pal!l: dome, pilgrita, 1 Ndrifl 
bring you. 
Where you Ihall hoft : Of mjoynM peftiterfts 
There's four 6r five, to griat St. Ja^ues bdtiftd. 
Already ^t my jhoufe. 

Hel. I hiimBly t'hahk jrod: 
Pleafe it this matron, and this gdfltte ttizid 
To eat with us to night, the charge and thanking 
Shall be for 'me: and to rd^ite you further, 
I will beftow fome precepts on this virgin 
Worthy the note. 

Bofb. WeMl taike ydtir oftfer fcn^ly, {Exeunt. 

8 C E N E IX. 

Enter Bertram, and the (wo Frem^h Lords. 

1 Lord. Nay, good my kwd, put him td't : let 
him have his way. 

2 Lord. If your lofdfhip find him Hot a hilding, 
^hokl.o^e.no.more in your refpeft. 

I Lord. On my life, myjord, a bubble. 
- Ber. Do ypu* think, I am fo far deceived in him? 

I Lord, Believe it, my lord, in mine o#n dircft 
knowle^, t^ithput any malice, but to fpeak of him 
as my kinfman ; he's a mod. notable coward, an in- 
finite and endlefs liar, an hourly promife-breaker, the 

owner 
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tJWittt of no one good quality worthy yoar Tferdfhrp^s 
entertainment* 

2 Lord, it were fit you knew him, left, repofing 
too far in his virtue, which he hath not, he might 
at fbme great and trufty bufinefs in a main danger fail 
you. 

Ber. I would, I knew in what particular a^ion tto 
try him. 

2 Lx^d. None better than to let him fetch off his 
drum ; which you hear him fo confidently undertake 
CO do. 

1 Lord. I, with a troop of Florentines^ will fud- 
denly furprize him ; fuch I will have, whom, I am 
fure, he knows not from the enemy : we will bind 
and hood-wink him fo, that he ihall fuppofe no other 
but that he is carried into the leaguer of the adver- 
laries, when we bring him to our own tents j be but 
vour lordfliip present at his examination, if he do not 
for the promife of his life, and in the higheft com* 
pul/iofl of bafe fear, offer to betray you, and deliver 
afl the intelligence in his power againft you, and that 
with tlie divine forfeit of his foul upon oath, never 
truft my judgment in any thing. 

2 Lord. O, for the love of laughter, let him fetch 
•his drum ; he fays, he has a ftratagem forVj when 
your lord'fliip fees the bottom of his fuccels in*t, and 
to what metal this counterfeit lump of ' Oar will be 
melted, if you give him not * John DrunC% ehtertain* 

9 Oar fpelt right by Mr. Theahaid, 

1 io\inlL>TMT[Cs entertainment,'] fli?//»fj^^i/> in his defcription of 
Ireland t fpeaking of Patrick Seiir/efieidy (mayor of Dnhlin in the 
year 15SI1) and of ^is extravagant hofpitalky) fubjoins, that rlo 
igoeft had ever a cold or forbidding look from any part of his fa- 
•mily : fo that his forter.y or any other C^cer^ durft noty for hoth his 
ears^gi'ue thefimpUJl man, that refirted to his houfty Tom Drum'i 
laucrtainment. ^hich is, to hate a man in by th« head, and thriift 
iiim oat by both the fh<Kii<kr&. Mr, 'Tbe4hM: 

F 2 ment> 
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tnenty your inclining cannot be removed. Here be 
comes. 

SCENE X. 

Enter Parolles. 

1 Lord. O, for the love of laughter, hinder not 
the humour of his defign, let him fetch off his drum 
in any hand. 

Ber. How now, Monficur? this drum fticksforely 
in your difpoficion. 

2 jLord. A pox't on*t, let it go, 'tis but a drum. 
Par. But a drum ! is't but a drum ? a drum fo loft ! 

there was an excellent:command! to charge in with 
our horfe upon our Own wings, and to rend our own 
foldiers. ^ 

2 Lord, That was not to be blamed in the command 
' of the fervice ; it was a difafter of war that C^Jar 
himfelf could not have prevented, if he had been there 
to command, 

Ber, Well, we cannot greatly. condemn our fuccefi: 
fome diflbonour we had in the lofs of that drum, but 
it is not to be recovcr'd. 

Par. It might have been recover'd, 

Ber. It might, but it is not now* 

Par, It is to be recovered i but that the merit of 
fervice is ftldom attributed ,to the true and exaft per- 
former, I would have that drum or another, or bic 
Jacel 

Ber. Why, if you have a ftomach to't, Monfieur $ 
if you think your myftery in ftratagem, can bring 
this inftrument of honour again into his native quarter, 
, be magnanimous in the enterprize and go on ; I will 
grace the attempt for a worthy exploit : if you /peed 
well in it, the Duke fhall both fpcak of it, and extend 
to you what further becomes his greatneis, even to the 
utmoft fyllable of your worthincfs. ' 

Par. 
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Par. By the hand of a foldier, I will undertake it. 

Ber. But you muft not now flumber in it. 

Par. ril about it this evenings and ' I will pre- 
fendy pen down my dilemmas, encourage myfclf in 
my certainty, put myfclf into my mortal preparation i 
and, by midnight, look to hear further from me. 

Ber. May I be bold to acquaint his Grace^ you are 
gone about it ? 

Par. I know not.what the fuccels will be, my Lord ; 
but the attempt I vow. 

Ber. Iknow,th'art valiant; and to the ' poffibility 
of foldierfhip, will fubfcribe for thee 5 farewel. 

Par. 1 love not many words. [£i»/. 

SCENE XL 

1 Lord. No more than a fifh loves water.— Is not 
this a ftrange fellow^ my Lord, that fo confidently 
feems to undertake this buHnefs, which he knows is not 
to be done ; damns himfelf to do it, and dares better 
be damn'd than to do't? 

2 Lord. You do not know him, my Lord, as we do; 
certain it is, that he will (teal himfelf into a man's fa- 
vour, and for a week efcape a great deal of diicoveries i 
but when you find him out, you have him ever after. 

Ber. Why, do you think, he will make no deed at 
all of this, that fo ferieuOy he does addrefs himfelf 
unto? ^ 

2 iMrd. None in the world, bi^ return with an in- 
vention, and clap upon you two or three probable lies $ 
but we have almoft imbofs'd him, you (hall fee his fall 
to night -, for, indeed, he is not for your lordfhip's 
rcfpeft. 

2 I nmll ptifentl^ pen drwn wy Dilemmas,] By this woKd, Pa^ 
files 18 made to innnuate that he had feveral ways, all eqirally 
ceruin, of recovermg this Dxum.' For a Dilemma is an argument 
that concludes both ways. 

3 foffibiUty of ^y foldiirfiip^ dele thy: the fcnfe requires it. 

F 3 J L^^i^ 
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i LopA We'll niake you fonfic fpoct with th« fex, 
ere we cafe him. He was fk& feaeak'd fey the old 
Iprd Lafm k wb^gn his. difgiwfe and he ifi^ parted, teU me 
iifhat a ^at you ftiall find him i wbidx yeufeall- fee,, 
this very night, 

2 ^41. l muft go and loofe mf twigsi he ihall m 



Ber. your brother, he fhall go along with me, 
TkljavA. h^\ pkaie yo^r lordfelp. Til fcare, you. 

jBiWr. Now wiH Head you to tha houfe, ^nd (hw you 
Thelaft J fpok^of. 

\ tord. Bat you fty, ibe's hoaeft. 

5^r. That^s all the fault : I fpoke with ber but once. 
And fopnd her wondrous cold; but I fent to her, 
By this fame coxcomb that we have i-th* wind. 
Tokens and letters, which (he did re^fend ; 
And this is all I've done: fhe's a fair creature, 
WiH you go fee her ? 

1 Lord. With ftll my htart, my lord, \f^nmnh 

S C E N E %% 
Ranges t9 the Widofw^t JH?^, 

Enter Helena, ^n^ fP^d^f^^ 

ffcl T F yoii mifdoubt me that I am not (he, 

X I know nor, how. I fhall alTure you further j 
* But I fliall lofe the grounds I work: ufN3n. 

tf^d. Tho* my eftate be fallen, I was well bprn, ' 
Nothing acquainted with thefe bufinefles ^ 
And would not put ipy reputation now 
Xp. any uaining i&, 

m 
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Hel. Nor would I wi(h youu 
Firll, give mc truit, the Cou,nc he is my hiisbgin^} 
And whajt \q 7^ fworn cQunfcl I have fpoken. 
Is ib, from wdrd to word ; and then ypu cannot» 
By Che good aid that I Qf yqu Ihajl bprrpw^ 
Ejt in beftoyifing it. 

Wid. I fliould belicv? you. 
For you have ll^ew'd me ttia;:, lyhjch weU approve! 
yare great in fortune, 

Silk -Take this purfe of goW, 
And let me buy your friendly help thus far. 
Which I will over-pay, and pay again 
When I have found it. The Count wooes your 

daughter. 
Lays down his wanton fiege before her beauty^ 
Refblves to carry her ; let her conlent. 
As we'll dire^ her how, 'tis bed to bear it. 
Now his ]oiporta^( blood will nought dqny. 
That (he'll demand : a rjng the Count does wear. 
That downward hath fucceeded in his houfe 
From fon to ion, fome four or five defcents. 
Since the .firft father wore it. This ring he holds 
In moft rich choice % yet in his idle fire. 
To buy his will, it would not fcem too dear, 
Kfowe^er repented after, 

Wid, Now I fee the bottom of your purpofe. 

Hel. You fee it lawful then. It is no more. 
But that your daughter, ere fhe feems as won, 
.Defires this ring; appoints ^itn an encounter; 
in fine, delivers me to fill the time, 
Herfelf moft chaftiy abfent : after this. 
To marry her, FU add three thoufand crowns 
Tp what is paft already. 

Wid. 1 have yielded: 
Inftrud: my daughter how ftie (hall perfevere. 
That time and place, with this deceit fo lawful. 
May prove cokr«it. Every night he cpqacs 

F 4 With 
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With mufick of all forts, and fongs composed 
To her unworthincfs : it nothing fteads us 
To chide him from our caves, for he perfifts, 
As if his life l^y oq't. 

Hel. Why then, to night 
Ijet us aifay our ^lot ; which if it fpeed, 
^ Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed i 
And lawful meaning in a wicked aft ; 
Where both not fin, md yet a finful faft* 
But let's about it — ^r- [Exeunt, 



ACT IV- SCENE I, 

Part of the French Canip in Florence. 

^ Enter one of the French Lords, witbfive or JtM Soldiers 
in atnbujh. 

L Q It p. 

HE can come no other way hut by this hedge* 
corner ; when, ypu fally upon him, ipeak what 
terrible language you will ; though you underftand \t 
not yciurfelves, no matter \ for we i^uft not feen^ to 

5 // nvicM mtAfiing in a lawful diti\ 

And lawful meaning inai^hv/Tvis a3i\ To make this ging- 
ling riddle complete in all its parts, we ihoold read the iecond Ime 
t}ios, 

And lawful meaning in a wiCfCl p a^ ; 
The (cnk of th^ two lines is this, It is a w^ckid miani/fg ()epiQfe 
the woman*s intent is to deceive; but a lawful deed, bcoufe the 
ftian enjoys his own wijfe. Again, ic is a lawful meaning becaufe 
done by her to ^in her husband^s eftranged afedion, wt it is 4 
wicked aB becaofe he goes intentionally to conomit adultery. The 
jriddle concludes thus, Wl^ere both nat fin and yet a finful fa&. i. «• 
Where neither of them fin, and yet it is a finful faa on both fide? ; 
yfhkh concluftoD, we fee, requires the emendation here ms|de. 

under- 
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underftand him, unleis Ibme one amongft us, whom 
we muft produce for an interpreter. 

Sol. Good captain, let me be th* interpreter. 

Lor^. Art not acquainted with him P knows he not 
thy voice? 

Sol. No, Sir, I warrant you. 

Lord. But what Iinfie*wool(ie haft thou to fpcak to 
)is again? 

Sol. Ev'n fuch as you (peak to me. 

Lord. He muft think us fome band of ftrangers 
i*th' adverfaries* entertainment. Now he bath a fmack 
of all neighbouring languages, therefore we muft every 
one be a maa of his own fancy -, not t;o know what 
we fpeak one to another, fo we feem to know, is to 
know ftraight.our purpofe : (hough's language, gabble 
enough, and good enough* As for you, interpreter, 

Jou muft feem very politick. But couch, hoa! here 
e comes, to beguile two hours ia a deep, and thea 
to return and fwear the lies he forges. 



Mnter Parolles. 

Par. Ten o* clock ; within tliefe three hours •twill 
be time enough to go home. What (hall I fay, I 
have done ? it muft be a very plaufive invention that 
carries it. They begin to fmoak me, and dif^aces 
have of late knock'd too often at my door i I find, 
my tongue is too fool*hardy *, but my heart hath the 
fear of Mars before it and of his creatures, not daring 

A the repQFts of my tongue. 

^ Lord. This is the firft truth that e'er thine own 

tongue was guiity of. iJJide. 

Par. What the devil fliould move me to under- 
take the recovery of this drum, being dot ignorant of 
the impoflibilitjr, and knowing I had no futh pup 
pofe? 1 muft give myfelf fome hurts, and f^y, I got 
them in exploit; yet flight ones will not carry it. 
^hey will %> came ypy off wkh fo litde? and great 

pnes 
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ones I d^ npc ^ve ; whcrefoce whafa the mtM» 2 
Tongue, I mull: put you mto abuccer-wo0ian'$inoii^ 
f and buy mylelf another of BajazOt^ iaate» if you 
fiattle me into chefe perils* 

Lord. Is it poflible, he Ihould know what be i% 
and be that he is ? [4^« 

Par. I ^Qttld the cuuing of my ggu-Qoents would 
ierve the turn, or the breaking of my Spanijb fword. 

Lord. We cannot aflSbrd you fo. \4fide. 

Bat. Or the baring of my heard, and to uy^ it 
was in ftratagem. 

L(»rJL 'TwQuld not do. £4^^* 

P^r. Or to drown my doaths, and £iy, I was ftrtpc» 

Ln^d. Hardly fcrvc. \Jlftd€^ 

Far. Thcnigh I fwore, I leapM from the wimk) v 
pf the citadel — 

Lord. How deep 2 [4fid§n 

Par. Thirty fatbom. 

Lord. Three gt^at oaths would fcaroe make that 
be believed, . [Afide. 

Par. I would, I had any drum of the Enemies ; I 
would Iwear, I recovered it. 

L^d. You Ihall hear one anqn. \JiM^ 

Pat. A drum now of the enemies! 

\Manm %oitbmm 

Lordi nroco movoufiiSy carga^ cargOy cargo. 

j/H. Cargo^ cargOj vUHando far corboi cargo. 

Par. Ob ! ranibm, ranibm : — do not hide mine eyes» 
Ifheyjiize bim and blindfafd km. 

Inter. Boshos ihromuldo mhos. 

par. I know, you are the Muskos regiment^ 
And I fliall lofe my life for want of language. 

I atuHujf mj/eI/4mothrjf Baj^tfit*s tivht^] Wp fiiquld 19^^ 
fi^qziit\ MVTS, i.f. a lur](i/h mute. So in f&nry ^r 
Zither 9i$r hiftorj Jhall n^tb fuU mouth 
S^9^ freely of gur aSs ; or eife our gremf, 
LUi turkifti mute, jSbaJl bmve a ioftgmlffi moutS, 
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If there be here German^ or Vam^ tew Dutcb^ 

Jtalian^ ox French^ let him fpeak to me, 

rU difcover That which ftali undo the Emmine. 

Inter. Boskos vauvado ; I undcrftand thee, and can 
fpeak thy tongue i KmJybmo^ — Sir^ betake thee to 
thy faith, for fcventcen poniards are ^ thy bftfoBU 

Par. Oh! 

/»/. Oh, pray, pray, pray. 
Mancba rayancba dulcbe^ 

Lord. O/ceorihi dulcbos voRvqrco. 

Int. The general is content'to fpare thee yctt 
And, hood-winkt as thou art, will lead thee oo 
To gather from thee. Haply thou may'ft ioforot 
Something to fave thy life.^ 

Par. Oh let me live. 
And all the fecrets of our Camp I fhew } 
Their force, their purpofes: nay, Til (peak That 
Which you will wonder at. 

Int. But wilt thou feithfully ? 

Par. If I do not, daajn noiC* 

Int. ^cordoKnta. 
Come on, thou art granted (pace. {^Ex^^ 

[Aj^rt alarum witiw^ 

Lord. Go, tell the Count jkoi(fillon wd my brother, 
Wc^yc <aught the woodcock, and will Keep hiti^ 

muffled 
*Till we do hear from them, 

SoL C?wajn, T^ill. 

Lord. He will betray ih all unto purfelyes^ 
Inform -em That. 

Sol So I will. Sir. : 

Urd, ^Till tbsa mi keep biro dwk wd &fely 
Ipckt, 



SCENE 
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SCENE IL 

Cbanges td the Widow's Houfe, 

Enter Bertram, and Diana. 
'HEY told me, that your name was FcntihelL 



T 



Dia. No, my good lord, Diana^ 

5^. Titled Goddcf^ 
And worth it with addition! but, fair ibul. 
In your fine frame hath love no quality ? 
If the quick fire of youth light not your mind. 
You are no Maiden, but a Monument ; 
When you are dead, you fliould be fuch a one 
As you arc now, for you are cold and ftern % 
And now you fhould be as your Mother was, 
When your fwcet felf was got, 

Dia. She then was hone(t 

Ber. So ihould you be* 

Dia. No, 
My Mother did but duty 5 fijch, my Lord, 
As you owe to your Wife. 

Ber. No more o*that! 
I pr'ythee do not ftrive againfl: my vows: 
I was compell'd to her, but I love thee 
By lovc*s own fweet conftraint, and will for ever 
Po thee all rights of fervice, . 

. Dia. Ay, fo you ferve us, 
^Till wc ferve you: but when you have pur rofes. 
You barely leave our thorns to prick ourfclves. 
And mock us with our barenefs- 

Bir. How have I.fworn! 
• Dia. •Tis not the many oaths, that make the truth 5 
But the plain fingle vow, that is vow'd true ; 
• What is not holy, that we fwcar, not 'bides, — 

But 

2 Wbat is mi My, that 'ws/wiaf tf»/ by,] Ves, nothing is more 

cpmjnon (haif facH kind of oaths. But Diana is not here accufing 

' , Bertram 
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Bat take the High'ft to witnefs : then, pray tell me^ 

If I (hould fwear by Jov^^s great Attributes 

I lov*d you dearly, would you believe my oaths. 

When I did love you ill ? this has no holding. 

To fwear by him. whom I protcft to love. 

That I will work againft him. Therefore your 

oaths * 
Are words, and poor conditions but unieaPd i 
At leaft, in my opinion. 

B€r. Change it, change it : 
Be not fo holy-cruel. Love is holy. 
And my integrity ne*er knew the crafts. 
That you do charge men with : ftand no more off. 
But give thyfelf unto my fick defires. 
Which then recover. Say, thou art mine; and ever 
My love, as it begins, (hall fo perfever. 

Dia. I fee, that men make hopes in fuch affairs 
That we'll forfake ourfelves. Give me that ring. 

Ber. PIl lend it thee, my Dear, but have no power 
To give it from me. 

Bertram for fwearing by a Being not holy, but for fwearing to an 
OfiJioiy parpofe; as is evident from the preceeding lines, 

*Tis not thi many oath, that make the Truth i 

But the plain fimple *vow, that is *yow^d true. 
The line in qaeftion^ therefore, is evidently cocrupt^ and fliould be 
lead thus. 

What is not iofy, that we fivear^ not ^ bides, 
i. i. If we fwear to an unholy purpofe the oath abides not, but is 
diflbhred in the making. This is an anfwer to the purpofe. She 
fobjoins the reafon two or three lines after, 

this has no holding, 

To /wear hy him, whom t frotefi to Um% 

That I will work againfi him, ■ 

2. e. That oath can never hold, whofe fubjefl is to ofiend and dxf- 
pleaie that Being, whom, I profefs, in the ad of fwearing by him, 
to love and reverence. — What may have mifled the editors into the 
common reading was, perhaps, miilaking Bertram*% words above. 

By lovg^s own /w$et eonftraint^^^ to be an oath ; whereas it 
enly fignifies, being conftraiaed by kve. 

Dia. 
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Ber. It is an Hoaour •knigiiig to our t^odk. 
Bequeathed dbtvn fram 'many Anccftors ; 
WhioJi wdre the grtateft obloquy i*ch' worid 
In me to lofe. 

Hia. Mine Honour's &ch a ring % 
My chaftity's the jewel of our Houfe, 
Bequeathed doH^rn from many Anceftors s 
Which were the greateft obloquy i'ch* Worfd 
In me to lofe. Thus your otvn proper *wHciorh 
Brings in the champion Honour on my part, 
Againft your vain afflkult. 

Ber. Hei*e, tafke my ring. 
My Houfe, my ^Honowr, yea, my life be thint, 
AndPllbebid by thee. 

Dia. When midnight comes Icnockat my Aaritber 
window ; 
rU order 'take, my Mother ihall not liear. 
'"Now will I charge you in 'the band of truth, 
When you have conquered my yet maiden-bed. 
Remain there but an hour, nor Ipeak to me : 
'Myreafons are moft ftrong, and youfhall know theiu. 
When back ^gain this ring'fliall be delivered}. 
And on your finger, in the night, I'll put 
Another ring, that, what in time proceeds. 
May token to the future our pa ft deeds. 
Adieu, 'tin then 5 then, fail ndt : you have won 
iA. Wife of me, tho* there my hope be done. 

Ber. A heav'n on earth Pve wan hy wooing thee. 

lExit. 

Dia. For which live long to *thank 4x>th heav'n 
and me. 

y ou may lb in the fend. --^ 

^lly 'Mother told me jiift how he would woo, 
A& ^if flie fat in's heart ; -flie fay«, all men 
^HiiVe the Hke^ottths: he htMif\Vorn to marry^m^. 
When bis Wife's dead : thfcrdbrfc Vii 'lye wich'hrm. 

When 
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When I am birried. ^ Smdt 'Frencbm^ art ft bmld^ 
Marry 'cm that will, iM liVc and die a ttiaid s 
Onlyi iA 'thi& difgurfe, I think't no fin 
To cozen him, that wbuM unjollly «rim [^pci^ 

S C EN E la . 

'Cbdf^es to fbe French Captp in Floitence. 

Beer life fwo French Lords^ and m^ &r tbr^eSddkrsi 

I Dfrd. \rOU have not given him his Motber'i 
1 letter? 

2 I^frd. I have delivered it an hour fince ^ there it 
ibbidifaing in% that ftings his nature ; for, on the 
icadit^ it, he diangfd almoft into another man. 

I Lord. He has much Worthy blame laid uponhiai 
for Ihaking off fo good a wife, and fo f^e6t a lady. 

z Lord. E^ecially, he hath incurred the everiaft- 
ing difpkzfure of the Kin^ who lad even tun'd bk 
bouncy to iinghajpfxiAefs to htm. I will tdl you a thing, 
but you fhall let it dwell darkly with you. 

I Lord. When you have fpoken it, 'tis dead, «nd 
I ain thegravec^it. 

a lard, fie haih perverted a young Gehtlewoman 
here in Tlorence^ t>f a mod chafte renoWn ; and this 
fiigbt'he flefhds his 'Will in the fpoilof her honour % he 



S/m FfMchihen atefi brfaiJ, 



'Marty that nviii, Til li^e itnd iii a i/Laid\\ 
Wluit! becaufe ]^rencbmen were falfe, ihe, that was ^xkttaTtmf 
Wld in^rytioii^. The text is corrupted ; ddd we'Sioaldfead, 

— — ShtelPtttxiaAtXkafifiitmd, 

Marrji ^emtb'atnjtiillyrilii'ueanddifafiUiid* 
i. i, finoe Frenchmnt prove fo crooked af4 perverfe in their tnatt^ 
ners. let wHo will liiariy them, I had lather live and die a i&aiil^ 
tk^n ventbi^ upon thekn. Tills Ihe laf s with a view to Hr/irar, ^wto 
ap))e9u«d*fo fond ofher htt^Kttd, and wnxtHhh)* fo'maoydiffiad- 
ties to obtain him. 
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f);;th ^ven her his monumental ring, and chinks hitn^ 
felf made in the unchafte compofition. 

2 Lord. Now God delay our rebellion 5 as we are 
par ielves, what things are we! 

2 Lord. Meerly our own traitors $ and, as in the 
common courfe of all treafonr, we (till (ee them reveal 
themfclvcs, 'till they attain to their abhorrM ends ; fo 
he, that in this aftion contrives againft his own Nobi- 
lity, in his proper dream overflows himielf. 
/ I Lord. Is it not meant damnable In us to be the 
trumpeters of our unlawful intents ? we fliall not then 
have his company to night ? 

2 Lord. Not till after midnight % for he is dieted 
to his hour. 

' I Lord. That approaches apace : I would gladly 
have him fee his company anatomized, that he might 
Cake a meafure of his own Judgment, r whereia b cu- 
rioufly he had fet this counterfeit. 
- 2 Lord. We will not meddle with him 'till he come ; 
ibr his prefence muft be the whip of the other, 
c I Ijfrd., In the mean time, what hear you of thefc 
wars? 
-' 2 Lord. I hear, there is an overture of Peace, 

X Lord. Nay, I affure you, a Peace concluded. 
^ 2 Lord. What will Count RouftUon do then i will 
he travel higher, or return again into France f 

X Lord. I perceive by this.deoiand, you are not 
altogether of his CounciK 

2 Lord. Let it be forbid. Sir! fo fiiould I be a gneat 
deal of his z&. 

I Lord. Sir, his Wife fome two months fince fled 
ifrom his Houfe, her pretence is a Pilgrimage to St. 
Japies le Grand ; which holy Undertaking, with moft 
auftere fanAimony, (he accomplifii'd % and there relid* 
ing, the tendernefs of her nature became as a prey 
CD her grief; in fine, made a groan of her laft hreatbi 
and now (he fings in heaven. 

2 Lfffl 
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2 iMtd. How is this juftified ? 

1 Lord, The ftronger part of it by her own letters^ 
which makes her ftory true, even co the point of her 
death ; her Death ic felf (which could not be her of-. 
See to fay, is cooie) was faithfully confirmed by the 
Reftcr of the place. 

2 Lard. Hath the Count all thu intelligence ? 

1 Lord. Ay, and the panicularconfirmaiions, point 
ftom point, to the foil arming of the verity. 

2 X^d. I am heartily forry that he*U be glad of 
this. 

J Lard. How mightily ibmetimes we make us 
comforts of our lofles ! 

z Lord. And how mightily fome other times we 
drown our gain in tears ! the great dignity, chat his va* 
lour hath here acquired for him, ihall at home be en* 
counter'd with a ihame as ample. 

1 Lord. The web of our life is of a mingled yarn, 
gtx)d add ill t<:^ether : our virtues would be proud, tf 
our ^uJb whipt them not $ and our crimes would do; 
fpair, if they were not cherifh'd by our virtues. 

Enter a Servant. 

How now ? whereas your Mafter ? 

Ser. He met the Duke in the ftreet. Sir, of whom 
he hath taken a folemn leave : his Lordfliip will next 
xnorning for France. The Duke hath offered him let* 
ters of commendations to the King. 

2 Lord. They (hall be no more than needful there^ 
if the/ were more than they can commend. 

S C E N 5 IV/ 

Enter Bertram* 

1 Lard. They cannot be too fwetet for the Kingfi 
tartnefs : here's* his Lord/hip now. How now, my 
Lord, is*t not after midnight i 

Vol. III. G JBer. 
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Ber. I have to ni^hi: difpscchf'd flitmai bdkudb^ a 

Bdve c!dii^ with the Duki^ A^m mj acfien m«b kit 
nesrdft ) burkd a wife, m^rn^d for her it writ td^ «if 
ftdy titcther^ I ant rdi»rmng v entttttined my itoivtc^f » 
and» between theie main parcels of difpaoch, tIkWtA 
many nicer iieed^ : ih^laft ^m^dftfgndaiill-, but That 
Ihi^venotddddiSy^t. 

2 I.(7ri. If the bi£n4i& be ^ stny dlffictiky, Md 
^^ tMrftkig you# departure k^c^ k r^nktu hifte 
of your Lordfhip. 

Bsr. triiein^ ihtbufinefii^tMfUnded, as'feaHngto 
hear of it hereafter. But fhall yfit have thi$ dialogue be^ 
Pi(ft^ thfe fbdl and the foldier ? coisie^ ^ bHt^ forth 
thte <!€uittisffe}c Medal \ h*adde€«iir*d iAe» Dke a dOtt' 
bhr-tyyeanii^ prd(]4i«rier« 

2 Lord. Bring hinfH forSi i h'a^ fatte in the ^OlilUI 
t^ night, p06i< gallant knave. 

M4r. No imttft-i hh iMi^ iMK^e d«ferv*d it, ta 
ttlhi'pifig his fpt^s fo long. Hi>W ddeis bd caity hilti* 
fcif? 

1 Lord. I have told your Loidfhip already : the 
Stocks carry him. But to anfwer you as you would be 
underftood, he wdeps like a w6nch that had ihed hef 
bilk; he hath confefsM himfelf to ifefor^tf»j whoffli he 
fuppofes to be a Friar, from the time of his remem- 
brance, to this very inftant difafter of his fctting i*tli* 
Stocks *s and what, think you, he hath confeft r 

- '£ef. Nothing of me, has h^ ? 

2 Lord. His confeflion is taken, and it ihall Reread 
to his face : if your Lordihip be in't, as, I believe* 
you are, you muft have the patience to hear it, 

4 bring firtb this countetflit m d U L t ;] This q>ithet is improper 
4l> a fiiduUf which profeiies to ht the counterfeit of aliecher eking. 
^e ihpuld read me oal. And this the Oxford £ditor follows. 
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EnterVmAkB^ wiibbU htmrfrttw. 

Ber. A plague upon hia)» iwffled ! he cam faj no- 
tiling of me ; hufli! bulb! 

1 Lord. Hoodman comes: PortQtartaroJfa. 

Int. He calls fot the tortures ; what will you fay 
whout 'em ? 

Par. I will confefs what I know without conftraint ^ 
if ye piBch me like a paft/y I can lay no more. 

Af. Bosh CbimurcBo» 

2 Jj^d. BihRbindo cbicurmurco. 

Jk/. You are a merciful General : our General bida 
yon anfwcr to what T {hall ask you out of a note. 

Par. And truly, as I hope to live. 

Int. Firft demand of him, how many Horfc the 
Duke is firong. What fay you to that f 

Par. Five or fix thoufind, but very weak and un* 
ferviceable : the troops are all fcatter^d, and the Com* 
manders very poor rogues, upon my reputation and 
cnditf and as I hope to live. 

iMt. Shall I fet down your anfwer ib ? 

Par. Do, ni take the Sacrament on't, bow and 
which warv yon will : alPs one to me* 

Bcr. What a paft-faving Have is this ! 

1 Lord. Y'arc deceived, my Lord, this is Mbnfieur 
ParolUsf (he gallant militarift, that was his own 
phrale, chat had the whole theory of war in the knot 
of his icarf,^ and the pradtice in the chape of hk 
dagger. 

2 Lord. I will never truft a man again for keeping 
his fword clean ; nor believe, he can have every thing 
in him, by wearing his apparel neatly. 

Jjfft. Well, that's fet down. 
Par. Five or fix thoufand horle I faid (I will fkf 
true) or thereabouts, fet down, for Pll fpeak truth. 
I Lord. He's very near the truth in this. 

G a Ber^ 
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Ber. But I con him no thanks for't, in the nature 
he delivers ic. 
Par. Poor rogues, I pray you, iay. 
Int. Well, that's fet down. 
Pur. I humbly thank you. Sir : a truth*i5 i. truth, 
the rogues are marvellous poor. 

Int. Demand of him, of what ftrength they are a- 
Ibot. What fay you to that ? 

Par: By my troth. Sir, if I were to live this pre- 
fent hour, I will tell true. Let me fee ; Spurio a hun- 
dred and fifty, Sebajiian {o many, Corambus lb many, 
Jaques fo many ; Guiltian^ CofmOy Lodowick^ and Gra^ 
tiiy two hundred and fifty each ; mine own company, 
CMtopber^. Vauniondy Bentii^ two hundred and fifty 
each : fo that the mufter file, rotten and (bund, upoii 
my life, amounts not to fifteen thoufand PolU ha|f 
of the which dare not fliake the fnow from off their 
cafTocks, left they fliake thcmfelves to pieces. 
' Ber. What fhall be done to him ? 

I Lord. Nothing, but let him have thanks. De- 
mand of him my conditions, and what credit I have 
with the Duke. 

Int. Well, that's fet down. You (hall demand of 
hin^ whether one Captain Dumain be i'th* camp, a 
Frenchman : what his reputation is with the Duke, 
what his valour, honcfty, and expertnefs in war; or 
whether he thinks, it were not poflible with well-weigh- 
ing fums of gold to corrupt him to a revolt. What 
lay you to this? what do you know of it ? 

Par. I befeech you, let me anfwer to the particular 
of the Interrogatories. Demand them fingly. 
Int, Do you know this Captain Dumain ? 
Par. I know him \ he was a botcher's prentice in 
Paris^ from whence he was whipt for getting the 
fherifTs fool with child j a dumb innocent,, that could 
not fay him nay. 

Bir. 
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Ser. Nayi by your leave, hold your hands; tho* I 
know, his brains are forfeit to the next tile that falls. 

Int^, Well, is this Capuin in the Duke of Fkrtncft 
Camp ? 

Far. Upon my knowledge he is, and lowfie. 

1 Lord, Nay, look not fo upon me, we Ihall hear 
of your Lordfhip anon. 

ha. What is his reputation with the Duke? 

Par. The Duke knows him for no other but a poor 
officer of mine ; and writ to me the other day, to 
turn him out o'th* band. I think, I have his letter ih 
my pocket. 

Int. Marry, we'll fearc:h« 

Par. In good fadnefs, I do not know ; either it k 
there, or it is upon the file with the Duke's other let* 
tcTs in my tent. 

IfA. Here *tis, here's a paper, (hall I read it to you ? 

Par. I do not know, if it be it or no. 

Ber. Oiff Interpreter dofes it well. 

I Lori. Excellently. 

Int. Dian, the Cmnfs afooly and full of gold. 

Par. That is not the Duke's letter. Sir ; that is afi 
advertifement to a proper maid in Florence^ one D/a* 
nay to tak^ heed of the allurement of one Count Rm^ 
jUlmy a f6olilh idle boy ; but, for all that^ very rut* 
tiih. I pray you. Sir, put it up again. 

Af. Nay, ril read it firft, by your favour. 

Par. My meaning in't, I proteft, was very honeft 
in the behalf of the maid | for I kntfw the young 
Count to be a darijg^ous and lafcivious boy, who is a 
whale to virginity, and devours up all the fry it finds. 

J?^f . Damnable ! both fides rogue. 
Interpreter reads the letter. 
When hefumrs oatbs^ hid him drop gold^ and take it^ 

^tet bifcores^ be never pays the [core : 
HalfwoMy is match well made \ match, and well make it : 

iU n^er pays after debts ^ take it before. 

G 3 Jtn4 
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Mm we to mill m^h^ %5 a^m^f *jl&. 

Whofajs h^ore^ hut not when be does owe it. 
Tiiini^y as he vowM to thee in thine cat, ' 

J^. cHeihall be whifsit ibrongh ibe iiPriyy witb^his 
ffaioie inrMs/for^hefld. 

« JUrd. Thi9 is yourda^oted friend, Sk^ t^^xKini* 
fold linguift, and the armi-pocent foldier. 

Ber. I could endure any 'thii^ before but acai^ and 
0mMi ja x:atrto %ne« 

. Jiri. ilpet oeifiic, Sir, hff the Gen^caPs looks, we^hadl 
be fain to hang you. 

. i^i^r. iM^4ile, Sic, in-anycafei rtiQtthatliamftlraid 
\o die ; but thatioiy offences beii^imany, I iwould re- 
pent out the remaimkr of n^uve. fliet nie4ire, Siti in 
a Dungeon, i*th' Stocks, any wher^, ,foI nwy.liv9. 

JnL Wt^W ist mh» may be done, fo ^op ponfefs 
fycAy^ ^lier^fore, once moic^ Ko this Qaptmn T^m^in : 
4rim have atiAvcr*d cobkreputai^ with ihe£hcili^^tfi4 
49biswk>«n Wbat is.his^hoasfty? 

ifW. 'He HifiiU fteal. Sic, an-^goiit of^ qloifter^ 
for rapes and ravi&aaeBtfi hetparaHels i^(^. ilfefio- 
feffes T\9 fkeeping of oacbs j in brenliiing ^m «tee is 
fbroQger^than ffereuks, He will li^tS^^ iWth fiioh \vo- 
sliibilfty^ ithat i^u would think, t(uth ^Vfete la leob 
iSrunkmne&is his beft viitiii^ ^ iie twiU JiP ^[wm^- 
jifuftk, <iiid in his deep he does 4ittleiiarm, fevie^to (his 
bed-cloaths about him *, ^ they boow bis.C9n4kil»is» 
and lay him ifiAi^w. f .hitvetiit 4it|le more to fay» 
^ii^, x>f]m houefty, lie hast^tery^ing that an homft 
man (hould not liaw.; ^riiat ^m iiWeA n^a ihould 
?lia«iU :^e h^ nothing. 

I Lord. I j9e|^;to>lQve Ua fer^lhk* 
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B^. For this ddcripopo of thine hooefly ? « pp)CAi(H 
OQJbkn forme, he is inoi;e wd loose a ca|t. 

//|/. WhM &y yoQ to his expertneis in wfr? 

Par. Faith, Sir, h'a$ Jed the drMrn before thp ^^^ 
Jifff Tfjig^ivi&s : 10 b^life Urn, | will pot j ^d mow 
^IW'foJ^erihip I koow not \ e^epf:, in th^t CoMnt^y, 
he hv^ the ^oojOmT t^ ^ ^^ Officer at a pl^ce Uier« 
cadl'd Mle-end^ to inftru^ for th^ do^bliqg of fi1es« | 
imnM dofh^ mM wh^ honour I can, but of thi^ I am 
not certain. 

j[ l4^rd. JE:|eliathou$-viUain'4villanyfo£»r^ that the 
mkj rftdflcsOTS him. 

Ber. A pox on hi«Q, he's a cat lliU. 

/»/. His Qualities being at this poor pripe, | ffced 
not to ask you, if gold ^U corrupt him to i^yolt/ 

Par. Sir^ for a ^arUd'ecu^ he will feU th^ fee-jim* 
fif of hi^ iljjilyaoony the inheritance of it, and cut th'in* 
tail from all remainder^ and a perpetual ijjiQce^Qn Sft 
\i ^petually. 

jfe^/ What's his Bric^thier, theotbpr Captain J)ufnm^, 

2 ^d* Why does he z^k biip Qf me? 

im. What's he? 

P^r. £*^ a crow o'i;b* iame neft ; not flt<^hier 
fo great as the firft in goodnefs^ but greater a great dqU 
in evil. iHe qkqsIs his lirofher for a .Coward^ yet hit 
bioclw is rqpi^tedxsme ofthe bed: that is. In a Retreat 
be ^ut-nins any lacquey % marry, in coming 00 he b^ 
Ae ciamp; 

ht* u iy^vr life beiav^, wiiU |Ou undertal^evto \)fL- 
tray the Florentine f 

Par;, Ay^ imd the Ca|rtainof bis horfe, Cbunt Rm^ 
Mm. 

fyi. JPH whifpor ^h the Qwia^ 90^ Hi¥>V hit 
pleaifoiVf 

Par. rjiKno«i9cedfumming, ap]j^we<^aJlflrv>«s 
Only tx> feosiito 4^im^ well, ^d taj()eguile die fop^ 

vi^&tkmoiitMMmsm young if»y ^ Q?mtx l^^e 

G 4 I run 
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I run into danger; yet who would have fufpe&ed an 
ambufli where I ^as- taken ? . ^Afide. 

IfU. There is no remedy, Sir, but you muft die ; the 
General fays, yoo, that have fo traiteroufly difoovered 
the fecrcts of your army, and made fuch peftiferout 
rcpofts of men very nobly held, can fcrve the iJtorld 
for no honeft ufe ; therefore you muft die. Come^ 
headfman, off with his head. 

Par. O lord, Sir, let me live, or let me fee my 
d^ath. 

• Int. That (hall yoif, and take your leave of all your 
friends. - [^Unhtnditig bim^ 

So, look about you ; know you any here ? 
- Ber. Good morrow, noble Captain. 

2 Lord. God blefs you. Captain Parolles. 

I Lord. God fave you, noble Captain. 
• 2 Lord. Captain, what Greeting will you to my 
Lord Lafeu ? I am for France. 

I Lord. Good Captain, will you give me a eopy of 
that fame Sonnet you writ to Diana in behalf oiF the 
Count Rouftllon f if I were not a very coward, Td 
compel it of you ; but fare you well. [Exeunt. 

Int. You are undone. Captain, all but your fcarf ; 
that has a knot on't yet. 

Par. Who cannot be crufli'd with 1 Plot } 

Int. If you could find out a Country where but wo- 
men were that had received fo much (hame, you might 
begin an impudent Nation. Fare you weH, Sir, I am 
•for France too, we (hall fpcak of you there. [Exit. 

SCENE VI. 

Par. Yet am I thankful : if my heart were greats 
•Twould burft at this. Captain V\i be no more. 
But I will eat and drink, and fleep as foft. 
As Captain (hall. Simply the thing I am 
Shall make me Wvt: who knows himfelf a braggart. 

Let 
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Lee him fatf this; for* it will come to piafs^ 
That every braggart fhall be found an afs. 
Roftyfword! gooI^ bluihesi and, ParoUesy liire ^ 
Safeft in fl^amej being fool*d, by.fool'fy thrive } > 
There^s place aqd means for every man alive. J 
rU after them» [JEki/. 

SCENE VIL 

Changes to the Widow's Houfe^ at Florence. 

Enitr Helena^ JVidow and Diana. 

Hel. 'T'HAT you may well perceive I have not 

X wrong'd you. 

One of the Groateft in the chriftian world 
Shall be my Surety; 'fore whofe Throne 'tis needful^ 
JEre I can perfed mine intents, to kneel. 
Time waSy I did him a delircd office 
Dear almoft as his life \ which, gratitude 
Through flinty ^artar'% bofom would peep forth. 
And anfwer thanks. I duly am informed,' 
His Grace is at Marfeilksy to which place 
We have convenient Convoy ; you muft know^ 
I am fuppofed dead ; the Army breaking. 
My busD^nd hies him home ; where, heaven aiding^ 
And by the leave of my good lord the King, 
We'll be before our welcome. 

Wid. Gentle Madam, 
You never had a fcrvant, to whofe truft 
Your bufineis was more welcome. 

Hel. Nor you, Miftrels, 
Ever a friend, whofe thoughts more truly labour 
To recompenip your love ; doubt not, but heav*n 
Hath brought me up to be your Daughter's dower. 
As it hadi fated her to be ^ my motive 
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Andlidper.«ijtlN|8ivici4 IhiC)^ Q 

That can fucAi fw^-uii; iMloe^wJMtlilM^ M«b^ 

^ Wten Faocy^ crufti^g of Mi^o»zm!4>tl»(H^^ 

With wbiit » Imtfcs, % titt #r^ &i awnf^ 
Bxit more of this hereafter. You, Dian^^ 
(Under my poor inftruftions) yet muft fufitr 
Something in itay behalf* 

Diana. Let death and honefty 
G0 with your imjMditfionc, I atn f oj^m 
Upon your will to fufier. 

7 But with the word the time will brin|; on fiimmer^ 
^W^enMfirs {ha!14vive ieaim as well as AiorufS, 
And be as fweet as Iharp : we mvXtavrzy^ 
f Qur Waggoh is prepared, afid time feryes «s ^ 
'j0fi wM^ that tnUs well ; Ititt theiine'« ehe ctown s 
Whatever the ceurfe, the end is the imowii. i&cdimtm 

Xhff(» ^efkfkf t^i^ f . ^. :niM the perfQii<8m|t)r «£ iolifii^. 

•naladulteiy. £gc jtjwftii{g,a miflake oumcit ipake .atgrvone Cdil^. 
We ihoald read, .and poinj^ the Hnei thus« 

ITi^/ff FAVCT, tri(piing ifibe coTUjfd ii^hs, 

hi, tlit/angitfformf^m^iof^ tkathf ^r^^tlllut'lwftre6, 4p* 
it rm^ mdeed, jiis Wife, nuide Jvim iocur die ffuilcof adoltcij* 
'^/^]&/» by the ancients, wa3 reckoned odioas, Qoicene, iuid.a)x>- 
ninable. 'Tht Poet, tdtodrng 10 tliis, ^ifs, with eroRt bean^» 
Difilis tht pUciy might, i. i. MtfksiiChii irigto, «OiC'gbitt <«dkwy> 
abominable. 

7 &/ with the.wodt, jtb$$im ^Uhrim, ^/ummir,} With At 
nMrd, i. /. in an inftant of time. The Oxfhrd Editor reads (bat 
what he means by it I know nor) Star nvMAe^'w^rd. 

8 Our 'waggon is frefar^d^ 0tid time revijMS.iyi ;] 1f]^e iVHd Ri^ 
«f«j»MM«B0Fs folittfe^tiiife, '<hat'it.<et|iit.¥«rylii(l^4pjbfi»^^ 

' ■ ' ■ ' ,4wdJi0ni.vtvyt$ us i 
f . f • lodks i|8 in the 'bft, calls igpon as to haftea. 



I ::\ SCENE 



Digitized 



by Google 



4i/Vi^4 4hMt Buds -wO,. 9( 

SCENE VIW. 

Changes U RpofiUoa m jFxaocCt 

J^. Tj^Pf no, no, your Son was miflcd with a 
XN fn(pt-uffata'fcllew there, ^ Whofe viJbin* 
ous fafiron woutdliave made all the tmbak'd axitS dow^ 
^QHth of a nation in his colour. Y^our daugfhter-ixii- 
law liad1)een alive at this hour \ 3»id your ion here ajt 

9 wiofi 'vittainoutfaffron nvouUH^a'Oi vtaSt nUthtmtAaltii'aMd 
dtwj9$fth 9f M nation in his colour.'} Paroiles is npvdenttd at 
aB43Enfi«d1ilt2owt^^:dK'i^^ /anchim-aiCQMafor^f hisoQifter 
to run into ail the follies of it ; wheie h^ %Sp {Ufe a mrj fymr 
4ms mrtmoiV ^ tht^oUe Lords — ihey^avear themfilam in thi cn^ 

rftimt undtbo^ tbe^De'vil lead ibenseufurOyfucb nreiohtfol' 

lowtd. Here fome particularities of faihionable drefs anndiauidi 
£i^fM»fiam meuis nofcsfdmitioii ; ibut *niilflifmsjisjmn is j<iore 
obunre. This alludes to a phantaftic faIhioii» tben much fbllonf- 
cd, of Q&ig ytlhwjlarcb for their baiuts and xi^i. So ^hubef^ 
in«his ^nun ^Conmi^» 

— ^Bas hefamUmdf 

Dijliltdyur yellow j^ch ; or faid ymt dmihUt 

WmsAsot oim^fumb^d ■ ■ »■ 
Aod J^n/mh JDevtfs an Afs. 

X^armon and Simst^-fwapers are. got into iboyilkw fisfdi. 
This was invented by one Turmr, a 'tire*wonmn» la toart^awdj 
md» m lUMfpc^, lef To ioteious 4 ahmif^ ^xhpx .her inventioa 
deferred the name f^ 'villainous faffron. This woman was» after* 
wards, amongft the mifcreants conoemed in the murder of Sir 9%0^ 
null Overhuryt for which ihe was; hanged at 9yfar«» and would die 
in a yilkw f^ffof her own invention ; whkfa node jjceUpw.ftarcli ib 
odious, that it immediately went out of Miion. *Tis this, then, to 
•i«Wc|i^i«w({^r,a}hides : bntufing the vfoxAfaffrim fovjiHow^ a 
HMW^idea fiieTentod itSs^. and he purine^ his thoi^ght under a qiulip 
diSbrcst allufion » Whofe inllaimus f^ron nmuldbteui modi 
M thi smiaiid mnd, do%oyyoutbsof iS nation, tn bis colour, ci. r. of hit 
.temper and diipofition. Here the general cuftom.of diat time, of 
colooring page with iaffron, is sdluded to. So in the Wintir^s Tidk » 

I Mufi hoFVi faffron to colour tbt war dm fya% 

hom^ 
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home, ' more advantaged bv the King, than by that 
red-tailM humble-bee I fpeak of. 

CotM. I would, I had not known him ! it was the 
death of the moft virtuous Gentlewoman that ever Na- 
ture had Praife for creating.; if fhe had panaken of 
my fielh, and coft me the deareft groans of a Mother^ 
I could not have owed her a more rooted love. 

Laf. 'Twasa good lady, •twas a good lady. Wc 
inay.pick a thouland fallets ere we light on fuch ano« 
ther herb. 

Clo. Indeed, Sir, (he was the f^eet marjoram of the 
fallet, or rather the herb of grace. 

Laf: They arc. not fallct-herbs, you Icnave, they 
are nofe-herbs. 

Clo. I am no great Nebuchadnezzar^ Sitj I have 
pot much skill in grafs. 

Laf. Whether doft thou profcfs thy fclf, a knave 
or a fool ? 

Cb. A fool. Sir, at a woman's fervice i and a 
Icnave, at a man's. 

Laf. Your diftindlion ? 

Ch. I would cozen the man of his wife, and do his 
fervice. 

Laf. So you were a knave at his fervice, indeed. 

Clo. And I would give his wife my folly. Sir, to 
do her fervice. 

Laf. I will fublcribe for thee, thou art both knave 
and fool. 

Clo. At your fervice. 

Laf. No, no, no. 

I mire advanced iy the King^ A notable obfervatioii tlds $ 
tliatthe young Lord had been higher «^vff«r/^ by the King had 
he daid at coarr» than he was by his beggerly follower FmrolU$. 
We (hl>uld read, more advantaged, i e, the King wonMhave 
}>een a better tutor to the raw young man than Panlleif whofe pro. 
Tcffion it was. 
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Clo. Why, Sir, if I cannot fcrvc you, I can fervc 
as great a Prince as you are. 

Laf. Who's that, a Frenchman ? 

Clo. Faith, Sir, he has an Englijh name ; but his 
* phifiiomy is more honoured in France than there* 

Laf. What Prince is that ? 

Qo.Tht black Prince, Sir, aliat tht ftinc? of 
Darkneis, aUai the Devil. 

Laf. Hold thee, there's my purfe ; I give thee not 
this to feduce thee from thy Mafter thou talk'ft ol^ 
ferve him ftilL 

Qo. ^ Vm a woodland fellow. Sir, that always 
lov'd a great fire ; and the Matter I fpeak of evo: 
keeps a good fire ; but, fure^ he is the Prince of the 
world, let his Nobility remain in's Court. I am for 
the Houfe with the narrow gate, which I take to 
be too litde for Pomp to enter : fome, that humble 
themfelves, may ; but the many will be too chill and 
tender, and they'll be for the flowery way that leads tq 
the broad gate, and the great fire. 

Ltrf. Go thy ways, I begin to be a weary of thee^ 
and 1 tell thee fo before, b^caufe I would not fall out 
with thee. Go thy ways, let my hcvies be well looked 
to, without any tricks. 

Clo. If I put any tricks upon 'em, they (hall be jades* 
tricks, which are their own right by the law of Na« 
turc. lExit. 

z bis phis* nonrf is man hotter /'« France than there. 1 This 
is intolerable nonfenfe. The ilupid Editors, becaufe the Devil waa 
talked of, thought no quality would fuit him but htttir. We 
ihoold read,' ■ ■■ m ore honoured* A joke upon the French 
people, as if they held a dark complexion, which is natural to 
them, in more ^ftimation than the Snglifi do, who are generallf 
white and &ir. 

I Pm a njjooiland felkvn. Sir, &c.] Shake/pear is but rarely 
guilty of fuch impious traih. And it is obiervable, that then he 
always pats that into the mouth of hii/oo/s, which it now grown 
tbt ^ara^eri^c of xhs fine-gentieman. 
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£,af. A (hrewd knauee, and ant unhappy •« 

Count. So be is. My Lord, that's gnc^.tnadehkiii^ 
felf much fport oilt «l trim ; by his a«dK)rky he re* 
Mairn^ hera^ whidi he thmka ia a p^at fair his l}ima- 
nef^t andv indud^ he hasnopace> but nna where ho 
will, 

£^. i lifae' iAm wriU 'tb not anrifii ; atiad I was 
about CO tell you, fince I hcanl oS the gpod LaEly^ 
Asach, aiid that my Lord your Son was upoa his 
Mum hMie^ I inov*d' theKing^ my bAaStar^ to fpeak 
in the behalf of my Daughter ; which, in thamiaon** 
ly of them both, bis Majefty,. oneof a.fdf-grad^us 
fftmerabramce, did fifft propofe; bis Highnefi ha(b 
twmisM me to da it; am to flop up the difpleiAire 
m hath conceived againft your fi>n^ theic is mo fttfier 
ttfaCter. How do's your Lady (hip like it ? 
' Count. With very much content^ my LQDd» and I 
wUk k happily eie6bed, 

Lsif. His Highnefs comes poft from MirJeUks^ of 
as able a body as when he numbered thirty i he wtil be 
Here t<> mc^FDW, or I am deoetv'd by him that in iich 
iRfieUigeMc hath ftldonn fail'd. 
' ^ Conn^. ^ h rejoices me^ that kopf^ that I fiiaU fte 
him ere I die. I have letters^ that my fuk wUl he 
llere to night : I (hall befeech your Lordflup to mmain 
with me *tiU they meet together. 

Laf. Madam^ I was thinking with what QQiitnneti I 
might fafcly be admitted. 

Count: You need but plead your honoivabte privi- 
lege. 

Laf. Lady, of that I have made a bold charter i 
but, I thank my God, k holds yet. 

4 if rej^te^s mi, thmt I haft IJkall/gi him ire Tdiel It is. not 
iopi tkat rcjoioes any one ; bat, ' that that hope is wefi groaodcd. 
Wt (hottld read, thcfcfarc* b r^kit mi,, that hfi^ that I Jhmil 
/a himiri I die. 

Enter 
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Ch. O Madam» yonder'smy Lord, yduf Ibfi; lidfich 
a pttdt of vtf^tt 6nV Ikce ^ whether there be ^ Kbur 
under't, or no, the veivet ItnoWS, but *ti8 a ^Dodly 
patch ctf Velvet ; M^ left dieek is a cheek of two piki 
apd St half, bat hiir right eheek is wor a bare. 

CduHt. A fb^ nobly got, of ^ nobte fcar, is a goekl 
livery of honduf. So^ belike, is that. 

CIo. *ftcfc ft isr your cstrbhiado'd face. 

Laf. Let us go fee your fon, I pfay you : | tofig 
to talk with the young noble fdldier. 

Clo. 'Faith, theie^s a doten of 'eftl with delicsite $oe 
hats and moflf ddUfteous feathers, which bow the tee^ 
and M»i ax every mzth lEiceuHt. 

ACT V. SCENE t 

Tie Court of France, at Marfeflfcj; 

Htt.tttA» 

UT dils ezcEeeding pofting day and night 



B 



Muft wear your fpirits k)W % we caimot.hd|^ it* 
But fince you* ve made the days and nighc^ aa onc^ 
To wear your gentile lioi^ in n)y afiairsi 
Be bold, you do ib grow in mf, reqiiital^^ 
As notlung catv unroof you* !» nappy itmc ^- ^ 

Ekttr a Gentleman. 
This man may help me to hia Majefty*a ea|, 

which, is virile. Tkt jpkt» ftich a&it is,. cMififti m the dlaiDn lo 
a wonod a^e with a carabine ; arms, which. Hf^^ lY. had msA^ 
^maoB, W hriafine into afe amon^ hu horie. 

If 
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If he would fpend his power. God fkvt you, Sif* 

Geftt. And you. 

BeL Sir, I have feen ypu in the court of France^ 

Gent. I have been fometimes there. 

Hel. I do prefume^ Sir, that you are not fallen 
From the report that goes upon your goodiwfii 
And therefore, goaded with mofl: fliarp occafions 
Which lay nice manners by, I put you to 
The ufe of your ownvirtucsp for the which 
{ ihall continue thankful. 

Genu What's your will? 

Hel. That it will pleafc you 
To give this poor petition to the King ; 
And aid me with that ftore of power you have. 
To come into his preience. 

G^nt* The King's not here. 

Hel. Not here. Sir? 

Gent. Not, indeed. 
He hence removed laft night, and with more hafte 
Than is his ufe. 

Wid. Lord, how we lofe our pains ! 

Hel. Jill*s well^ that ends well yet, 
Tho* time feem fo adverse, and means unfit : 
1 do befeech you, whtiher is he gone ^ 

Gent. Marry, as t take it, to Roufihn^ 
Whither Pm going. 

Hel. I beleech you, Sir, 
Since you are like to fee the King before me^ 
Commend this paper to his gracious hand ; 
Which, I prefume, fhall render you no blame. 
But rather make you thank your pains for it. 
I will come after you with what good fpeed 
Our means will make us means. 

Gent. This ril do for you. 

Hel And you (hall find yourfelf to be well thaok'd^ 
What- e'er falls more. We mv& to horfe again. 
G09 go» provide. [Eseeunt. 

$ C £ N E 
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SCENE II. 
Changes to Roufillon. 

Enter Clown, and ParoUes« 

Tar. r^OOD Mr. Levatrb^ give my Lord La/eu 
VJ ^is letter; I have ere now. Sir, been better 
knowD to ypu, when i have held familiarity with 
freflber doaths ^ * but I am now. Sir, muddied in for- 
tune's mpat, and fmell fomewhat ftrong of her ftrong 
diipleafure. 

Cio. Truly, fortune^s difpleafure is but fluttifh, if 
it ffliidl {o ftroogly as thou fpeak'ft of: I will hence- 
forth cat no fifli of fortune*s buttering. Pr*ythec, 
allow the wind. 

Par. Nay, you need not to flop your nole. Sir; I 
(pake but by a metaphor. "^ 

Clo. * Indeed, Sir, if your metaphor ftink, I will 
flop my nofe againft any man^ metaphor. Pr^ythee^ 
get cbec further. P^. 

I hti I am noWf Sir, muddied in firtwte^s Mood, and fimlt ' 
]min»haiprmgrfbtrfirm^diJ^UAfurt!\ I believe the poet wrote^ 
tn fortunes moacj becaule the Clown in the stxy next fpeech rc- 
plicB, / fwill henceforth eat no fifli tf fortunes hut t' ring i and again, 
when he comes to repeat Parolies^i peticion to l^eu, that bath 
faltmintQ the unclean iifhpond^ her difpleafure^ and, at ht fays, it 
muddied withal. And again, Pray you, Sir, ufe the durp as yom 
may^ &c. In all which places, *tis obvious a moat or pond is the 
allafion. fiefides, Parolles fmelling ftrong, as he fays, of fortune*! 
ftrong dtipleafure, carries on the lame image ; for as the moats round 
old &Lt» were always teplentfli'd with fiih, fo the Clove's joke of 
holding his nofe, we may prefume, procraded from this, that djte 
privy was always over the moat$ and therefore the Clown hti^ 
viottrottily fays, yifhtn Paralles is prefling him to deliver his letteir 
toIiOrd tafeu, Fohf fr*ythee, flandanvay, afaferfromfortunft 
clofeftool, t9 gi've to a Nohleman f 

z Indeed, Sit, ^ your metaphdr fiink, I wll fief my nefe €^ahjt 
any mans meiafhorS^ Nothing could be conceived with greater hu« 
aoar, or jiffinefs of iatire, than this fpeech* The ofe of the 

Vo L. UI. H //»tei( . 
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Pan Pray you. Sir, deliver me tl^is p^per. 

Clo. Foh! pr'ythce, ftand away^ a paper from 
fortune's clofe-ftooU co give to a Nobleman! look» 
here he comes himfelf. 

Entir |jsifeu. 

Here is a pur of fortune's* Sir, or fortune'^ cat, 
(4mic not a musk- cat ;) that hath iall'n into the unclean 
filbpond of her difpjeafure, and, as he iays^ is mod^ 
died withal. Pray you, Sir, ule the carp as youmay » 
for he looks like a poor, decayed, ingenious^ fo^ifli, 
rafcally knave. ' I do pity his diftrefs in my fimilies 
of comfort, afid leave him to your LordlhipL 

Par, My Lord, I am a man whom fortune hath 
cruelly fqrat^h'd. 

Laf. And what would you have me.tQ do ? *ci» «» 
^te to pare her nails now. Wherein faayc you piay'd 
the knave with fortune, that (he (hould fcratcfa yoc^ 
il^ho qf l^rfelf is a good L^idy, mi would not have 
l^naves thrive lor^ under her? there's a Stuart-d^uu 
iff you : let the juftices make you and fortune friends i 
I am for other bufitlefs. 

yknking metaphors is an odioBs fault, which grave writers often com- 
mit. It is not ancommon to fee moral declaimers againft vice, 
ftrfcribe her as HeJioJ did the Fury frtfiiiia: 

Tj?^ iK fivt^v ^tj£*/ p'iov, 
ppon which LoitgijjusjuMy obferves, that, inftctd of giving a terrtUt 
linage, he has. given a very nafty one. Cian cautions well againft 
it, in his book deOrat, Slmniam hac, fays he, wl/ummm laus eft in 
n$£rbis transfenndis ui fenjum firiat id, ^d tranjlatumfit, fitgi99ida 
9/1 omnis turpitudo ear urn rertim^ad quas Mpum auimtas qui audittnt 
trahajimilitudo. Nolo marte dui Jfricani ca&raUm eft rmpubh- 
tarn* Nolo flercus curid: did Glatuiam. Our poet hiniielf is ex- 
tremely delicate in this refped ; who, throughout his large writiiigt* 
if you except a pailage in Hamlef, has fcarcc a mctapteu- that can 
offend the moft fqaeamiih reader. 

.3 ^ P^i^ ^li^e/s im mjf tuih%$ of cfMifori,} We ihookl read, 
81 M I L I E 8 ofcam/ori, fuch as thecailing him/ortimis cat, carf, &c 

\ ^ ' Par. 
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Par. I beiccch your iionour^ to hear me mie fin^e 
vorcL 

Laf. You beg a (ingle penny more: come» you 
fliall ha*t, fave your word* 

Par. My name, my gpod Lord* is Parses. 

Laf. You \sK% more than one word then. Cox* 
my paifion! give xm your band: how does your 
drum? 

Par. O hqr good lord^ you were die firit that 
found me. 

Laf. Was I> mfoodi? and I was the firfl: that loft 
thee. 

Par. It lies in you, my lord, to bring me in (bme 
grace, for you did bring me out. 

Laf. Oon upon thee, Jknave! doft thou put upon 
me at once both the office of God and the Devil i one 
brings thee in grace, and the odier bringB thee out« 
[Somd truffles!} The Kit^s coming, I know, by 
his trumpets. Sirrah, inquire further after me, I had 
ulk of yoQ laft night \ tho' you are a fool and a 
knave, you fliall eat ; go to, follow. 

Par. \ pra^ God for you. [Enmnti 

SCENE IIL 

Emtri/h. JB«fer King, Cbuntef^ Lafcu, /fe /tw Ff?«rli 
Loras^ with Attendants. 

IGng. We loft a jewel of her, * our efteem 
Was made much poorer by it ; but your fon. 
As mad in folly, lack'd the fcnfe to know 
Her eftimation home. 

(jMint. 'Tis paft, my Liege ; 
And I bcfccch your Majefty to make it 

4 ■ our efteem] EJIam is here ufed for iftlmatiMf in the 

icM of <w9rthf eflatt. 

H a Natu- 
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< Natural rebellion, done i*th' blade of youth. 
When oil and fire, too ftrong for realbn^s force. 
Overbears it, and burns on. 

King. My honoured Lady, 
I have forgiven and forgotten all ; 
' Tho' my revenges were high bent upon him. 
And watchM the time to (hoot. 

Laf. This I muft fay, 
: But firft I beg my pardon ; the young Lord 
Did to his Majefty, his mother, and his lady. 
Offence of mighty note ; but to himielf 
The grcateft wrong of all. He loft a wife, 
Whofc beauty did aftonifh the furvey 
Of richeft eyes ; whofe words all ears tiDok captive ; 
Whofe dear perfe&ion, hearts, that fcorn'd to ferve, 
HumbI y caird miftrefs. 

King. Praifuig what is lofl, 
Makes the remembrance dear. Well— —call bim 

hither ^ 
.We're reconciled, and the firfl: view fhall kill 
All repetition : Jet him not ask our pardon. 
The nature of his great offence is d^. 
And deeper than oblivion we do bury 
Th* incenfing relicks of it. Let him approach, 
A ftranger, no offender •, and inform him, 
.So 'tis our will he fhould. 
^ Gent. I fhall, my Liege, 

King, What fays he to your daughter? Have you- 
{ fpoke? 

Laf, All, that he is, hath reference to your Highnefs. 

5 Natural rehellim, doneVtb^ bladb tfyoMtb^l The whole fi- 
gure h^tt employed ihews .we fhoukl^reuly 

■ ■■ — ^ T/^' BLAze ^youtb^ 

i. i. in fervour, flame. So in Trci/iu and Creffida^ 
^ F$r He6tor, in bis blaze rf wraib, fAfcrihti 

To Undir Qljtaf^'^ — • 

King. 
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King. Then Ihall we have a match* I have letters 
fenc me. 
That fet him high in fame. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Bertram. 

Laf. He looks well on't. 

Ku^. I'm not a day of feafon. 
For diou may 'ft fee a fun-fliine and a hail 
In me at once ; bat to the brighteft beams 
Diftraded doiftds give way ^ io ftand thou forth. 
The time is fair again. 

Ber. My high repented blames^ 
Dear Sovereign, pardon to me. 

King. All is whde. 
Not one word more of the confumed time. 
Let's take the inftant by the forward top ; 
For we are old, and on our quick'ft decrees 
Th' inaudible and noifelefs foot of time 
Steals, ere we can effed them* You remember 
The daughter of this Lord i 

Beri Admiringly, my Liege. At firft 
I ftuck my choice upon her, ere my heart 
Durft make too bold a herald of my tongue : 
Where the impreffion of mine eye enfixing. 
Contempt his firomful perfpedive did lend me. 
Which warped the line of every other favour ; 
* Scorch'd a fair colour, or cxprefs'd it ftoll'n % 

Extended 

JS Scorn* D«/2i/r coTour, onjcfrtfii i$ fiolTnil Firfif it it 10 
be obierved, that this young man^s cafe was not indiiierence to the 
itx in general, bat a very ftrong attachment to one s therefore ]^e 
cook! wnt/cgrn a hit colour, for it was that whi^ had captivated 
Jum. Bat he might very naturally be (aid to do what men, fironely 
«ttach*d to one^ commonly do, not allow beauty i^ any face but 
)us mifttrfaTa. And that this was the thoujgh|; heitp is evident, 

H 3 I. From 
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'Efi^nic^ or conuft&ed ali prbp^rtions 

To a moft hideous obje£): : thence it canaci 

That fhe, whom all men prtia'd, lind vKhom myidl^ 

Since I have loft, have lov*d, was in mine eye 

The duft that did ogend ic» 

Kwi. Well e*cus'd: 
That thou do'ft love her, ftrikes fome fcores away 
From the great 'compt *, but love, that comes too lace, 
Uke a remorfeful pardon &&^}y carried^ 
To the great fender turns a fowre ofieDCe, 
Crying, that's gpod that is gone: oorrafti faults 
Jf Make trivial j^iot of feriou& (kings vft have. 
Not knowing lhem» until we know their grave; 
Oft our difpleafures, to ourfelvea uajuftv 
PeAroy our fricDds,^ and,, ator,. wscp chcir dfuft; 

I .From the latter part of the ver(e, 
■ cr ex\rifid it pirn i 

2. From tivfr preeeedSag ▼erwi 

WbUb nmrfd the iimiof ^Hty fA»fiivmtr } 

3* From the &ll«wing yerfes. 

Extended or confrere d e^U ^tofflrtisnt 
To a nteft hideous oKcS: ■ . " 

Seewdtjk ltktob% obfervi^, thiat he defertbe? Us hdithcn^ ' 
for others in highly figurative ejipodSois^ C<>ntc|irnt is b^aaglbi im 
lending him hec padpBiftive-glaisy which doe» i(s office properijr by 
nvarping the lines of all other faces ^ by extendingox (Qntr^^^ing 'mx^ 
a hideous Me^t Of by exffreffint or Slewing native re<f and white 
m paint. But Wttk what propriety ef ipeecfr can d\n g^fs be fni^ 
to/r«r«, which iai pi-afle^B of ihemind? Here than the nefia- 
phor becomes miferably mang)ed$ hut the {ofegoii^ joh^vadoi;! 
Vill lead* os to the^ genuine reading, which ia, 

Scoactt'p afisir colour, or exfrtf^i iefigli^m, 
if f. this glaft reprefented the owner as brown or tanned; or, if 
itoa hif €MiJtd the native colour to appear artificial. Th^s he 4^aks 
in charader« and confidently with the neft of his fpeeeh. The 
emeiidatieo reffores integrity to the figure^ and» by a beautiful 
H^eoghr^ makes t!^c Jior^/perJ^effivr of <mteif»fi dp ^ pficc of 
91 hnrmng^lafi» 

7 Make friviaT price ^ferious things — ^ ^^^^ ^^ valuable. 
In this fenfe a certain Preblendary of Wefiminfier uncterilood the word^ 
when he u^d to tdt his friends^i 4AiUi»i ?u^' ^firieme things 
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Our own lore waking cries to fee what's doney 
While Aiameful hate jQoeps out the alttmaoa. 
Be this fweet ffikn^s kodl ; and now^ {orgjst her. 
Send forth your amot^oiis token for fiUr Maudlin^ 
The main confents are had, and here weMl flay 
To fee our widower's fccond marriage-day : 

Comi. Which beCta* th«n the firft, O dear heav'^n^ 
blefe. 
Or, ere they meet, in me, O nature, ceaie! 

Laf. Come on, my loo, in whom my houf^s nam# 
Muft be digefted : give a favour from you 
To fparkle io the fpirits of my daughter. 
That (he may quickly come. By my old beard. 
And every hair that's ©n't, Hekriy that's dead. 
Was a fweet creature : fuch a ring as this. 
The laft that ere ihe took her leave at ooart| 
I iaw upon her finger. 

Ber. Her's it was not. - . 

Kb^. No^, jray you, let vat fee it : For mine eye, 
Whiie I was fpeaking, oft was faften'4 to^t. 
This ring was itiine; and, wheh I gave it Helin^ \ 
I bad her, if her fortune ever ilood ^ 
Necelfitied to help, that by this token 
I wouM relieve her. Had you that cra& vb reave hef 
Of what ihottkl fttad her moft ? 

Ber.My gracious Sovereign, 
Howe'er it pleafes you to take it fo. 
The ring was never her's. 

Count. Son^ oo my lift; 
I've ieen her wear it, and flie teckon'd it 
At her lifi^s rate. 

Laf. I'm fure, I faw her wear it. 

Ber. You are deceiv'd, nay Lord, (he ifever law k 5 ^ 
In Florence Hvrafi it ffoAi a cafement thrown me, 
Wrap'd in a paper, which conrain'd the name 
Of ber that threw k : Noble ihe was, and thought 
I ftood cpgiig'd h but when I had fubftrib'd 

H4 Ta 
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To mine own foFtune, and irtform'd "her fully, i 

I could not anfwcr in that Gourfe of honour !] 

As ihe had made the overture, ihe ceaft 
In heavy fatisfa&ron^ and V/ould never 
Receive the ring again. 

King. Plutus himfelfy 
That knows the tin£t and multiplying medicine. 
Hath not in nature's myftery more fcience. 
Than I have in this ring* 'Twas mine, 'twas Helen\ 
Whoever gave it you: • then if you know, ^ 

That you arc well acquainted with yourfclf, 
Confefs 'twas hers, and by what rough enfoltement ^ 
You got it from her. She call'd the Saints to furcty, } 
That fbe would never put it frotn her finger, ^ 

Unlcfs (he gave it to yourfelf in bed, 
(Where you have never come^ or fent it us «i 

Upon her great difaftcr. 

Ser. She never few it. 
/ King. Thou fpcak'ft it &lfdy, as I love inip? 

boriour; 
And.nuik'ft conjed'ral fears to come into mc^ 
Which I would fain ihut out^ if it Ihould prove 
That thou art to inhuman — 'twill not prove fo~- \ 

And yet I know not — thou didft hate her deadly^ ^ 

And (he is dead ; which nothing, but to cldfe < 

Her eyes myfelf, could win me to believe, ^ 

More than to fee this ring. Take him away. 

* [Guards fiize Bertram* ' 
My fore-paft proofs, howe'er the matter fall, ' 

Shall tax my fears of little vanity. 
Having vainly fear'd too little. Away with hUn, 
We'll fift this matter further. \ 

Ber4 If you fhall prove, " 

This ring was ever hers, you fliail as cafe 



thin if y^ inotVt 



Tiatjfou art nmll su^ainted ^tth purfilf,'] i. #« thea if 700 
be wife. A ftnwge way of expreffing fo trivial a Ibfliigktl 

Prove 
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Prove that I husfaaDded her bed in threnecy r 
Where yet (he never was. [Exif Bmnaniuardii. 

S C E N E V. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

King. Fm wrapM in difmal thinkiog^ 

GenL Gracious Sovere^, 
Whether I've been to blame or no, I know not; 
Here's a petition from a Florentine^ 
^ Who hath fpoie four or five removes come fhort 
To tender it herfelf. I undertook it, . 
Vanquiih'd thereto by the fair grace and fpeech 
Of the poor fuppliant, who by this, I know» 
Is here attending:, her bufinels looks in her 
With an importing vifage ; and (he told met 
In a fweet verbal brief, it did concern 
Tour Highnefs with herfelf. 

The King reads a letter. 

X^ bis many proteftations Jo martyme^ when Us 
w^e was deady 1 hlujb to fay it^ be won me. Now is 
the QnM Roulillon a widower^ bis vows are forfeited 
to me J and my honour^ s paid to Urn. He fiole.fhm 
Florence^ taking no leave^ and I follow bim to tbir 
eoMry for juftice : grant it me^ O IDt^^ in you it bejf 
fyes ; otberwife a feducer flouri^s^ ana a foot maid is 
undone. 

Diana Capulet; 



Li^. I will buy me a lbn-in*law in a 
for hini. For this, FU none of him. 



Bde^ and toll 



9 Wh haik w^Jk» arjkn nmms etmjbmi] We JhoiiU 
iead» JP^ bmti soHM/iutr orjhi nmows €9mfi9n. 
So ia Ei9g J#4ir, 

f9r mat, I am SOME twehi orfiurian nrntifiinis 
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JSnijf . V» htkreoA idive cboOght vdt on thee^ 

To bring forth this difcov'rjr. Seek thefe fuiton: 
Goipeedily, and brkg ^ain the Count. 

Enter Bertram. 

I am afraid, the life of Helen (lady) 
Was foully featchU 

Count. Now juftice on the doers! 

King. I bonder,. Sir, wires are fo monHirtets to 
you, * 

And that you fiy them ste you fwear to them ; 
Yet you dcfire to wed* What woman's that ? 

htter Widow snd Diana. 

Dia. I am, my Lord, a wretched Flcrentm, 
Derived ifom- the ancient Capnkt\ 
My fuic, as I do underftand, you know. 
And therefore know bow far I may be pkiod. 

Wid. I am her mother. Sir, whofe 2^ and honour 
Both fufier under this complaint we bring, . , 
And both fhall ceafe without your remedy. 

ISng. Come hither. Count; do you know thefe 
women? 

Ber. My Lord, I neither can, nor wiD, deny 
Bat that I know them ; do they charge me farther? 

Dia. Why do you look fo ftrange upon your wife? 

Ber, She% none of mine, my Lofd. 

Dia. If you ihall marry. 
You give away this hand, and that is mine; 
You giveaway heav'n's vows, and tbofe axe AHne^ 
You give away myfelf, which k known mine ; 
For I by vow am to embodied yours. 
That fhe, whkh marries yon, awft wsmny aM» 
Either both or none. 

Laf. Your reputation comes tooi^ lfi<% ^^ <ny 
daughter, you are no husband for her^,^ £^j3ertram, 

V Ber. 
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Ber. My Loid,thisBafondaiiddefp'AMCitatarf, 
Whom fometime I have laughed WJCb: let your. 

Highnefs 
Lay a more noble thoaght npott mine honooTt 
Than for to think tb(tt I vmM fink it bere« 

IQng, Sir for noy thoughts, you haVc them iH M 
friend. 
Till your de^s gain them' ; fairer pRjve yom honoufy 
Than in my thought it liesft 

Dia. Good my k)rdy 
Ask him upon his oath, if he does tbinb: 
He had not my virginity. 

King. What lay*ft thou to her? 

Ber. She*s impudent, my Lord| 
And was a oonnnon gamefter to the oimf. 

Dia. He does me wrong, my Lord ; if I were £i^ 
He mi^t have bought me at a cofivmon price. 
Po not believe him* O, behokl this ring^ 
Whofehigh refpcft and rich valicfity - 

Did Jack a parallel ; yet for all tlmt. 
He gave k to « eoiimoiier oW i»n^ 
If I be one. 

Ckunt. He bloibes, 'arid *t!i hk: 
Of fix preceding anceftors,, th^ gemm 
Coiiferr^ by Teftament to tb' feaueQt litM^ 
Harfi it been ow*d and worn. Thi*is Wi wife. 
That ring's a thouiand proofs. 

King. Mcthought, you faid. 
You &w one here in Court coirid wittiefs it. 

Dia. I did, my Loid, but loth am to produce 
So bad an inftrument; his namt^a Parottes. 

Laf, I iaw the man to day» if man he be. 

ISng. Find him, and bring htm hither. 

Ber, What of him ? 
He's quoted for a moft perfidious (lave^ 
Wkb all the fpoth oW world tax'd and debofli^d. 
Which nature fiekem witk; but to fptsik trodi, 

Am 
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Am I or ditt or this, for what he^il utter. 
That will fpeak any thing? 

Xif^. She hath that ring of yours. 

Ber. 1 think, fhe has i certain it is, I lik'd her. 
And boarded her i'th' wanton way of youth: 
She knew ho- diflance, and did angle for me, . 
Madding my eagernefs with her r^raint $ 
i^sall impeditnents in {ancy*a courfe 
Are motives of more £lncy : and in fine. 
Her infuit coming with her modern grace, 
Subdu'd me to her rate: flie got the ring; 
And I had That, which any inferior might 
At market-price hate bought. 

Dia. I muft be patient : 
You, that cumM off a firft fo noble wife» 
May juftly * diet me. I pray you yet, 
(Since you lack virEue, I will loTe a husband,) 
Send for your ring, I will return it horne^ 
And give me mine again. 

Ber. I have it not. 

Kmg. What ring w£tt yours, I pray you ? 

Dia. Sir, much like the fame upon your fingq^. 

King. Know you this ring? this ring was his of late. 

Dia. And this was it I g^t him, being arbed. 

JBijf . The fiory then goes falfe, you threw it him 
Out of a cafement. 

Dia. I have fpoke the truth. 

S C EN E VL 

Enter Paroltes. 

Ber. My Lord, I do confefs, the ring was hers. 
King. Y6u boggle Ihrewdly, every feather ftarts 

you! ^ 

1 — jif/liKi#.— *-] /. #. ofe me faarMy. A pbrafe taken from 
ihe fevdcmcihpds takep m coring di^ veufrea) diforder. 

' ^ \ u 
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Is this the man 70a Ipeak of? 

Dia, It is, my Lord. 

Kifig. Tell mcf Sirmb, but tell me true^ I charge 
you. 
Not fearing the difpleafure of your mafier. 
Which on your juft proceeding PU keep off; 
By him and by this woman here, what know you ? 

Par. So pleafe your Majeity, my mailer hath been 
an honourable Gentleman. Tricks he hath had in 
him, which Gentlemen have. 

A^jf . Come, come, to the pi«rpofe ; did he lore this 
Woman ? 

Par. 'Faith, Sir, he did love her; but how? 

JG»g. How, I pray you ? 

Par. He did love her, Sir, as a Gentleman loves 
a Woman. 

King. How is that? 

Par. He lov'd her, Sir, and lov*d her not, 

Ki$^. As thou art a knave, and ik> knave ; what 
an equivocal companion is this ? 

Par. I am a poor man, and at your Majefiy's 
Command. 

Laf. He's a good drum, my Lord, but a naughty 
Orator. 

Dia. Do you know, he promised me marriage? 

Par. 'Faith, I know more than I'll fpeak. 

IGng. But wilt thou not fpeak all thou know'ft? 

Par. Yes, fb pleafe your Majefty. I did go between 
them, as I faid ; but more than that, he lov'd her : 
for, indeed, he was mad for her, and talkM of Satan, 
and of limbo, and of furies, and I know not what ; 
yet I was in that credit with them at that time, that 
I knew of their going to bed, and of other motions, 
as pmmiGng her marriage, and things that would 
derive me ill will to fpeak of; therefore I will not 
ipeak what I know. 

King. 
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King. Thou haft fpoken all already, ualcft thou can^ft 
fay they are married ; but thou art too fine in thy 
evidence ; therefore ihod afide* This ring, you (ay, 
was yours? 
Dia. Ay, my good L^rd. 
Ki9ig. Where did you tMiy it? or who gare ic 
you? 
' DU. It was not given me, nor did I buy it. 
ISng. Who kot it you ? 
Dia. It was not lent me neicber. 
' JCoip. Where did you find it dien ? 
Dia. I found it not. 

Kiff. If it were yours by none of all thefe ways, 
How could you give it him? 
JDia. I never gave }t him. 
Laf. This woman's an eafie glove, my Loid, Ae 
. goes off* and on at pleafure. 

King. This ring was mine, I gave it his Srfl: wife. 
: Dia. It might be yours, or. has, for aught I 
know. 
Kitig. Tidce her away, I do nc^ like her nowi 
To prifon with her : and away with him. 
Unlefs thou tell'ft me where diou hadft this ring^ 
Thou died: wiehin this hour. 
Dia. Pll never tell you. 
King. Take her away. 
Dia. I'll put in bail, my Liege. 
Kiifg. I think dvse now fome common cuftomer. 
Dia. By %w, if ever I knew man, 'twas you. 
King. Whtfefore haft thou aixus'd him all this 

while? 
Dis. Becaufe he*s guilty, and he is not guilty ; 
He knows, I am no maid, and he'll fwear to't ^ 
pll fwear, I am a maid, and he knows not. 
Great King, I am no ftrumpet, by my life ; 
Tm either maid, or elfe this old man's wife. 

[Pointing to Lafeu. 
King. 
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Xbig, Sht does abufe our ears ; t($ prifon widi lier« 
Dia. Good mother^ fetch my bail. Scay^ royal Sir. 

lExit Widow. 
The jevreMcr, that owes the ring, is fent for, • 
And he fliali furety me. Bat for this I/)rd, 

[To dcrtami 
Who hath abusM me, as he knows himfelf. 
The' yet he never harm'd me, here I quit him. 
He knows himfelf, my bed he hath defil'd. 
And at that time he got his wife with child ; 
Dead the' fhe he, fhe feels ber young one kick : 
So there's my riddle -, one, that's dead, is quick. 
And now behokl the meaning. 

Enter Helena, and Widow. 

ISt^. h thffte no Exorctfl: 
Beguiles die truar office of mine eyesf 
Is't iml, that I fee ? 

Hil. No, my good Lord, 
*Tis but a Ihadow of a wife you fee. 
The name, and not the thing. 
£er. Both, both; oh, pardon! 
Hcl. Oh, my good Lord, when I was like thia 
maid, 
I found you wond'rous kind ; there is your ring. 
And look you, here's your letter:. this it fays, 
IVbenfrom my finger you can get this ring^ 
And are by me mib ebild^ &c. This is done. 
Will you be mine, now you are doubly ^ won? 
Ber^ If fhe, my Liege^ can make me know this 
dearly,^ 
]*J1 love her dearly, ever, ever dearly. 

Hel. If it appear not plain, and prove untrue. 
Deadly divorce ftep between me and you ! 
O my dear mother, do I fee you living ? 

[to the Countefs. 

Uf. 
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Lrf* Mine eyes fmdl onions» I fliall we^ non; 
Qood Tarn Drum^ lend me a handkerchiefy 

ITo ParoUes. 
Soj I thank thee, ^sat cm me home. Til make fport 
with thee : let thy courtefies alone, they ^ fqurvy 

ISng. Let us from point to point this ftory knowt 
To make the even truth in pleafure flow : 
If thou beeil yet a frefii uncropped, flower, 

[To Diana. 
Chufe thou thy husband, and PU pay thy dower i 
For I can guefs, that, by thy honeft aid* 
Thou kept'ft a wife herfelf, thyfelf a makl. 
Of that and all the progrefs more and leis, 
Reiblvedly nwre leihire (hall exprefs: 
All yet (eems well ; and if it end lb meet. 
The bitter paft, more welcome is the fweet. 
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EPILOGUE, 

Spoken by the K I N G. 

n^HE King's a beggar y nvw the play is done: 
^ All is well ended, ifthisfuit be wotiy 
That you exprefs content j which we nmUfayy 
Withfirife topkafe you, day exceeding day j 
Ours be your patience tben^ and yours our parts j 
Tour gentle bands tend usy and take our hearts. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONM. 

O RSI NO, Duke of IWynz. 

Scbaftian, a young Gentleman^ Brother to Viola, 

Antonio, a Sea-captainy Friend to Sebaftian. 

Valentine, > ^ , .. , ^ . 

^ . ^ Gentlemen^ attending on the Duke. 

Sir Toby Belch, Uncle to Olivia. 

Sir Andrew Ague-cheek, afoolifi) Knight^ pretending^ 

to Olivia. 
A Sea-captain^ Friend to Viol^. 
Fabian, Servant to Oliyia. 
Malvolio, a fantaftical Steward to Olivia. 
Clown^ Servant to Oiivi^. 

Olivia, a Lady of great Beauty and Fortune^ h^hrfd 

bjf the Duke. 
. Vibla, in love with the Duke. 
Maria, OYvn2?% Woman. 

Priejl^ Sailors^ Officers^ and other Attendants. 
S C E N E, ^ City on the Coqfi of lUyria,' 
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TfTELFTH-NIGHT: 

O R, 

WHAT YOU WILL. 



A C T L S C E N E I. 

Tie PALACE. 

Enter the Duke^ Curio, and Lords. 
Duke. 
F muikk be the food of love, play on i 
Give me excefs of it ; ' that, furfeidng 
The appetite, Love may ficken. andfo 
die. rfall: 

* That firain again ;-— it had a dying 
** O, it came o'er my ear, like the fwect fouth, 

"That 

1 •— - tlfat, furfeidng 

Tbi i^peiUi mofJUkin, wiifi iU^ There is an i^ipropiiety 
of expreffion in the prefent reading of this fine pailaee. Wc cq 
Botfay, that the afpttitt ficktnt and diis tM afurfrit ^ bat the 
fubjed of that appetite. I am perfoaded^ a word ')S$ accidentally 
dropt i and that we ihoald read, and pqinl:^ tht pai&ge thus, ^ 
— thati furfiittMg " ^ . ! * 

Thi apftite^ LOY i majf Jtcken, andfidii.W V' 

2 Tbatftrain again ; ^itbad a dyipig/all:, ^ i . . 

€ / it camt itr mftar^ £Jke tbijkutet fiuth^ 

I J • Thai 
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•* That breathes upon a bank of viole6, 

«« Stealing, and giving 6ddur. l£nough J-*^ne mo* | 

•Tis riot fo fwect now, as it was before. 

O fpirit of love, how quick knd frefh itit thcfti!^ 

That, notwithftanding thy capacity 

Receiveth as the fea, nought enters there^ 

Of what validity and pitch foe*er, 

Que {ails intoiabatement and low price. 

Even in a tftiriute; *' 46 full of Aal^es in fancy. 

That it alone is hight fantaftical. 

Cur. 

nat hnathes upon a hank of<vioIetSf 

S/ea/fih ind'^<mt^ Ifdotr-^ ] AlBbngft die 1)CBatift of 

ihirchftrhiAgTimllitttde, 4ts eieaA pfopriety is ftdt die leail. For^ 
as a fouth wind, while blowing over a violet-bank, wafts away 
the odour "of *die fluWcra, *it» ai ilic^uue liuie, coimwutiicates -its 
own fweetnefs to it; fo the (oft affeding moiicky here deTcribed, 
tho* it kkes dWa^ t&e it^ural, * fw^t, trai^taillity 6f the ^^nind. yet, 
at the fame time, it communicates a new pleafure to it. ur, it 
may allude to Mother property of n^ofick, where the fame ftcains 
have a power to excJte ttein dr^leiihre, %s the Ibte is, b which 
it finds the hearer. Hence Mi/ton makes the felf-fame ftraana 
tfOrpBntspt&pfk toroceite^bbth'the afifagfi&ns i6f mfrthitidmehn- 
choly, juft as the mind is then difpofed. If lo nurth, he oUi for 
fuch mufick, 
: That OfphCik\;i^l0fy1fii^ '^U Atttf 

ff^om goiipnJJambers dn uhii 

Ofhtapt E\y^sai]fiov;erSf and bear 

Such prams its'^outi^ihfhxihn thiUM' 
'"Of PlutOj /• have fuitifitfrfe 

Eis baifr^am'^%Wfdfk». L'sUegtO. 
If to ittelancholy-*— 

Or hid the foul ^Orpheus ftng 

^uch n9iis as voarhUd io ibeftring, 
• Drenu iron tears down Pluto'i cbeik^ 
\ And made Hell grant kOt&t h^e didftih H ^taktofo. 

3 ?* fi^^ tffi^'s Infancy, 

naiitakneis HiGn/antaJHeal] *nh COOiplSeatbd Bdoiellle 
flioald be re£^ified thus, 

^ofuUofJhafes iv fhncj^ 

That it alone is Htc ht /antafiicdl, 
i. e, love is fo fuU of ihapes in/ancy, that Oi mmU tffdkt^UMl is 
peculiarly given tp it akitfe. ' ' 
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Cur. Will yon :gp hunt, njy JUocd^ 

Am&?. Whfit, Qm9f 

Or. The hart. 

Duke. Why, fo I do, the nobleft that I have: 
O, when my Eyes did fee Olma firft, 
Methought, (he purged the air of peftilence; 
That inftant was I turnM into a hart. 
And my de^res; like fell and cruel hounds. 
E'er fince purfue me. Howno^, what news from her > 

Bnter Vakntinp. 

Val. So ^eAfe my SU>r4» I snigbt not be itdmitied. 
But from her handimaid ^ retpm this miiwisr : 
iChetelenijsnt itfrilf, !(iU (ei^.y<af^;hence» 
jSbftU iK)t 'behold 4|er r&ce At 4R)ple vkm^ ; 
Alt, Ililie ,a Gloyftwf$9 .flie will veiled walk» 
And viMeri9fiQe Adfty l;^r chamber .round 
With eye-ofiending brine : all this to fe^foa 
A brother's djeftdilq^^ whaGh ihe ,w)qld>fceep frefh 
Aud Ufting in .ier S^^ remwibrwiQ;. 

Ht^. P, ihe» that Mh^^^heartof thutiine franMlb 
To pay this del^t pf >lo7e but; to ^ brother, 
How Willi (he love, wtMHitthertkrh golden (haft 
Hath kill!<l the flock ofialUfFc^ons elfe 
That live in her? w4«en liyiWf br^in, and heart, 
^ Three fovfrejmilmmes, are aU fupply'd, and fill'dt 
(^ O fweet perte^ion !) with qqc felf*iame King ! 

Bttt, for the old aonfeoTet :thr O^i ^di^r.jpres «i Ills new. 

5« ^// tfjh^fts is ,fangt 

And thou dll o'er art high -fiintafikal^ Says the Critic. 

,4 T.HESE fovWeifft thrones--^ We (hottld^rtad three Jbcv% 
riign throngs. This is cxaftly in the manner of Shgke^Mr. S9, 
afterwards, in ^^s pk^, ^hy tmme^ ihfi^^* ^h ^'^*» -aaiom, 
ftndjpirit^ do givt thu five&ld pkioM. 

5 HBE ^Jkif0it ftrfifGions /] We IhtaU ttaA, otidpoint it thus, 
(O fwiii t^rfeaiw !) 

t 4 Away 
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Away before me to fwect beds of flowers ; 
Love-thoughts lye rich, when canopy'd with bowers, 

[Exeunt, 

S C E N E II. 

The Street. 

Enter Viola, a Captain and Sailors. 

Vio. \T7HAT country, friends, is this? 

W Cap. Illyriaj Lady. 
. Vio. Ancj what (hould { do in Illyria ? 
My brother he is in Ely/turn. ■ 
Perchance, he is not drown'd ; what think you, failors ? 
Cap. It is perchance, that you yourfelr were fav'd, 
Vio. O my poor brother ! fo, perchance, may he be. 

Cap. True, Madam : and to comfort you with 
chance, 
Affure ypurfelf, after oar fhip did fplit. 
When you, and that poor number fav'd with you, 
jKung on our driving boat : I faw your brother, " 
Mod provident in peril, bind himfelf 
(Courage and hope both teaching him the praftice) 
To a flrong maft, that liv'd upon the fea ; 
Where, like Arion on the dolphin's back, 
1 faw him hold acquaintance with the waves. 
So long as I could ice. 

Vio. For faying fo, there's gold. 
Mine own efcape unfbldeth to my hope, 
Whereto thy fpeech ferves for authority. 
The like of him. Know'ft thou this country ? 

Cap. Ay, Madam, well ; for I was bred and born. 
Not three hours travel from this very place. 

Vto. Who governs here ? 

Cap. A noble Duke in nature, as in name* 

Vto. What is his name ? 

Cap. Orfino. 

• ^ r * Vio. 
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Via. Orftno ! I have heard my father name him : 
He was a batchelor then. 

Cap. And fo is now, or was fb very late ; 
For but a month ago I went from hence. 
And then 'twas freih in murmur (as you know» 
What Great ones do, the lefs will prattle of) 
That he did feek the love of fair Olivia. 

Via. What's flie? 

Cap. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a Count, 
That dy*d fomc twelve months fincc, then leaving her 
In the protection of his fon, her brother. 
Who (hortly alfo dy'd ; for whofe dear love, 
They fay, Ihc hath abjurM the fight 
And company of men. 

Fio. O, that I ferv'd that lady, 
And might not be delivered to the world. 
Till I bad made mine own occafion mellow 
What my eftate is ! 

Cap. That were hard to compafs ; 
Becattfe ihe will admit no kind of fuit, 
No, not the Duke's. 

Vio. There is a fair behaviour in thee. Captain 5 
And the' that nature with a beauteous wall 
Doth oft cloie in pollution ; yet of thee, 
I will believe, thou haft a mind that fuits 
With this thy fair and outward chara&er : 
I pr'ythee, and Pll pay thee bounteoufly. 
Conceal me what I am, and be my aid 
For fuch difguife as, haply, fhall become 
The form of my intent. Ill ferve this Duke ; 
Thou flialt prefent me as an eunuch to him. 
It may be worth thy pains ; for I can fing. 
And fpeak to him in 'many forts of mufick. 
That will allow me very worth his fervice. 
What elfc may hap, to time I will commit ; 
Only ihape thou thy filence to my wit* 
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C^. Beyeu hiseunuch, and j^our mutef 11 be: 
When my tongue blabs, then dct mmt^m not &e. 
Vio. I thank ^1;^^ lead me on. {^Essamt. 

SCENE HI. 

Enter ^ir Toby, nnd Maria. 

vV the death of (her brother thus ? I am 
fure, care's an emniy to life. 

Mar. By my ttotJi, Sir f'ohfh yonmuft come in^ear* 
liera-nights; your neice, my lady, cakes |;reat coemp- 
tions to your ill houm. 

Sir To. Why, Ictiher eaccq)t, before excepted. 

Mar. Ay, but qfou^nuftconfimyourielf within the 
modeft limits of order. 

Sir To. Confine? ?P11 confine myfclf nodfinertban I 
am ; thefe cloatbs are .^ood enough < to drink Jn, ^uid fo 
be thefe boots too ; an they be not, let them hxag 
themielves in their own ftraps. 

Mar. Thatqosrffing and drinkir^ ^will undo you.; 
I heard my lady talk of it ysfierday, and of a foolHh 
Knight that you brought dn one 'n%ht here, to be.her 
wooer. 

Sir To. Who, Sir ^Inirew ^gueSeot? 

Mar, Ay, hte. 

Sir To. He^ as tdll a man as any^ tn Wsfria. 

Mar. What^sthatto th*.purpofe? 

Sir To. Why, be^has thceetboufand ducatsmyear. 

Mar. Ay, bot:he'll have but a year in all thofedu- 
cats : he's a very rfool and a prodigal. 

Sir To. Fie, that yotflhfay fo ! he/plays o'A'^idl- 
degambo, and fpeaksthreeor fourJanguages word for 
word without book, and bath 411 chogood gifts of jui- 
cure. 

Mar. 
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JUar. He hath, indeed, —almoft natural ; forbe- 
fides that he's a fool, he'^s a great quarreller ; and buc 
that he hath the ,gift of a coward to allay the guft he 
hath in qoarrellii^, *tis thought among the prudent, 
he would quickly have the gift of a grave. 

Sir to. By this hand,' they are fcoundrels and fub-^ 
tractors that fay fo of him. Who are they ? 

Mar. They that add nx)reover, he's drunk night'y 
in your company. 

Sir to. With drinking healths to my neice : PU 
drink to her as long as there's a pailage in my throat, 
and drink in Illyria. He's a coward, and a coyftril, 
that will not drink to my neice WW his brains turn 
tfth' toe likea parifli-top. What, wench ? ^ CaJiUia^ 
no Folio 5 for here comes Sir jhdrew ^ue^cbeet. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Sir Andrew. 

iir iforf. Sir T^^Belcb! how now, Sir t^hy Belch ? 
Sir To. Sweet Sir Andrew ! 
Sir And. Blefs you, fair flirew. 
Mar. And you too. Sir. 
Sir Vto. Aceoft, Sir Andrew^ accoft. ■ '■ ' - 
Sit And. What's that? ' 
Sir To. My iieice's Chamber-maid. 
Sir Jnd. Good miftrefs Accoft ^ I defire better ac- 
quaimmce. 
Mar. My name is Mary^ Sir. 
&r Jbtd. 'Good miftrefi Mary Accoft, 

' 6 CafUliano 'vulgo ;] We fhould read wZf*. In Ef^ij/^, put on 
your Ci^/7/Vi» countenance; that is, your grave, folemn looks. 
ThcOxftriiEdiUir has taken my emendation s But, by Cafiiliam 
tountenimet, he fiippofes is meant moft civil and courtly looks. It 
is plain, he undcrflands gravity and formality to be civility and 
coartlinefs. ^. 
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Sir To. You miftake. Knight : accoft, is, front herji 
board her, wooe her, affail hen 

Sir And. By my troth, I would not undertake her in 
this company. Is that the meaning of accofi ? 

Mar. Fare you well, gentlemen. 
*" Sir To. An thou let her partYo, Sir Andrew j would 
thou might'ft never draw fword again. 

Sir And. An you part fo, miftrefe, I would I 
might never draw fword again.. Fair lady, do you 
think, you have fools in hand ? ^ 

Mar. Sir, I have not you by th' hand. 

Sir And. Marry, but you fhall have, and here's my 
hand. 

Mar. Now, Sir, thought is free; I pray you, bring 
your hand to th' buttery-bar, and let it drink. 

Sir And. Wherefore, fwcet heart? what's your me- 
taphor ? 

Mar. It's dry. Sir. 

Sir And. Why, I think fo : I am not fiich an afi^ 
but I can keep my hand dry. But what's your jell ? 

Mar. A dry jeft. Sir. 

Sir And. Are you full of them ? 

Mar. Ay, Sir, I have them at my finger's ends : 
marry, now I let your hand go, I am barren. 

\EMt Maria. 

Sir To. O Knight, thou lack'ft a cup of canary : 
when did I fee thee fo put down ? 

Sir And. Never in your life, I think, unlefs you fee 
canary put me down ; methinks, fometimes I have no 
more wit than a chriftian, or an ordinary man has ; 
but I am a great eater of beef, and, I believe, that does 
harm to my wit. 

Sir To, No queftion. 

Sir And. An I thought that, I'd forfwcar it. I'll 
ride home to-morrow. Sir T^^jy. 

Sir To. Pourquoy^ my dear Knight. 



Sir 
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Sir And. What is pourquoy? do, or not do? I 
would, I had beflowed that time in the tongues that I 
have in fencing, dancing, and bear-baiting. O, had 
I but followed the arts ! 

Sir To. Then hadft thou had an axcellent head of 
bair. 
Sir And. Why, would that have mended my hair? 
Sir To. Paft queftion 5 for ^ thou fccft, it will not 
curl by nature. 

Sir And. But it becomes me well enough, does't 
not ? 

Sir To. Excellent ! It hangs like flax on a diftafFi 
and I Hope to fee a houle-wife take thee between her 
legs, and fpin it off. 

Sir And. Faith, Y\\ home to-morrow. Sir Tohy \ 
your neice will not be feen, or, if fhe be, it's four ta 
one fheMl none of me : the Duke himfelf here, hard 
by, wooes hen 

Sir To. She'll none o'th' Duke, (he'll not match 
above her degree, neither in eftate, years, nor wit ; I 
have heard her fwear it. Tut, there's life in*t, man. 

SirAnd^ V\\ flay a month longer. I am a fellow o* 
th'ftrangeft mind i'th' world: I delight in masks and 
revels fometimes altogether. 
Sir To. Art thou good atihcfe kick-fliaws. Knight? 
Sir And. As any man in Elyria^ whatlbevcr he be, 
under the degree of my betters 5 * and yet I will not 
compare with an old man. 
Sir To. What is thy excellence in agalliard. Knight? 
Sir And. Faith, I can cut a caper. 
Sir To. And I can cut the mutton to*t, 

7 tbtm/eefit it wi/l mtcooh ur nature J] Wc Ihould read, it 
wilitut CURL BY natun. The joke is evident. 

% and yet I 'will not compare njoiih an old man.'\ This is intended 
as a j^tiffe on that common vanity of old men, in preferring their 
nwii timesj an4 th^ P^ generation, to the prefent. 

Sir 
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Sir And. And, I thmk, 1 have the badc-ti^iGk, fim- 
ply as ftroBg as any man in Sfyria. 

Sir To. Wherefore are thefe things hjki j wheveftNtt 
bavQ chefe gifts a curtain before them? are they likd 
ta take daft, like miftreis MaWs piAufe i "suhy doft 
thou not go to church in a gallianl) and come hom^ 
in a coranto ? my very walk fteuld be a jig ! I would 
not fo much as make water, but i|i a fink-a-paee : 
what doll thou mean ? is it a world^to hide virtuyes in i 
1 did think, by the excellent eonAitutioft of tky leg, ic 
was form'd under the ftar of a galliard. 

Sir And. Ay, 'tis ftr^^ng, and it does indifl^ent 
well in flame-colouf *d ftoekii^. Shall we fet about 
feme revels ? 

Sir Ito. What fliall we do dfe ? were we not born 
under I'aurus f 

Sir And. Taurus 9 that's (ides and heart. 

Sir to. No, Sir, it is legs and thighs. Letnael^ 
ihee caper $ ha! higher: ha, ha !*-~-— <e3fieelleiit. 

[Esttunt. 

SCENE V. 

Changes to the Palace. 

Enter Valentine, and Vk>Ia in manU attire. 

f^al. T Fthe Duke continue thefe favours towards you, 
A Cefario^ you are like to be much advanced 5 
he hath known you but three days, and already you 
are no ftranger. 

Vio. You ekher fear his humour, or my negligence^ 
that you call in queftion the continuance of his love. 
Is he inconftant. Sir, in bis favQurs ? 

Val No, believe me. 

Enter Duke, Curio, and Attendants. 

Vio. I thank you : here comes the Duke. •» 

Duke. Who few Cefario^ hoa ? 

yio. 
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yio. On your attendance, my Lord, here. 
Duke. Stand you a^whifc aloof.— -^<^iV, 
Thou know'f): no lefs, but all : I have unclafpM 
To thee the tx)ok even of my fecret fouh 
Therefore, good youth, addrefs thy gate unto her ^ 
Be not deny'd acceis, ftand at her doors. 
And tell them» there thy fixed foot fhallgrov, 
'TiU thou have audience. 

Fia. Sure, my noble Lord, 
If (he be fo abandon'd to her fonow 
As it is ipoke, Ihe never will admit me. 

Duke. Be clamorous, and leap all civil bounds. 
Rather than make unproficed return. 
J^w. Say, I do fpcak with her, my Lord ; what then? 
Duke. 0» then, unfold the pafiion of my love. 
Surprize her with difcourfe of my dear faith i 
It (hall become thee well to a£t my woes i 
She will attend it better in thy youth. 
Than in a Nuncio of more grave afped:. 
Via. I think not fo, my Lord. 
Duke. Dear lad, believe it : 
For they ihall yet belie thy happy years, 
That &y, thou art a man : Diana*s lip 
Is not more fmooth and rubious ; thy fmall pipe 
Is as the maiden's organ, flirill, and found. 
And all is femblative a woman's part. 
I know, thy Conftellation is right apt 
For this affair : fbme four or five attend him i 
All, if you will | for I my fclf am beft 
When lead in company. Profper well in this. 
And thou (halt live as freely as thy Lord, 
To call his fortunes thine. 

Fh. Vn do my beft 
To woo your Lady -, yet, a barrful ftrife ! 
Wh©^*er I woo, my fclf would be his wife. [Exeunti 
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SCENE VI. 

Changes to Olivia'j Houfe. 

Enter Maria and Clown. 
Mar. 1^ A Y, either tell me where thou haft been, 
JlN or I will not open my lips fo wide as a 
brittle may enter, in way of thy excufe 5 my Lady 
will hang thee for thy abfence. 

Clo. Let her hang me ; he, that is well hang*d \n 
this world, needs fear no colours. 

Mar. Make That good. 

Qo. He fliall fee none to fear. 

Mar. A good lentcn anfwer : I can tell thee where 
that faying was born, of, I fear no colours. 

Clo. Where, good miftrefs Mary ? • 

Mar. In the wars % and that may you be bold to fay 
in you foolery. 

Clo. Well, God give them wifdom that have it; and 
chofe that are fools, let them ufe their talents. 

Mar. Yet you will be hang'd for being fo long ab- 
ient, or be turned away ; is not that as good as a 
hanging to you ? 

Clo. Marry, a good hanging prevents a bad mar- 
riage ; and for turning away, let fummer bear it out. 

Mar. You are refolute then ? 

Oo. Not fo neither, but I am refolv'd on two 
points. 

Mar. That if one break, the other will hold; or, 
if Both break, your easkins fall. 

Qo. Apr, in good faith ; very apt : well, go thy 
way, if Sir ^ohy would leave drinking, thou wert as 
witty a piece of JE'Z^^^sflelh as any in Illyria. 
, JSkar. P^ace, you rogue, no mor^e o* that . here 
comes my Lady ; make your excufe wifely, you were 
beft. [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 
Enier Olivia^ and Malvolio, 

Qo. Wit, and*t be thy will, put me into a good 
fooling ! thofe wits, that think they have thee, do 
very oft prove fools j and I, that am fure I lack 
thee, may pafs for a wife man. For what lays ^- 
napabis^ Better be a witty fool thanafoolifh wit. God 
blclsthee. Lady! 

Oli. Take the fool away. 

Oli. uo CO, y arc a ary rooi j iJi no more ot you : 
belides, you grow diflioneft. 

Ch. Two faults, Madona^ that drink and good 
counfel will amend 5 for give the dry fool drink, then 
is the fool not dry : Bid the dilhoneft man mend him- 
felf ; if he mend, he is no longer diftioneft ; if he can- 
not, let the botcher mend him. Any thing, that's 
mended, is but patch'd ; virtue, that tranfgreiles, is 
but patchM with fin ; and fin, that amends, is but 
patched with virtue. If that this*fimple fyllogifm will 
ferve, fo 5 if it will not, what remedy? as there is no 
true cuckold but calamity, fo beauty's a flower : tfap 
Lady bad take away the fool, therefore, I fay again, 
take her away. 

on. Sir, I bad them take away you. 

Ch. Mifprifion in the higheft degree. — Lady, Ck- 
€ullus mnfacit monachum ; that's as much as to fay, I 
wear not motley in my brain : good Madona^ give mc 
leave to prove you a fool. 

Oli. Can you do it ? 

Clo. Dexteroufly, good Madona. 

Oli. Make your proof. 

Ch. I muft catechize you for it, Madona i good mjT 
moof^ of virtue, anfwerme. 

on. Well, Sir, for want Dfpthcridlencfi, PHbidt 
yoiir proof. 

Vol. in. K Ch. 
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Cb. Good Madonoj why moorn'ft thou ? 

Olu Good fool, for my brother's death. 

Clo. I think, his foul is in hell, Madona. 

OIL I know, his foul is in heaven, fool. 

Clo. The more fool you, Madona^ to mourn for 
your brother's foul being in heav'n : take away the 
fool. Gentlemen. 

OH. What think you of this fool, MahoHo^ doth 
he not mend ? 

Mai. Yes, and (hall do, 'till the pangs of death 
ihake him. Infirmity, th^ decays the wife, doth ever 
make better the fool, 

Clo. God fend you. Sir, a fpeedy infirmity, for the 
better increafing your folly ! Sir Toby will be fworn^ 
that I am no fox i but he will not pafs his word for 
two pence, that you are no fool. 

OH. How fay you to that, Malvolio ? 

Mai. r marvel, your Lady fhip takes delight in fuch 
a barren rafcal ; I faw him put down the other day 
with an ordinary fool, that hias no more brain than a 
fione. Look you now, he's out of his guard already ; 
unlefs you laugh and minifter occaiion to him, he is 
g%g*c]. 1 protefl, I take thefe wife men^ that crow 
fo at thefe (et kind of fools^ no better than the fooh' 
Zanies. 

Olu O, you are fick of felf-love, MalvoUo^ and taffe 
with a diflemper'd appetite. To be generous, guiltlefs, 
and of free difpofition, is to take thofe things for bird* 
bolts that you deem cannon*bullets : there is no (lander 
fn an alfow'd fool, though he do nothing but rail ; nor 
no railing in a known difcreet roan, though he do no- 
thing but reprove. 

C/o. 9 Now Mercury indue thec with pleafing, for 
thou fpeak*ft well of fools ! 

Enter 

• 9 Mm; Mcrcray inJue theewtb tt Attn a, fir ihu^enfJfnveU 
^ fools /] This is a ilupid blandei'. We ihould read, wM vlk as* 
mc, i. g. with eloqaence^ make thee a gracious ud eowcrful 

fpeaker^ 
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EnSer Mafia. 

Af^. Madam, there is at the gate a young Oentle* 
than, much defires to fpeak wfth you. 

OH. From the Count Orfino^ is it ? 

Mar. \ know not^ Madam, *tk a fair young MaHf 
and well attended. 

OU. Who of my people hold him in delay ? 

Mar. Sir tohy^ Madam, your Uncle. 

OU. Fetch him off, I pray you, he fpeaks notliing 
but madman : fie on him \ Go you, Malvolio ; if it 
be a fuit from the Count, I am fick, or not at home: 
What you will, to difmifs it. {ExU Malvolio J Now 
you lee» Sir, how your fooling grows old, and people 
dinikc it 

Clo. Thou haft fpoke for us, Madona^ as if thy- 
ddeft Son fhould be a fool : whofe fcull Jove cram 
wiA brains, for here comes on€ of thy Kin has a 
ihSff weak Pia MaUr I — — 

SCENE VIII. 

Efdif Sir Toby. 

O^. By mtntf horiour, half drunk. What if he at 
the gate, Uhtfle.^ 
SifT&. A Gentleman*. 
Olu A Genttemartf what Oentkmah ? 

fpeaker, for Mercury was the God of orators as well as cheats. But 
ihe firft Editors* wh6 did riot underlland the phi'afe^ hduis thee 
^vitb pleafiig4 mode this fbolifli corre6tion; more excufablli; how- 
ever^ than the kit Editor^s, who» when this emendation was* pointed 
OQt to him, would make one of his own ; and fo in his Oxford 
edition, reads, *with LEAaNiHO ; without troubling himfelf to &- 
tisiy the reader how the firll editor fhould blunder in a word fo 
ca^'^cd be underftood as tearnit^^ tho* they well might iii the woid 
fUafng^ as it is ufed in this place. 

K « Svf, 
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Sir to. ' 'Tis a Gentlcman-hcir,—— A plague o* 
thefe pickle herring! how now^ fot? 

do. Good Sir Tbiy,—— 

OH. Uncle, Uncle, how have you come fo early 
by this lethargy ? 

Sir To. Letchery ! I dcfic letchery : there's one at 
the gate. 

Oli, Ay, marry, what is he ? 

Sir To. Let him be the devil and he will, I care 
not : give me faith, fay I. Well, it's all one, [Exif. 

on. What's a drunken man like, fool ? 

Cb. Like a drown'd man, a fool, and a madman : 
one draught above heat makes him a fool ; the fecond 
mads him ; and a third drowns him. 

Oli. Go thou and (eek the Coroner, and let him fit 
o' my Uncle ; for he's in the third degree of drink ; 
he's drown'd ; go, look after him. 

Qo. He is but mad yet, Madona^ and the fool (hall 
look to the madman. {Eicit Clown, 

Enter Malvolio: 

Mdl. Madam, yond young Fellow fwears he will 
fpeak with you. I told him, you were fick ; he takes 
on him to underftand fo much, and therefore comes 
to fpeak with you. I told him you were afleepi he 
feems to have a fore-knowledge of that too, and there* 
fore comes to fpeak with you. What is to be laid to 
him. Lady ? he's fortified againll any denial. 

Oli. Tell him, he (hall not fpeak with me. 

1 Tis a gentleman. Here*—] He had before faid it wis. a 
gentleman. He was asked what gentleman? and he makes this 
reply i which, it is plain, is corrupt, and fhould be tead dias» 

*Tts a GentUman-H Bin, 
9. /. fome lady^s ddeft fon jufi come out of the nnrfery ; for this 
was the appearance Fie/a made in mens clothes. See the chara6ler 
MalvfJio draws of him prefently after. 

Mah 
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Mai. He has been told fo ; and he fays, he'U * ftand 
at your door like a Sheriff's poft, and be the iiip- 
porter to a bench, but he'll ipcak with you. 

OH. What kind o'man is he? 

MdL Why, of mankind. 

OH. What manner of man ? 

Mai. Of very ill manners; he*ll Ipeak with you> 
will you or no. 

OIL Of what perfonage and years is he ? 

Mai. Not yet old enough for a man, nor youne 
enough for a lx>y ; as a fquafh is before 'tis a peafcod, 
or a codling when 'tis almofl: an apple: 'tis with him 
10 ftandin^ water, between boy and man. He is very 
well-favour'd, and he fpeaks very ihrewifhly; one 
would think, his mother's milk were fcarce out of 
hitn. 

OH. Jjct him approach : call in my Gentlewoman. 

Mai. Gentlewoman, my Lady calls. [£;rir* 

SCENE IX. 

Enter Maria. 

0//. Give me mv veil : come, throw it o'er my feces 
We'll once more near Orjsno's embafly. 

Enter Viola. 

Via. The honourable Lady of the houfe^ which 
kfhtf 

2 ftand at j4ur ioor like a Sheriff* s feft^ It was the caftom fbr 
that officer to have higsfofis fet up at his door, as an indicatioii of 
hia oflice. The origiooi of which was, that the King's procla-* 
stations, and other publick ads, might be affixed thereon by way 
of publication. So J^hnfint Every man out of bh hummr* 

tut off 

*To tbi Lord Cbaneei&rs iombf or tbeShmts pofts. 
So again in the old play called Lingua, 

1mw4 h bow H bicom a Jturkt-gtfwn; hatb bi a fair tffr^ 
Yilhatbisioorf 

K 3 0/ij 
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0^. }?pejik to mc, I flj^lji ^nfwftr fojr feer: y^ur 

^. Moft radiant, e^qu^fitc, a^d pntp^tchgiplg 
Beauty—^ — I pray you, tejl me, if this fee the JLady 
of the hogfe, tor I never faw her. I y/oqW he Ipth 
' to caft away my fpecch ; for, beMcs that it is exped- 
iently )vcll pennfdp I have taken great p^in^ to (Con it, 
<5ood Beauties, let me fuftain no fcorn | ' I ^p^^ very 
comptiblc, even to the Icaft finifter gfage. 

Oil Whence came yog. Sir? 

Pto. I can fay J itde more than I have ftijdied, ^13^ 
that C^eftiop's out of my Part, Good eentle Qac, 
give me modeft affurance, if you be the iTji.dy pf tb^ 
Koufe, fljat I m^y proceed in my fpecch. 
^ OIL Are you a Comcdigji? 

Pio. No, hy profound heart ; and yet, by the y.er y 
fangs of maJijce, I fwear, I z^\ not th^t I pi^y. Are 
you t|ic Lady of the houfe? 
' 0/1. If I do not ufurp myfelf, I am. 

Fio, Moft certain, if you are ihei you do ufurp 
yourfelf ; for what is yours to Beftow, is not yours to 
refervc ; but this is frorp my C.ommiflion. I will on 
with my fpcech in your pralfe, ^nd then Ibew yog the 
jhf arf of 9jy fpe(i^e. 

\ OH. Comej© w\m i§ impomnt in't : I forgive y«j 
the praife. 

Fio, AJ4S, I took great pains to-ftudy it, and 'ti^ 

OH. |t is the more lil^e to be feign'd. I pr^y ycH«» 
kea> it in. I hie?ir4 ypq wgrc fawpy $t fpy gates j and 
|>npij^?il ypur apprpaph, r«ter to wonder u you than 
4o Mar you, If ypp be not mad, be gone 5 if yoq 
^v^ reafon, be brief: ftis not that time of the moop 
with me, tP rnake one in fo skipping 4 dialogue. 

M0r, \!^jjl yp« hoift feil, Sir, fecr^ Jies your way, 

3 fimwHymffiiM ^p»(tlbk for ntHy tp a^ to account. 



Digitized 



by Google 



what yM "will. i^c 



Fio. No» S^ fwabber, I am to hull here a little 
longer. Some mollification for your Giant, fweec 
Lady. 

* Oli. Tell me your mind. 

Vio. I am a mcffenger. 

OIL Sure^ you have fome hideous matter to deliver, 
when the courtefie of it is fo fearful. Speak your 
office. 

Vio. It alone concerns your ear. I bring no over- 
ture of war, no taxation of homage; I hold the 
olive in my hand : my words are as full of peace as 
matter. 

Oli. Yet you began rudely. What are you ? , what 
would you ? 

Fio. The rudenefs, that hath appeared in me, have 
I learned from my entertainment. What I am, and 
what I would, are as fecret as maiden-head ; to your 
cars, divinity ; to any other's, prophanation. 

Oli. Give us the place alone. [Exit Maria.] Wc 
will hear this divinity. Now, Sir, what is your text? 

Via. Moft fweet Lady,-— ^ 

Oli. A comfortable doctrine, and much may be 
laid of it. Where lies your text ? 

Fto. In OrJm(f% bofom. 

Oli. In his bofom? in what chapter of his bofom? 

Fio. To anfwer by the method, in the firft of hit 
heart. 

OVi. O, I have read it \ it is herefie^ Have yoo 
no more to fay ? . 

^ Vio. — tell me your mind, I am a puj/enger.1 Thcfe WOldt 
moft be divided between the two fpeakers thus^ 

Oli. %ll mi your mind. 

Vio. I am a mejfengir. 
Viola growing troublefome, Olivia woald difmifs her, and therefbie 
cats her fiiort with this command. Till me your mind. The other 
taking advantage of the ambiguity of the word mind^ which fig- 
nifies either bujmefs or inclinationsy replies as if ihe had ufed it ill 
the latter fenfe, I am a mejfenger. 

K 4 FiQ. 
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yio. Good Madam, let me fee your face. 

OIL Have you any commiflion from your Lord to 
negotiate with my face ? you are now out of yoiir 
text ; but we will draw the curtain, and (hew you the 
pidture. * Look you. Sir, fuch a one I wear this prc- 
fcnt : is't not well done ? [Unveiling. 

Vio. Excellently done, if God did all. 

OH. 'Tis in grain, Sirj 'twill endure 'wind and 
weather. 

Vio: *Tis Beauty truly blent, whofe red and white 
Nature's own fweet and cunning hand laid on : 
Lady, you are the crueirft She alive. 
If you will lead thefe graces to the Grave, 
And leave the world no copy. 

OH. O, Sir, I will not be fo hard-hearted : I will 
give out diverfe fchedules of my beauty. It (hall be 
inventoried, and every particle and utenfil labelled to 
my will. As, Itetn^ two lips indifferent red. Item^ 
two gray eyes, with lids to them. Item, one neck, 
lone chin, and fo forth. Were you fent hither to praife 
me ? 

Vio. I fee you, what you are ; you are too proud 5 
But if you were the Devil, you are fair. 
My Lord and Matter loves you : O, fuch love 
Could be but recompens*d, tho* you were crowned 
The Non-pafeil of Beauty ! 

OH. How docs he love me ? 

Vio. With adorations, with fertil? tears, 

5 lookyouj Sir f fuch a one Iwsifi this frefeni: is't not luellJoni /J 
This is nonfenfe ; we (hould read Iivear: The corre^ion, 1 think* 
clears all up, and gives the expreffion an Air of Gallantry. Fiota 
prefles to fee 0/Ma*s face ; the other at length pulls off her veil, 
arid fays, ivf mjilidranA) the curtain endJhetJDyou the pidlurc. I wear 
this complexion to-day, I may wear another to-morrow ; jocularly 
intimating, that (he painted. The other, vcxt at the jcft, fays; 
Excellently done, if God did all. Perhaps it m^y be true what yoo 
fay in jeft, oiherwifc 'lis an excellent face. ^Th ingrain^ &c. re- 
plies Oliuia. 

With 
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With groans that thunder love, with fighs of fire. 

OH. Your Lord does know my inind, I cannoc 
love him ; 
Yet I fiippofe him virtuous, know him noble. 
Of great eftate, of frefli and ftainlels yoiith ; 
In voices well divulged ; free, learn'd, and valiant i 
And indimenfion, and the fliape of nature, 
A gracious peribn ; but yet I cannot love him : 
He might have took his anfwer long ago. 

Vio. If I did love you in my matter's flame. 
With fuch a fufF'ring, fuch a deadly life. 
In your denial I would find no fenfe: 
I would not underftand it. 

OIL Why, what would you do? 

Fio. Make me a willow cabin at your gate. 
And call upon my foul within the houle s 
Write loyal canto's of contemned love. 
And ling them loud eytn in the dead of night: 
Hollow your name to the reverberate hills. 
And make the babling gofiip of the air 
Cry out, Okvia! O, you (hould not reft 
Between the elements of air and earth, 
But you fhould pity me. 

Oil. You might do much : 
What is your. parentage? 

Vio. Above my fortunes, yet my ftate is well; 
I am a gentleman. 

Olu Get you to your Lord ; 
I cannot love him : let him fend no more ^ 
Unleis, perchance, you come to me again. 
To tell me how ^ takes it ; fare you well : 
I thank you for your pains ; fpend this for me, 

Vio. I an) no fee*d poft, lady ; keep your purfe: 
My mafter, not myfelr, lacks r^compence. 
Love make his heart of flint, that you fliall love. 
And let your fervour, like my matter's, be 
l^lac'd in contempt! farewel, fair cruelty. {Eicit. 
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0$. Wh9t k yopr pofcnoge; 
^iw* my/ortunespya myftai^ h wff :*^^ 
I am a gentleman — PJl be fworn thou urt^ 
Thy tongycy tby face, tby lkpl>3, 9i9:ioa(S9 and fpirtr. 
Do give thee five-6)I4 b]a2Q9--^nat too h^^-^fokl 

ioft! 
Unlefs the irofter ww'e the nun, — «« How now ? 
Even fo ^ivckly m^y one c»tch the pbgue ? 
Methinks, I fe^l thi^ youth's perfcdion$, 
With an iiivifible and iubtile ftealth^ 
To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let ]t be*-**^ 
What ho, Malviflio^ » »' » ^^ " 

M^ier Malvolio. 

Md. Here^ Madam, at your bxvlct. 

OR. Run 9^13^ that fame poeviflb meflenger. 
The Duke's man v he left tbi« ring behind him. 
Would I, or not: tell him, Til none of it. 
Defire him not tP flatter with hi$ Lord, 
Nor hold him up with hopes *, I am not for him: 
If that the youth will come this way to«'moriow, 
PU give him reafons for*t* Hye thee, MalvoUo. 

MaU Madam, I will. \E9Ai. 

OIL I do, I know not what ; and fear to find 
Mine eve too great a flatterer for my mind : 
Fatf, mew thy force } ourlelves we do not owe ; 
What is decreed, muft be ; and be this fo ! (Exii. 




ACT 
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A C T JI. S C ]E N E X 

fbfi Stueet, 

Antonio. 

WILL you ftay no longer? nor will you no^ 
that I go with you ? 

Seh. By your patience, no : my ftars (hinc darkly 
over me 5 the mah'gnancy of tpy fate might, perh^ps^ 
diftemper yours; therefore I fhall crave of you your 
le^ve, that I may bear my evils alone. Jt were a t>a4 
recompeace for your love, jto jay any of thcnj on 
you. 

/inf. Let me yet know of you, whifhcr you v^ 
bound. 

Sfb. No, fppth, $ir ; my determinate voyage is 
mecr extravagancy : but I perceive in you lb excellent 
a touch of modefty, that you will not extort from 
me what I am willing to keep in ; therefore it charge 
me in manners the rather to exprefs myfelf : you muft 
know of me then, Antonio^ my name is Seiaftiani 
which I Qird Rpj^origo ; my lather w;is th^t Sipaftian 
of Meffaliney whom, I know, you have heard of Ji^ 
left behind him, n^yfelf, and ^ fii^er, both born in 
one hour; if the heavens had |>een plea3'd, woqld w? 
had fo ended I but voi]. Sir, alter'q that ; for^ fome 
hour before you took me froip the bre^^h of (be fe9| 
y^s noy. fitter drown'd, 

jfnf. Alas, th^day! 

Seb. A iMVi ®^ Ao' It was fejd fh? much re- 
fembled me, was yet of many accounted beautiful ; but 
tho' I could not ' [with fqcn ^ftimable wonderj over- 
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far bdicve (hat^ yet thus far I will boldly publilhTier, 
ihe bore a mind that envy could not but call fkirz 
fhe is drowned already. Sir, with fait water, tho' I 
feem to drown her remembrance again with more. 

^t. Pardon me. Sir, your bad entertainment. 

Seb. O good Antomo^ forgive me your trouble. 

jinu If you will not murther me for my love, lee 
me be yourfervant. 

$f!i. If you will not tfndo wh^t you have done, 
that is, kill him whom yoju have r^covet^d, defire it 
not Fare ye well at once ^ my bofom i$ full of 
kindnefs, and I am yet fo near the manners of my 
mother, that upon the le^ft occafion more, mine eyes 
will jtell tales of me: I am bound to th^ Duke Or* 
fiffo*^ coMXt'y farewel. {Exit. 

Ant. The gentlenefs of all the Gods go with thee ! 
I have made enemies in Orfintf^ court, 
Elfe would I very (hortly lee thee there : 
3ut come what may, I do adore thee fb. 
The danger ihall feem fport, and I will go. \E9AU 

SCENE IL 

l^nier Viola and Ma,Ivolio, at fever al dotntsi 

Mai. "Were not you e'en now with the Countels 
qihia? 

Vto. Even now. Sir; on a moderate pace I have 
fince arrived but hither. 

Mai. She returns this ring to you, Sir; you might 
have favcd me my pains, to have taken it away your 
felf She adds moreover, that you ihould put your 
Lord into ^ defperate Afliifance, flie will none of 
liim. And one thing more, that you be pever fp 
hardy to come again in his affairs, unJefs it be to re- 
port your Lord's taking of this: receive it (b. 

^f^.Shetook theringof me, I'll none of it. 

Mai. 
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MaL Come, Sir, you pecvifhly threw it to her, 
and her will is, it ihould be fo recurn'd: if it be 
worth (looping for, there it lyes in your eye; if not, 
be it his that ^nds it. [Exii. 

f^io. I left no ring with her ; what means this Lady I 
Fortune forbid, my outfide have not charmed her! 
She made good view of me ; indeed, fo much. 
That, fare, methought * her eyes had croft her tongue; 
For die did fpeak in ftarts diftradtedly : 
She loves me, fure ; the cunning of her paflTion 
Invites me in this churlifti meflenger. 
None of my Lord's ring ; why, be fcnt her none. 
I-am the man — If it be fo, (as, 'tis;) 
Poor Lady, (he were better love a dream. 
Difguife, I fee, thou art a wickednefs, 
Whererein the pregnant enemy does much. 
How eafie is it, for the proper falfe 
In women's waxen hearts to fet their forms ! 
Alas, our fraiky is the caufe, not we. 
For (ueh as^we^re made, if fuch we be. 
How will this fadge? my mafter loves her dearly. 
And I, poor monfter, fond as much on him ; 
And Ihe, miftaken, feems to dote on me. 
What will become of this ? as I am man. 
My ftate is delperate for my mafter's love i 
As I am wonfian, (now, alas the day ! ) 
What thriftlefs fighs fhall poor Olma breathe? 
O time, thou muft untangle this, not I \ 
It is too hard a knot for me t' unty. {Exit. 

2 bir eytt had lost her tongue i\ This is. nonfenie: . 

we ihould read, 

' her eyes had c ros t her iomti ; 

Alluding to the nodon of the &fcination of the eyes ; the eflfcds of 
which were called croUini. 
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SCENE m. 

Changes to Olivia'j Houfe. 

Emef Sit Tobjr, and Sir Amlrei;^. 

Sir To\ A Pproachy SirjInA'iW : not to be a-bed af- 
jL\ ter midnight, is to be up betimes' ; ami 
DilucHlo Jurgere^ thouknow*ft,— 

Sir Ani. Nay, by my troth, I know not : but I 
know, to be up late, is to be up late. 

Sir To, A falfe conclufion : I hate it, as an unfiird 
can ; to be UD after midnight, and to go to bed then, 
is early ; fo tnat to gp to bed after midnight, i^ to go 
bed betimes. Does not our life confift of the four ele- 
ments ? 

Sir And. 'Faith, fo they fay \ but, ^ I thinks k ra- 
ther confiils of eating and drinking. 

Sir to. Th'art a fcholar, let us therefore eat and 
drink. Maria 1 1 fay I — a (loop of winOi 

Erair Clown. 

Sir And. Here c<>tttes the fool, i'fetth. 

C&. How now, rtjf hearts ? did pu never fee die 
pidure of we three ? 

Sir To. Welcome, afsr, now lefs have a Catch. 

Sir And. By my troth, the fool hasan excellent breall. 
I had rather dian forty ^billings I had fuch a leg, and 
fb fweet a breath to fing, as the fool has. In feoth, thoa 
waft in very gracious fooling laft night, when thou 
fook'ft of Pigr^fomitus^ of the Vapans paffing the 
EquinoAial of ^eubtts : 'twas very good, i'faith : I 
lent thee fix-pence for thy Lemon, hadft it? 

3 I thinks it rathir cmfifis pf iating and irtnidng.'\ A ridicule 
pn the medical theory of that time, which fappofed health to con- 
fifl in the juft temperament and balance of thefe elements in the 
(luman frame. 

Oo. 
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Clo. 1 drd imperioos tSxj gradltitv; fotMahoVto^n 
mlt IS no whipOrodk. My Lady nas a white hand, 
and the Myrmidbns are no botele-ale honfes. 

Sir And. Estcellent: why, thi^ i^ the bdft fooljing, 
when all is done. Now, a Song. 

^xr Ta. Come on, chcit^s Si:t-pencc for you. Let's 
have a Song. 

Sir And. There*3 a reftril of me too 5 if one Knight 
pvea— 

Ch. Woutd yoti have a Love-fong, or a Song of 
good life ? 

Sirfo. ALove-fong, aLovc-fong; 

jVf And. Ay, ^, fcare not for good fife. 
Clown fings. 

mifirefs mm^ ^bire are you roaming f 

Oft ay and bear y your true Itfois comings 
fbat canfing both high and low. 

Trip no further^ pretty Jweeting % 

Journ^s end in kroer? meetings 
Every wife man's fon dotb know^ 

SirMd. Excellent good, i^faith ! 

Sitfo. Good, good. 
Clo. What is love f *tis not hereafter : 
Prefent mirth bath prefent iat^bter : 
Whafs to come^ isftill unfiire ; 

* In decay there lyes no plenty : 

Then come kifs me^ fweet^ and twenty : 
Ttmtbfs aft^ will mi endurt. 

Sir Ata. A melKfloous voice, as I am a trw Knigh(« 

Sir To. A contagious breath. 

Sir And. Very iwcet and contagious, i'&ith. 

4 h At\zY then lies tu pUmiy :'\ This is a proverbial fityiog 
corrupted ; and (hould be read thus. 
In o£CAY there iies no fien^, 
A reproof of avarice, which ibres up perifliable fruits till they /r« 
<?• To theft fruits the Poet, humoroufly, cojoipaies youth or 
^im^i which, he iays, is ifiuff^ill mttndnn. 

Sir 
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Sir To. To hear by the nofe» it is dulcet in conta- 
gion. But ihall we make the welkin dance, indeed ? 
Shall we rouze the night-owl in a catch, that will 
< draw three fouls out of one weaver ? fhall we do 
that ? \ 

Sir And. An you love me, let's do't : I am a dog 
at a catch. 

Clo. By'r Lady, Sir, and fome dogs will catch well. 

Sir And. Moft certain P let our catch be, Thou knave. 

Oo. Hold thy peace, tbou knave^ Knight. I (hall be 
conftrain'd in't, to call thee knave. Knight. 

Sir And. 'Tis not the firft time I have conftrain'd 
one to call me knave. Begin, fool; it begins. Hold 
thy peace. 

Clo. I (hall never begin, if I hold my peace. 

Sir And. Good, iTaith: come, begin. 

iTbey/ing a catch. 

$ draw thru /cuts out of one weaver f ] Gar Author reprefents 
weavers as n^uch given (o harmony in his time. I have ihewn the 
caufeofitdfcwhere. This expreilion of the power of mufick^ is 
^miliar with our Author. Mucl^ ado about mthit^. Now it is 
foul rannfbed. Is it not ftrange that Sheef s-gutsjhould bale fouls out 
of mens bodies? — Why, he fays, three fouls^ is, becaufe he is fpeak- 
ing of a catch in three parts. And the peripatetic philofophy, thea 
in vogue, very liberally gave tvety man three ibuls. Th& vegetative 
or plaftic^ the animal^ and the rational. To this, too, yobnfon 
alludes, in his Poets^er i What, willlturnjharke upon wf friends ? 
or ay friends finends ? 1 [corn it with with my three fouls. By the 
mention of thefe three ^ tnerefore, we may fuppoie it was Shake- 
Jpear'i purpofe, to hint to us thofe furprifing efieds of muiick, 
which the antients fpeak of. VS^hen they tell us of Jn^iom^ who 
moved ftones and trees i Orpheus and Arion, who tamed fantago 
heaflst AndTimotheus, who governed, as he pleafed, ibtpaj^ons of 
his human auditors. So noble an obfervatioa hi^ oar Author con- 
veyed in the ribaldry of this bufibon charader. 
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SCENE IV. 
EnUr Maria. 

Mar. What a catterwauling do you keep here? if 
my Lady have not call'd up her fteward, MaholiOf 
and bid him turn you out of doors, never trufl: me/ 

Sir To. My Lady^s a Caiayan^ we are politicians, 
M^olio^szPeg-^O'Ramfey^ and Ti&r^^ merry men be we. 
Am not I oonunguinious ? am I not of her blood i 
tiUy valley^ Lady ! there dwelt a man in Babylon, La^ 
ij. Lady. [Singif^. 

Clo. Beihrew me, the Knight's in admirable fooling. 

Sir And. Ay, he docs well enough if he be difpos'd, 
and fo do I too : he does it with a better grace, but I 
do it more natural. 

Sir To. O, the twelfth day of Dcccmher^-^lSi^ng. 

Mar. For the love o'God, peace. 

Enter Malvolio. 

Mai. My matters, are you mad? or what are you ? 
have you no wit, manners, norhonefty, but to gabble 
like tinkers at this time of night ? do ye make an ale* 
houfe of my Lady's houfe, that ye fqueak out your 
^cottiers catches without any mitigation or reniorfe of 
voice ? is there no refped; of place, perfbns, nor ume 
h you ? 

Sir To. We did keep time. Sir, in our catches. Sneck 
up !— [Hiccoughs. 

Mai. Sr Tohy^ I mu(t be round with you. My La* . 
dy bade me tell you, that tho' (he harbours you as her 
Uncle, (he's nothing ally'd to your diforders. If you 
can leparate your felf and your miidemeanors, you are 
welcome to the Houfe: if not, an it would pleafe yott 

6 coziers eatcbe$l Cottiers. Ruftick, riiwypift. 

Vol-, llh L » 
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to take leave of her, fhe is very willing to bid you 
farcweK . 

Sir to. Farewdj dear hearty fmce I muft needs he 
gone. 

.^ 4f^/. Nay, good Sir tofy. 
* Ch. His eyes dojbert^ bis d/ys are almofi dove. 

Mai. Is*tevcn lo? 

Sir to. But I will never die. 
« Clo. Sir Toby^ there you lie. 

Mdl. This is much credit to you. 
' Sir to. Shall I bid him go? [Singimr. 

' Go. What^ an if you do ? 

Sir to. Shall I bid. him goy and ff are not? 

Clo. O no J noj no^ you dare not. 

Sir to. Out o'tinae. Sir, ye lie : art thou any more 
than afteward I doft thou think, becaufe thou art vir- 
tuous, there ih^ll be uo mote cakes and ale? 

Xk. Yes, by Saint Anne \ and ginger (hall be hot 
?th* mouth too. 

Sir to. Thou'rt i'di' right.. Go, Sir, rub your 
chain with crums. ' A (loop of wine, Mariair^ 
^ Mai. Miftrefs Afory, if you priz'd my Lady'Ss fa- 
vour at any thing more than contempt, you would not 
give means for thii& uncivil rule; Ihe fhaH know of it^ 
by this hand. [Exit. 

Abr. Go ihake your ears. 
. Sir And. 'Twere as good a deed as to drink when a 
man's a hungry, to challenge him to the fields ajid 
dien to break promiib with him, and make a fool 

Sir to. Do't, Knight, ril write thee a challenge : or 
TfW deliver thy indignation to him by word of mouth, 
• Mar. SyfettSirtpby^ be patient for to night ; fince 
Ae youth of the Duke's was to day with my Lady, 
ttHQh WMJch out of quiet. For Monfieur MalvolsOj let 
xnc alone with him : if I do not gull him into a nay« 
word, and make him a common recreation, do not 
'. , n^. think. 
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ihiok, 1 haVe wit enough to Jie ftraight in my bed : 
I know, I can do it* 

Sit To. Polfefs us, poflefs us, tell us f jmeihing of 
him. 

Afof k Marry^ Sir, fomctimes he is a kind of a Pu* 
ritan. 

Sir And. O, if I thought that, Pd beat him like t 
doff. 

Sir To. What, for being a Puritan? thy cxquifite 
reafon, dear Knight. 

Sir And. I have no exquifite reafon for*t, but I have 
reafon good enough. 

Mar. The devil a Puritan that he is, or any thing 
conftantly but a time-pleafer ; ^ an afFedion'd afs, that 
cons ftate. without book, and utters it by great fwaths : 
the beft perfuaded of himfelf : fo cram'd, as he thinks, 
with exceHencies, that it is his ground of faith, that ail 
that look on him, love him ; and on that vice in hint 
will my revenge find notable caufe to work. 

Sir to. What wilt thou do ? 

Mar. I will drop In his way fome obfcure epiftlcs 
of love, wherein, by the colour of his beard j the fliape 
of his leg, the manner of his gate, the exprcffure of 
his eye, forehead, and complexion, he (hall find him* 
fclf mod feelingly perfonated. I can write very like 
my Lady your Neice ; oij a forgotten matter wc can 
hardly make diftindion of our hands. 

Sir To. Excellent, I fmell a devicfe. 

Sir And. I have't in my nofe too. 

Sir To. He ihall thibk by the letters, that thou wilt 
drop, that they come from my Neice, and that (he is 
in love with him. 

Mar. Mypurpofeis, indeed, a horfe of that colour. 

Sir And. And your horfe now wouIQ make him 
anais. 

7 ^ afleaioned 40 ] AgtHimii fat fidl of ajfe&tion. 

L a Mar4 
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We men may fay more^ fwear more, butt indeed^ 
Our fhews are more than will ; for ftill we prove 
Much in our vows, but little in our love. 

Duke. But dy'd thy fitter of her love, my boy ? 

yio. ' Vm all the daughters of my fathers' houft^ 
And all the brothers too--and yet I know not-~ 
' Sir, fhalll tothisLady? 

Duke. Ay, that's thetheam. ^ 
To her in hafte ; giye her this jewel : fay. 
My love can give no place, bide no denay. \E»emh 

SCENE VII. 
Changes to Olivia'i Garden. 

Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 

Sir To. /^ O M E thy ways, Signior Fabian. 

V-i Fah. Nay, Til come ; if I lofc a fcru* 
pie of this Iport, let me be boiPdto death with melan^ 
choly. 

Sir To, Would'ft thou not be glad to have the 
niggardly rafcally iheep-biter come by fome notable 
ihame ? 

was fo barren^ and his imagination fb beggarly, thai ke waa not 
able to be at the charge of a monnmcnt for )iift Goddefs* bat left 
her^ like a firoller^ funning herielf upon a heap of iaad. . 

8 Fm aliibi dmhUrs rfmffatbirs* houfi^ 

And Mlltbi br^thrs to o J This was the moil artful aalwer 
that could be given* The qae^n was of fnch a nature, that to 
have declined the appearance of a dired anfWer» mull have xaifed 
fufpidon. This has the appearance of a direQ anfwer, that tht 
Jifiir diedffhir Iwt f die (who paiied for a man) Biymg, fhe was 
all the daughters of her father^s houfe. But the Oxford £ditor, a 
great enemy* as ihould ieem» to all equivocation^ obliges her to 
aniwer thus, 

Shis aii tht daughters (fmf father's houfe, 

Amd lam all thefms But if it fhould be asked now, 

how the Duke came to take thit for an aofwer to his queftion, to 
be fure the Edited ^a tell us, 

Fah* 
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fdb. I would exult, man *, you know, he biowht 
me out of favour with my \mj^ about a bear-baitmg 
here. 

Sir 7i7. To anger him» we'll have the bear again ) 
and we will fool hun black and blue^ iball we not. Sir 
Andrew ? 

Sir 4ad. An we do not, it's picy of our lives. 

Ent^ Maria. 

Sir To, Here comes the little villain : how now, tnj 
netde of India ? 

Mar. Get ye all three into the box-tree ; Malvolio^% 
coming down this walk, he has been yonder i*th' fun 
praftiung behaviour to his own ihadow this half hour* 
Obftrve him, for the love of mockery ; for, I know, 
this Letter will make a contemplative idiot of him. 
Qofe, in the name of jefting ! lye thou there ; for here 
pmes the trout that muft be caught with tickling. 

[^roivs down a letter y and Exit. 

SCENE VIII. 

Enter Malvolio. 

Mai. ^is but ibrtiuie, all is fortune. Maria once 
told me, (he did affeft me ; and I have heard her felf 
come thus near, that fhould fhe fency, it fliould be one 
of my complexion. Befides, fiieuies me with a more 
aaltcd re^fft, than any one elfe that follows her* 
What fiiould I think on*t ? 

Sir To. Here's an over-weaning rogw.* « ■■ ■ 

Fab. O, peace : contemplation makes a rare Tur- 
key-coci: of him % how he jets under his advanced 
pkiQEies! 

Sir And. ^Slife^ I could jb Ibeat the rogue» 

Sir To. Beace, Ifey. 

Jiiat. To be Count M4Jvoii(^^—^ 

Sir 
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Sir To. Ah, rogue! 

Sir And. Rftol him, piftol him. 

Sir^To. Peace, peace. 

Mai. There is example for't : ' the Lady of the 
Trachy married the yeoman of jthc wardrobe. 

Sir And. Fie on him, Jezebel! 

Fab. O, peace, now he's deeply in; look, how 
imagination blows him, 

Mah Having been three months rqarried to her, 
fitting in my ftate . ' . ^m 

' Sir To. O for a ftone-bow, to hit him in the eye !— 

Mai. Calling my officers about me, in my branched 
velvet gown ; having come down from a day-bed, 
where I have left Olivia fleeping. 

Sir To. Fire and brimftone! 

Fab. O, peace, peace. 

Mai. And then to have the humour of ftate 1 anc) 
after a demure travel of regard, telling them, I know 
my place, as I would they fliould do theirs *-*- to ask 
for my uncle Toby^ 

Sir To. Bolts and ihackles ! 

Fab. Oh, peace, pe^ce, pQure; now, now, 

Mai. Seven of my people with an obedient fiart 
make out for him : I frown the while, and, perchance, 
wind up my watch, or play with fome rich jewel, 
Toiy approaches, curtfies there to me. 

Sir To. Shall this Fellow live? 
. Fab, ' Thp'oDr fileoce be drawn frpm us with cares, 
yet, peace. 

Mai. 

9 tbe ladf rftbt Strachy] Wc ihould read 7rachy^ i. <5. Thrmcei 
for fo the old Englifif writers c^led it. Mande^llU Kays, J$ Trachye 
and Macedoigne of the nuhich Alifandre nuas Kyng, It was com- 
mon to ufetheanicle tht before names of places: And this was no 
improper in/bnce, where the fccne was in Ilfyria* 

I 7hP onrfiUnce be dranunfram us fwith cares,^ /. *. The' it is 
the greateft pain to as to keep ^Icnce. Yet the Oxford Editor has 
altered it to, 

Wp' ourjUgnci hi dranjonfrom us by tV tars. 

Them 
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Md. I extend tny hand to him thus ; quenching 
my familiar fmile with an auftere regard of controul. 

Sir To. And does not Toly take you a blow o'th' 
lips then? 

Mai. Saying, uncle Tohy^ my fortunes having caft 
me on your Neice, give me this prerogative of 
Ipeech — 

Sir To. What, what? 

Md. You mud amend your drunkennefs. 

Sir To. Out, fcab! 

Fab. Nay, patience, or we break the finews of 
our plot. 

Mai. Befides, you wafte the treafure of your time 
with a fooliih Knight ^-^-« 

Sir And. That's me, I warrant you. 

Mai. One Sir Andrewi-""-^ 

Sir And. I knew, 'twas I^ for many do call me 
Fool. 

Mai. * What emplpyment have we here ? 

\Taking up the Letter. 

Fci>. Now is the woodcock near the gin. 

Sir To. Oh peace! now the (pirit of humours in- 
timate reading aloud to him! 

Mai. By my life, this is my Lady's hand: thefe 
be her very C\ her U\ and her T\ and thus makes 
flie her great P*s. It is, in contempt of qucftion, her 
hand. 

Tliere is fome conceit, I fuppofe, in this, as in many other of his 
altetauons, yet it oft lies fo deep that the reader has reafon to 
wiih he could have explained his own meaning. 

2 What impkpmemt haivi wi beref'\ A phrafe of that time» 
equivalent to our common fpeech oi^Wbafs t9 do hire. The Qx» 
fir J Editor, not attending to this, altersf it to 
What implement ha*ui we ben ? 
By which happy emendation, he makes Maltfoho to be in the plot 
againft hira(eif; or how could he know that this letter was an im- 
jfuuunt made ufe of to catch him ? 

Sir And. 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 
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Sir And. Hcf C*s, her 17 V, and her 3"*s: why 
that? 

MaL ^0 the unknown heltfo^d^ tUs^ and my good 
mjhes ; her very phrafes: By your leave, wax. Soft! 
and the impreflure her Lucrece^ with which flie ufes 
to feal i 'tis my Lady: to whom fhould this be? 

Fah. This wins him, liver and all. 

Mai. Jove knows I hve^ but wbo^ lips do not mwe^ 
no man muft know. No man muft know— what fol- 
Jows ? the number's altered — no man muft know — 
if this fhould be thee, Matuoliof 

Sir fo. Marry, hang thee. Brock ! 

JMal. I may command where I adore^ but fiUnce^ like « 
Lucrece kmfe^ 
With hloodlefs ftroke my heart doth gore^ M, O. A, I. 

doth [way my Rfe. 
* Fah A fuftian riddle* 

Sir To. Excellent wench, fay I. 

MaL M. O. A. 1. doth fway my Hffe— - nay, but 
firft, let me fee • let me fee— -— 

Fah. What a dilh of poifon has fhe drefs'd him ? 

Sir^o. And with what wing the ftartycl checks 
atit?- 

Mat. I may command where I adore. Why, flic 
may command me: I ferve her, flie is my Lady, 
Why, this fs evident to any * formal capacity. There 
is no obftrudion in this — and the end — what fliould 
th^ alphabetical pofition pc^-tend ? if I could make 
that refcmble fonacthing in me ? firftly ■— M. O. 
A. I. 

Sir to. O, ay ! make up that ; he is now at a coki 
fcent. 

Fab. Sowter will cry upon't for all this, tho* it be 
a& rank as a fox^ 

Mai., M.r^Maholio^-^'^M.''-'^ why ^ that begins 
my name. 

3* filrmal capacity 1 Formal, for comaoa* 

Fah. 
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F4>, Did not I fiiy, he would work it out ? the cur 
is exGdknc at faults. 

Mai. M But then there is no confonancy in the 
&qucU That fufiers under probation: ji fhould fol** 
W, but O docs. 

F^. And O ihall end, I hope. 

Sir to. Ay> or 1*11 cudgel him, and make him 
cry, O. 

MaL And then /comes behind. 
, F^« Ay» and you had any eye behind you, you 
might &e nattt-e detraftion at ymtr heels than fortunes 
before you. .. 

MflL MJQ. ,A^ /. — * this fimulation is not as the 
former — and ytt tocrufh this a little, it would bow 
to one, £br cvciy.fMne of thefe letters is in my name» 
Soft, here follows profc •-^— If this fall into tby hand^ 
nvohe. In viyfiars I am abwe thee^ hut he not afraid 
(^ greatnefs \ fome are born greats fome atcbie^e greats 
nefs^, and fime have greatn^s thruft upon tbem. Thy 
fates open their hands^ let thy hload and fpirit emhraci 
thewk^ emd to inure tbyfeif to what thou art like to he^ 
caft thy bumble Jlougb^ and appear frefb^ Be oppofite 
mlh a hnfinan^ fu^ mthfervants : let thy tongue tang 
arguments offtate ; put thyfelf into the trick ofjhfgu^ 
larity. She thus advifes tbee^ thatfigbs for thee. Re- 
member who commended thy yellow ftockingSj and wijh^d 
to fee thee ever crofs-garter'd. Ifay^ remember \ go to^ 
thou art made^ if thou defiteft to he fo: if notj let me 
fee thee a Jieward JiilU tbefellom of fervants^ and not 
worthy to touch fortunes* fingers. FareweL She^ that 
would alter fervices ^ with tbee^ the fortunate and happy. 
Day-light and champian difcover no more: this is 

4 /^// fimulation] Simulation^ for refemblance. 

5 ivitb thii. The fortunate and bappy daylight and champian 
difoFoers no more:"] Wrong pointed : We ihould read, — ov/aS theg, 
tbefortunati and bap^. Day- light and champian difco'ver no more : 
i. <. Broad day and an open country cannot make thinjgr plainer. 

open. 
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open. I will be proud, I will read politick authors, 
I will baffle Sir Toby^ I will wafli off grofi acquain- 
tance, I will be point devifr, the very man. I do 
not now fool myfelf, to let imagination jade me| for 
every reafon excites to this, that my Lady loves me* 
She did commend my yellow ftoclcings of late, fhe 
did praife my leg, being crofs-garter'd, and in this 
fhe manifefts herfelf to my love, and with a kind of 
injundion drives me to thefe habits of her liking. I 
thank m^ ftars, I am happy : I will be ftrange, ftout, 
in yellow dockings, and crofs-garter'd, even with the 
fwiftnefs of putting on. Jove^ and my ftars be praifedf 
*-Here is yet a poftfcript.^ Tboii canfi not cbufe but 
kn&w who I am \ if tbou entertainefi mv love^ let it ap* 
fear in thy fmiling 5 thyfmiles become thee weUj Tiere^ 
fore in my prefence fttU fmile^ dear mffweet^ I pr^y^ 
thee. — Jove^ I thank thee! I will fmile, I will do 
every thing that thou wilt have me. [Exit. 

Fab. I will not give my part of this fport for a 
penfion of thoufands to be paid from the Sophy. 

Sir To. I could marry this wench for this device. 

Sir And. So could I too. 

Sir To. And ask no other dowry with her, but fuch 
another jeft. 

SCENE IX, 

Enter Maria. 

Sir And. Nor I neither. 
Fab. Here comes my noble gull-catcher. 
Sir To. Wilt thou fct thy foot o* my neck ? 
Sir And. Or o* mine either ? 
Sir To. Shall I play my freedom at tray-trip, and 
become thy bond-flave ? 
Sir And. Tfaith, or I either? 

SirT^. 
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iSi/Toi WHyi tli6U haft put him in fucK a dream, 
tliat wh^h the ifnage 6f it* leaves him^ he" mult ruii 
mad. 

llfar. T^iifj but' fay triiei does it work lipon Him ? 

Sir. To. Like Aqiia vita with a' midwife; 

Mar. If yod will then led the fruits of the Iport^ 
mark his firft approach before mjiLady: he will 
come to her in yellow ftockings, and 'tfs a colour (he 
ahhors V and drt)fs-garter*d> a fafliiori iHe detcfts ; and 
hef will fmile upon htr', which will now be*^ (6 un- 
itiikble to h6r di(fiofiti6ri, bein^ addicted to a melan- 
choly, as Ihe is, that it cannot but turn him into a" 
notable contempt : if you will fee it, follow me! 

Sir'fo. To the gates of tartar \ thou moft cxcel- 
fentd^vilof ^it\ . 

Sir And. Pll make one too» (^Exeunt. 



ACT l\t SCENE L 

Ol I VI a's Gurdeti. 
Entir Viola, ani Clown, 

Viola. 

SAVE thee. Friend, and thy mufick: doft thou 
live by thy Tabor ? 

CU. No, Sir, I'liVe by the Church. 

Vio. Art thou a Churchniah ? 

Cfo. No fucth'matteri Sir ; I do live by the Church : ^ 
for I do live atihy Hbufe, and my Houfe dothftand 
by the Church. 

Vio. So thou tri«y*ft fay, the' King lyes by a Beg- 
gar, if a Bqggaf dwell near him : or the Church ftahds 
by thy Tabor, if thy Tabor ftand by the Church. 

Vol. III. M a^. 
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Clo. You have faid. Sir : to fee this age! — A fen- 
tence is but* a ' cbev'ril glove to a good wit ; how 
quickly the wrong fide may be turned outward ? 

Fio. Nay, that's certain ; they, that dally nicely 
with words, may quickly make them wanton. 

Clo. I would therefore, my Sifter had had no Name, 
Sir. 

Fio. Why, Man? 

Qo. Why, Sir, her Name's a word ; and to dally 
with that word, might make my Sifter wanton ; but, 
indeed, words are very rafcals, fince bonds difgrac*d 
them. 

Fio. Thy reafon, Man ? 

Clo, Troth, Sir, I can yield you none without 
words ; and words are grown fo £ille, I am loth to 
prove reafon with them. 

Vio. I warrant, thou art a merry Fellow, and careft 
for nothing. 

Clo. Not fb. Sir, I do care for fomething ; but, in 
my confcience. Sir, I do not care for you : if that be 
to care for nothing. Sir, I would, it would make you 
invifible. 

Fio. Art not thou the Lady Olivia*s Fool ? 

Clo. No, indeed. Sir s the Lady Olivia has no folly ; 
Ihe will keep no Fool, Sir, *till {he be married ; and 
Fools are as like Husbands, as Pilchers arc to Herrings^ 
the Husband's the bigger : I am, indeed, not her Fool, 
but her Corrupter of Words, 

Fto. I faw thee late at the Duke Orjtno^s. 

Clo. Foolery, Sir, does walk about the Orb like the 
Sun ; it Ihines every where. I would be forry. Sir, 
but the fool ftiould be as oft with your Mafter, as with 
my Miftrefs : I think, I faw your wifdom there. 

Fio. Nay, an thou pafs upon me. Til no more with 
thee. Hold, there's expcnces for thee. 

I achv'n/gloyt} A glove made of a kid's dun, from C^/<vf rr»A 
Pxcnch. Chia'Virellg, Iial. Capriilus, Lat. Mr. A/#. 

' Ch. 
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Clo. Now Jovfy in his x}^ commodity of hair, 
toad thee a beard ! 

yia. By my troth, PJl tell thee, lam almoft fick 
for one, though I would not have it grow on my chin. 
Is thy lady within ? 

Clo. Would not a pair of thefe have bred. Sir? 

Vm Yes, being kept together, and put to ufc. 

Clo. I would play lord Pandarus of Pbrygia^ Sir, 
to bring ^Creffida to this Troylus. 

Vio. I underftand you. Sir, 'tis well begg'd. 

Ch. The matter, I hope, is not great, Sir ; begging 
but a beggar : Crefftda was a beggar. My lady is 
within. Sir, I will confter to them whence you come i 
who you are, and what you would, is out of my wel« 
kin ; I might fay, element ; but the word is over-worn. 

[Exit. 

Vio. This fellow is wife enough to play the fool, 
And^ to do that well, craves a kind of wk: 
He muftobferve their mood on whom he jefts. 
The qualky of the peribns, and the time $ 
And, like the haggard, check at every feather 
That comes before his eye. This is a pra<5tice. 
As full of labour as a wife- man's art : 
For folly, that he wifely Ihews, is fit j 
But wife mentis foUy-falPn, quite taints their wit, 

SCENE 11. 

Enter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew* 

* Sir And. Save you, gentlenwn. 

Vio. And you. Sir. 

Sir JV. Bieu vous guarde^ Monjieur. 

Fia. EtvousauJ/ii voftre ferviteur. 

Sir To. Ihopei Sir, you are; and Lam yourB.-<« 

t Htrt the rpeeGheir6aifi«d by Mr. neohaU. 

Ma Witt 
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will you cncounter^thc Hqufc ? my Niece is, d^ous 

you ihould enter, if your trade be tohen 

Vi0. I am boqnd. to ypur Njccc, Sj? i Im^s Ihc is 

t^lift of my voyage. 

Sir To. Tafte your legs. Sir, put them to motuQa# 
Ho. My leg&.do better ^^cjqrftand me, Sir, t\m I 

underftand.wMt you n^ap, t^y^ bidding me tafte. my 

I<;gs. 

Sir To. I mean, tp gp, Sir,^ tQ enteTt 

fHo* I will anfwpr. you v^jth ^e a{^ . efif^tncc^ but 

ifp.arepreyented, 

Eftter QMvi^ ^/i<if Maria. 

Moft .excellent acQoqp^fh'd lady* tbe faeavffis raia 
odours OA yp\\ ! 

Sir And. That youth's a rare Courtier ! rain odours ? 
well. 

Fto. ]V(y m^ter hfttb no ypice,. ]ady» but to . you 
own ' moft.pregi^ant and vpuchfafed ear. 

Sir And. Odours^ pregngflitb ^d vpiyshlAfisd x-^Vyi 
get 'em ^ ttiree., ready, 

OH. Let th^gjirdeadqpr be ibut^ and l^ve mfetamy 
hearing. [Exeunt Sir Tcby» SirAo^Wf and Maria« 

SCENE m. 

Give me your hand. Sir.; 

Fio. My duty. Madam, and moft humble fcrvicc. 

Oli. WJiat is yopr n^tpc ? 

Fio. Cefario is your fcrvant's name» fair Princefi. 

Oli. My fervanty Sir ? *Twa8 never merry world. 
Since lowly feigning was call'd compliment : 
Y'are fervant to the Diikc Orfim^ youth. 

Fio. And he is yours, and be mufi^^ieeds be you^ : 
Your ferva^t'^ fervant is your, fervant) .Madam. 

3 moji i^TCgr^ziii and vouchjhfid juirj^ PHgmmt, fmitady 

... OS. 
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t)//. For him, I think not on him : for his thoughts, 
*Would they tvefe blanks, rather than fill'd with me! 

f^. Madam, I come to whet your gi^ntle thoughts 
On his behalf. 

OIL O, by ydur leave, 1 pray you;~— 
I bade you never fpcsik again of him. 
But would you undertake another fuit, 
Fd ratJier^Mearyou to fbllicit That, 
Than tn'tftck from the fpheres. 

Pio. Dearlady^ ■ ■ 

OIL Give me leave, I befeech you: I did fend, 
♦ Mtdr the laft enchantfaient you dia Jhere, 
A ring fn chaife of you. So did I abufe 
Myffelf, myfervant, and, I fear me, you^ 
UndcSr your hard conftrudibn muft 1 fit. 
To foTCfe that on you in a ihamcful cunning. 
Which you knew none of yours. What might yoil 

think ? 
Have you not fet inine honour ^t the ftake. 
And baited it with all th' unmuzzled thoughts 
That tyrannous heart can think ? * to one of your re- 
ceiving 
Enough !^ (hewn i a cyjprus, not a bofbm. 
Hides my pbor heart. So let U3 hear ydu fpeak. 

^. I pity you. 

OIL That's a degree to love. 

Vio. No, not a grice : for 'tis a vulgar proofs 
That very oft we pity enemies. 

OiL Why then, methinks, *tistime tofmile again j 
O world, how apt the poor are to be pfpud ! 
If one fhttUld be a prey, ho^ much the better » 

4 jffter the laft enchantment ^ you ^/V heal- J Nonienfe. Read 
and point it thtis. 

After the laft enchantment you did here, - . ' 

i. #. after the enchantment, your prefence worked in my afiedions. 

5 /fl one of your receiving] i. e. to one of your ready apfrehinfani^ 
Sae confiders him as an arch page. 

M3 To 
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To fall before the lion, than the wolf ! {Clock Jlrikefl 
The clock upbraids me with the wafte of time. 
Be not afraid, good youth, I will not have you ; 
And yet when wit and youth are come to harveft. 
Your wife is like to reap a proper man : 
There lies your way, due wfcft. 

Vio. Then weftward hoe : • 
Grace and good difpofition attend your ladyfhip ! 
You'll nothing. Madam, to my Lx)rd by me ? 

on. Stay ; pr'ythec tell me, what thou think'ft of 
me ? 

Vio. That you do think, you arc not what you arc. 

O//. If I think fo, I think the fame of you. 

Vio, Then think you right, I am not what I am. 

OH, I would you were, as I would have you be ! 

Vio. Would it be better. Madam, than I am ? 
J wi(h it might, for now I am your fool. 

Oli. O, what a deal of fcorn looks beautiful 
In the contempt and anger of his lip! 
A murd'rous guilt fliews not itfelf more foon. 
Than love that would feem hid : k)ve's night is nooD« 
G^yiw, by the rofes of the fpring. 
By maid-hood, honour, truth, and every thing, 
I love thee fo, that, maugre all thy pride. 
Nor wit, nor reafon, can my paflion hide. 
Do not extort thy realbns from this claufc. 
For that I woo, thou therefore haft no caufe : 
But rather reafon thus with reafon fetter ; 
Love fought is good ; but given, unlbught, is better* 

Vio. By innpcence I fwear, and by my youth, 
I have one heart, one bofom, and one truth. 
And that no woman has ; nor never none 
Shall miftrefs be of it, fave I alone. 
And io adieu, good Madam -, never more 
Will I my matter's tears to you deplore, 

OB. 
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Oli. Yet come again 5 for thou, perhaps, may*ft 
move 
That heart, which now abhors, to like his love. 

S C E N E IV. 

Changes to an Apartment in Olivia'j Houfe. 

Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 

Sir And. '^T O, faith, FIl not ftay a jot longer. 

IN Sir fo. Thy reafon, dear venom, 
give thy reafon. 

Fab. You muft needs yield your reafon, Sir Andrew. 

Sir And. Marry, I faw your neice do more favours 
to the Duke's ferving-man, than ever flie beftow*d on 
me. I faw't, i'th* orchard. 

Sir Jo. Did Ihe fee thee the while, old boy, tell me 
that ? 

Sir Andf As plain as I fee you now. 

Tab. This was a great argument of love in her to- 
wards you. 

Sir And, ^Slight ! will you make an als o* me ? 

Fab. I will prove it legitimate. Sir, upon the 
oaths of judgment and reafon. 

Sir "to. And they have been Grand Jury-men fince 
before Ndab was a iailor. 

Fab. She did (hew favour to the youth in your fight, 
only to exafperate you, to awake your dormoufe va-* 
lour, to put fire in your heart, and brimftoDe in your 
liver. You Ihould then have accofted her, with iomc 
excellent jefts, fire- new from the mint ; you fhouldhav^ 
bang'd the youth into dumbnefs. This was looked for 
at your hand, and this was baulkt. The double gilt of 
this opportunity you let time wafli off, ** and you are 
^' now i^il'd into the north of my lady's opbion; 
*^ where you will hang like an ifide on a I>ut<bmait% 

M 4 " bcar^** 
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*' beard," unlefs you do redeem k by ^opjc laudfibie 
attempt, either of valour or policy. 

Sir Afld. And- 1 be any ,way, it ffluft be ^vHt^ va^ 
lot^rj £or policy I hate; 1 h^d is litf he ei Browmfi^ as 
a politician. 

Sir To. Why then, build me thy /ortynes upon the 
bafis of valour ; challenge me the Duke's youth to 
fight with I^j^ ; hurt him in eleven pl^qes 5 my neice 
fhall take note of it; and afTure thyfelf, there is no 
Iove-broi;er ip t^he ,worjd can pjore prevail in man's 
commendation with wom^jQ thajn report of yalpur. 

JPab. There is ho way ,but this, Sir ^dr€%v. 

Sir And, VfiW either of you bear me a chajlenge to him ? 

Sir To. Go, write in a martial hftnd j be curft ^nd 
brJcf : it is' no matter how witty, fo it be eloquent, ancj 
full of invention ; taunt him with the licence of ink i 
if thou thou^ft him fome thrice, it iball not be ^mifs ; 
and as many lies as will lye in thy fbeet pf paper, aU 
though the Ihcct were big enough for the bed of ^r^ 
in England ; fet*em down, go about it, Let there be 
gall enough in thy ink^ tho' thoq write vjrith a ggofe^ 
^n, no matter : about it. 

Sir And. Where (hall I find you? 

Sir to. WeMl call thee at the CuUcuU : go. 

lExil iffr Andrew^ 

SCENE V. 

. f^h. Thia k a dear manikin to you* Sir Toby. 

sir To. I have been dear to him, lad, fonie tWQ 
thoufand ftrong or fb. 

A*. We Ihall have a rare letter from him j buf 
you'll not dcli?er*t. 

Sir To. Never ?ruft me then j ancJ by 4II means ftir 
en the youth to ah anfwcn J think, ox?n and wainr 
ropes cannot hale theip toeethcr. For Andr^riV:^ if hp 
were opened, and you findfo rhuqh blood in his livef 

' ' as 
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fis will clog the foot of » i^, I'U .eat the left qf 

th* an^omy. 

Fah A^d his.opjpofice, theyovit^, ly^rsio iis^vifag; 
no great prefage .of cruelty. 

Sir "To. t Lpok, whi;re the jmn&A wreo (of tiiae 
comes. 

A&r. Ifyou4ell.retheipJieen» md wUllajugi) your^ 
felves into IUccbe% ifoUow m^ : yood gull Malvoiio m 
turned Heatheq, .a ^le^y Umf%^ % for tbcrc is no 
Chriftian, that means to be f^Vd by h^lieviingr^hd^^ 
can ever believe fuch ]mpoQ^9>te pi^^gf^ of grofl^& 
He's in yellow ftockings. 

Sir 3V. And crofs-g^rter'd i 

Mar. Moft viUainoufly ; like a pedant that keeps 
t fchool i'th* church : I have dogged hij», like his 
murtherer. He docs obey every point of the letter^ 
that I dropttp betray him ; he does fmilebis face imo 
moTip lines itban is in ti^^ neiv map, with the aiigtnen* 
tation of the Indies ; you have not (fsm fuch a thing, 
as 'tis I Im^ hardly fert^ar hurling things at him* I 
know, my lady will ftrikehimi if ftedp, be*Jl fmilct 
find take't for 9 gr$at favour. 

Sir Xof 0>me, bring i|s, bring us where he is. 

§ C E N E VI. 
Changes ta the Street. 

Enter Sebaftian and Anthonio. 

Seh. T Would not by my will have troubled you. 
X But fince you make your pleafure of your pains, 

6 Lookf wobeni ihe youngefi tvren cf nim comei,'} The womens 
parts were then z&cd by bdyi^ fometimes To low in fhiture, that 
there was occafioi) |q obvia^ #iu^ i|iipro|iri9ty by Aich kind of 
pbliquc a^ol^ifiu 

I will 
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I will no further chide you. 

Jnl. I could not ftay behind you ; my dcfire, 
(More (harp than filed ftecl,) did fpur me forth i 
And not all love to fee you, (tho* fo much. 
As might have drawn one to a longer voyage.) 
But jealoufie what mi^ht befal your travel. 
Being skillefs in theie parts ; which to a ftranger, 
Unguidcd and unfriended, often prove 
Rough and unhofpitaUe. My willing love. 
The rather by thefe arguments of fear. 
Set forth in your purfuit. 

Seb. My kind Antbonioy 
I can no other anfwer make, but thanks ; 
And thanks, and {a) ever thanks ; and oft good turns 
Are ftiufflcd off with fuch uncurrent pay j 
But were my worth, as is my confcience, firm. 
You fhould find better dealing : what's to do ? 
Shall we go ^ fee the relicks of this town ? 

Ant. To-morrow, Sir ; beft, firft, go fee your 
lodging. 

SeK I am not weary, and 'tis long to night i 
I pray you, let us fatisfie our eves 
With the memorials, and the things of fame. 
That do renown this city. 

Ant. 'Would, you'd pardon me: 
I do not without danger walk thefe ftrects* 
Once, in a fea-fight 'gainft the Duke his gallies, 
I did feme fervice, of fuch note, indeed. 
That were I ta'en here, it would fcarce be anfwer'd^ 

Seb, Belike, you fl^w great nymbier. of l>is people. 

Ant. Th* offence is not of fuch a bloody nature. 
Albeit the quality of the time and quarrel 
Might well have given us bloody arguthent: 
It might have fince been anfwefd in repaying 

7 —fiithexf^\d^cftbu townr'\ RilUh^ for curiofiticf, 
r (^} •" ^"^^^ tbanis, Mr. Theobald — Vulg. en;er o/t.] 

What 
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What we took from them, which, for traffick'3 lake, 
Moft of our city did. Only myfclf ftood out ; 
For whicbt if I be lapfed in this place» 
I (hall pay dear. 

Seb. Do not then walk too open. 

yinL It doth not fit me : hold. Sir, here's my purfe. 
In the fbuth fuburbs at the Elephant 
Is beft to lodge : I will befpeak our diet. 
Whiles yoxx beguile your time, and feed your knowledge 
With viewing of the town ; there fliall you have me. 

Seb. Why I your purfe ? 

Ant. Haply, your eye fliall light upon fome toy 
You have deure to purchaie ; and your flore, 
I think, is not for idle markets. Sir. 

Seb. V\\ be your purle-bearer, and leave you for 
An hour. 

Ant. To th* Elepbant. 

Seb. I do remember. [^Exeunt^ 

SCENE VII. 
Changes to Olivia'i Houfe. 

Enter Olivia, and Maria. 

Oil T Have fent after him ; • he fays he'll come ; 

X How fliall I feaft him ? what beftow on him } 
For youth is bought more oft, than begg'd or bor« 

row'd. 
I fpeak too loud.— 
Where is MaivoUo ? he is iad and civil. 
And fuits well for a fervant with my fortunes. 
Where is Malvolio f 

8 hefitfs he" II com ;] i. e. I lappofe now, or admit now, he 
kf% he*ll come ; which Mr. TtioSaU, not underftanding, alters 
noneceilarily to^ /aj^ hi mitiUcomi ; in which the Q^S^i/ Editor hat 
followed him. 

Mdf\ 
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idkr. Iie% doming, Madmn 4 4)Qt in very ttraffge 

He is fure pofleft, Madam* 

OIL Why, what's the matter, does life raift? 

il&r. No, Madras he <dbes 'iiWthJng tnaft fmife ; 
yoiif fedylbJ]p nwer^bcft w^havefottie guttrd^beut ybu, 
if he come 5 for, fuve, ^ njan fe ^i^eed in feis ^its. 

OH. Go call ym hit^ssr^ 

£i!{;^ Maltoib. 
Pm as mad as he. 
If fad atrd fiicrry tofeiltiefs tquai be. 
How now, Mkmlk ? 
, JW^/. Sweet lady, htt, ha. [SMes fafttcffticiiUy. 

Oii. Smil^ft ihou ? I lent for thee upon a fad oc- 
,cafion. 

Mai Sad, lady ? I could bfc fad ; thfe does ifiake 
feme obftruftion in the blood 5 thtis crofe-gaftering ; 
but what of it ? if it pleafe the eye of One, it is with 
tne as the very true fonnet is : Pleafe one^ andpkife aU. 

OH. Why ? how doft thou, man ? what is the mat- 
ter with thee ? 

Mai. Not black in my mind^. tho^ yellow in my 
legs: it did cotw 10 his hands, and (JDiamands fliall 
be executed. I think, we do know ihat fwect /f^ 
mM hand. 

OH. Wik thou go to bed, Mdmlio ? 

Mai. To bed ? ay, fweet heart ; and V\\ come to 
thee. 

Oil, God comfort thee ! why doft diou fmile fo, 
and kifs thy hand £> oft ^ 

Mar. How do you, MalvoUo ? 

Mah At your requeft ? 
Yes, nightingales anfwcr daws ! 

Mar. Why appear yoo with this f idicubiis boldftcfs 
before my lady } 

. Mai. Be not afraid of Greatncfs 5— 'twas well writ. 

Oli. 
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Oil m.h 

Mai. Sonaf^^atohiVe Greatnefih««» 

0[/i.WM.fay?ft:thou?. 

Mah i^ fqmo'have GroftCMb thrufbupoiVithcm^^ 

QUi. Htev'h)rc0:oi» thee !t 

Mfih Rcmomber, ^ who commanded tfayi^ yellow 

05. Thy^ydJowftockings ? ' 

JVfe/. Atid wiih'dtofce.thcecrofi-garter^dj— * 
Oil. Crofs-garter*d ? 

MaL Go to, thou art made, if thou dcfireft to be 
fo 

Oli. Am I made ? 

MaL If j not. Jet mefcethcea fervanti ftill. 

Oli. Why, this is a very midfummer madncfs. 

£«^ Servant* 

^er. Madam, the young gentleman of the.DukeO>-« 
fim^^ \% return'd ; I could hardly entreat him back^ 
he attends your ladyfliip's pJeafure. , 

06. Pll come to him. Good MAria^ let this fellow 
belopk'd to. Where's my uncle, Tijjy.? let fomc of my 
people have a fpccial care of liim s Twould .riot have 
him mifcarry for half of my dowry. - \Ent. 

S C E N E VJH- 

MsL Ofr,oh ! do you txMne near me now ? no woria 
man tkan Sir ?<0^ to lode to mt\ this concurs dire£i:*' 
ly with the letter ; (he fends him on purpofethat I may 
appear ftubborn to him ; for (he incites me to that in 
the letter. Caft thy hUmble floagh, lays ihe ; — be op- 
pofioMvitii a kinfman,*— furly with fervants^— let thy 
tongue tang with arguments of ftate,— put thyfelf into 
the trick of fihgularky \ — and confequenriy fcts down 

the 
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the manner how ; as a fad Jace» a reverend carriage, a 
flow tongue, in the habit of fome Sir of note, and fo 
forth. I have lim'd her, but it is Jove^% doing, ^nd 
JcFve make me thankful ! and when fhe went away 
now, let this fellow be looked to : Fellow! not Af^^/- 
€w/w, nor after my degree, but feUow. Why, every 
thing adheres together, that no dram of a fcruple, no 
fcrupleofa fcruple, noobftacle, no incredulous or un« 
fafe circumftance — what can be faki ? Nothing, that 
can be, can come between me and the full profpe£^ 
of my hopes. Well, Jove^ not I, is the doer of chis> 
and he is to be thanked. 

SCENE IX. 
Enter Sir Toby, Fabian, and Maria. 

Sir To. Which way is he, in the name of &n£tity ? 
if all the devils in hell be drawn in litde^ and Lc^on 
bimfelf pofleft him, yet I'll ipeak to him. 

Fak. Here he is, here he is ; how is*t with you. 
Sir ? how is't with you, man ? 

Mai. Go off; I difcard you ; let me enjoy my pri- 
vacy : go off. 

Mar. Lo, how hollow the fiend fpeaks within him ! 
did not I tell you ? Sir Toby^ my lady prays you to 
have a care of him. 

Mai. Ah, ha I does fhe ib? 

Sir To. Go to, go to ; peace, peace, we muft deal 
gently with him ; let me alone. How do you, Mahp- 
lio? how is't with you ? what! man, dcfie the devil ; 
confider, he's an enemy to mankind. 

Mai. Do you know what you fay ? 

Mar. La, you ! if you fpeak ill of the devil, how 
he takes it at heart. Pray God, he be not be- 
witched. 

Fab. Carry his water to th' wife woman. 

Mar. 



Digitized 



by Google 



what yw nvill. \j^ 



Mar. Marry, and it ihall be done to-morrow roorn- 
bg if I live. My lady would not lofe him for more 
than V\\ fay. 

MaL How now, miftrefs ? 

Mar. OJord! 

Sir ^0. Pr'ythec, hold thy peace ; that is not the 
way : do you not fee, you move him ? let me alone 
with him. 

Fab. No way but gcntlenefs, gently, gently ; the 
fiend is rough, and will not be roughly us'd. 

Sir To. Why, how now, my bawcock ? how doft 
thou, chuck ? 

Mai. Sir ? 

Sir To. Ay, biddy, come with me. What ! man, 
*tis not for gravity to play at cherry-pit with fatan* 
Hang him, foul collier. 

Mar. Get him to fay his prayers, good Sir Toby ; 
get him to pray, 

MaL My prayers, minx! 

Mar. No, I warrant you, he will not hear of god* 
linefs. 

MaL Go hang yourfelves all : you are idle fhallow 
things ; I am not of your element, you (hall know 
more hereafter. [Exil. 

Sir To. Is'tpoffible? 

Fab. If this were plaid upon a ftage now^ I could 
condemn ft as an improbable Bdion. 

Sir To. His very genius hath taken the infeftion of 
the device, man. 

Mar. Nay, purfue him now, left: the device take 
air, and taint. 

Fab. Why, we (hall make him mad, indeed. 

Mar. The houfe will be the quieter. 

Sir To. Come, we'll have him in a dark room and 
bound. My neice is already in the belief that he*s mad ; 
we may carry it thus for pur pleafure and his penance, 
'till our very paftime, tired out of breath, prompt us 

to 
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to'Kavcmefcyott htm*; at? Whkh time wfe' titrill bring 
tlie device tb tlie bar, and croWtl thee for a finder of 
madmen ; but fee, but fee. 

SCENE t. 

Mnttf* Sir" AndttVri 

Fab': Mcftttrmt^fotaMayrriMhini^^ 

Sir Jnd: Kerens thfc challenge, read it : I warrant, 
thcrcVvijiegar and pepper ih*t. 

Fab. Is't fo fawcy ? 

Sir And. Ay, is*t? I warranthim : dobutr^d: 

Sir'To. Givennie. [5ir 1?oby riwrfj. 

Xmtby » ^ba$Jbever thou- an ^ tboU arthUt afcurvy^feU 
low. 

Fah. Gcf&d and-valktfit. 

Sir To. Wonder not^ nor admire not ifttbyfhind'v^ 
I do call thee fo % for I wUlfheiv tbee no reafkfot^t. 

Fak A goodnoJft^; That keqjs ybuftomthe blour 
of the law. 

Sir To. Thoucfimyi » the LadyOUvhi and-^in my 
fjgbtjbe^fifs thvi kindly ^^ buUbbu Heft -0% thy 'throaty that 
is^not the matter I challenge tbee for. 

Fab. Very brief, and exceeding good fenfe-lefs. 

Sir To.- IwSway^^'tbedgoi^gl^fneiiD^ if it be 
thy chance to kill »ig ■ " ■' " ■ ■» • 

Fab, Good. 

Sir To. Tboukiffft me like a rogue and^aTvHhln. 

Fab. Still you kaepr o^th* windy tide of ' the'law : 
good. 

Sir To. Fnretb04V»l{i andPGcidhdve fMti^ufbH one 
of our fouls : be moybwee mercy -i^onrhhei but nly hope 
is better^ andfo look to thyfelf. U by friend as tbc/u ufeft 
bimi and 4byfw>m enemy ^ Andrew Ague-cheefk. 

Sir To, If this Jetter lAOve hioi nOt^ his legs cannbt : 
Wl givc't him.,- 

Mar- 
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Mar. You may have very fit occafion for*t : he is 
now in Tome commerce with my lady^ and will by* 
aod-by depart. 

Sir To. Go, Sir Andrew^ fcout me for him at the 
corner of the orchard HIce a bum-bailifT; fo ibon as 
ever thou leeft him, draw; and, as thou draw'ft, 
fwear horribly \ for it comes to pafs oft, that a ter- 
rible oath, with a fwaggering accent Iharply twang'd 
off, gives manhood more approbation than ever proof 
itfelf would have earn*d him. Away. 

Sir And. Nay, let me alone for fwearing. \Exit. 

Sir To. Now will not I deliver his letter ; for the 
behaviour of the young gentleman gives him out to 
be of good capacity and breeding ; his employment 
between his lord and my neice confirms no lefs^ 
therefore this letter, being fo excellently ignorant, will 
breed no terror in the youth; he will find, that it 
comes from a clodpole. But, Sir, I will deliver his 
challenge by word of mouth -, iet upon Ague-cbeek a 
notable report of valour ; and drive the gentleman^ 
(as, I know, his youth will aptly receive it,) into a 
moft hideous opinion of his rage, skill, fury, and 
iropetuofity. This will fo fright them both, that 
they will kill one another by the look, like cocka* 
trices. 

S C E N E XI. 

Enter Olivia and Viola, 

fah. Here he comes with your neice; give them 
way, 'till he-take leave, and prefently after him. 

Sir To. I will meditate the while upon fome horrid 
meflage for a challenge. [^Exeunt. 

OH. I've faid too much unto a heart of ftone, 
And laid mine honour too unchary out. 
There's fomething in me, that reproves wj faulty 

Vol. III. N Buj 
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But fuch a head-ftrong ppcoit fault it is» 
That it but mocks reproof. 

ho. With the fame *haviour that your paffion bcars^ 
Goes on my mafter's grief. 

OIL Hcre^ wear this jewel for me, *tis my pidurc ; 
Refufe it not, it hath no tongue to vex you : 
And, I bcfcech you, come again to-morrow.^ 
What fhall you ask of me that Til deny^ 
That honour fav'd may upon asking give ? 

Fio. Nothing but this, yow true love for my 
maftier. 
. Oli. How with mine honour may I give him that. 
Which I have given to you? 

Fi^. I will acquit you. 

Oii. WelJ^ come again to-morrow : fare thee well. 
A fiend, like thee, might bear my foul to hell. lEmt. 

SCENE xn 

• • E^er Sir Toby and Fabian* 

• Sir To. Gentleman, God five thee. 
.' Fio. And you, Sir, 

Sir To. That defence thou haft, betake thee to*t ; 
oT what nature the wrongs are thou haft done hiai, I 
know not ; but thy interpreter, full of defpight, 
bloody as the hunter, attends thee at the orchard-end ^ 
difmount thy tuckj be yare in thy preparation, for 
thy aflailant is cjuick, skilful, and deadly. 

Vio. You miftake. Sir; I am fure, no man hath 
any quarrel to me ; my remembrance is very free and 
clear from any image of offence done to any man. 

r Sir To. You'll find it othcrwife, I affure you^ thcre- 
foitt if you hold your life at any price, betake you to 
your guard ; for your oppofite hatfa in him, What 
youth, ftrength, skill, and wrath can Airnifti man 
withaK 
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Fio, i pray you. Sir i what is he ? 

Sir To. He is Knight, dubb*d m\k unhack'd ra- 
pier, and aa carpet coofideratioii ; but he i^ a devil 
in private brawl ; fouls and bodies hath he divorc'd 
three ; and his incenfcment at this monient is fo im- 
placable, that fatisfaftion can be none but by pangs of 
death and fepulcher : hob, nob, is his word-, give'c, 
or take't. 

Fio. I will return again into the houfe, and defire 
fome condud of the l^dy. I am no fighter. I have 
heard of ibme kind of men, that put quarrels pur* 
pofcly on others to tafte their valour : belike, this is 
a man of that quirk. 

Sir To. Sir, no : his indignation derives itfelf out of 
a very competent injury; therefore get you on, and 
give him his de&re. Back you &all not to the iioufe, 
unleis you i^d^rtake that widi me, which with as 
much fafety you might ^nfwer him 5 therefore on, or 
ftrip your fword ftark naked ; for meddle you muft, 
that's certain, or forfwear to wear iron about you. 

Vio. This is as uncivil, as ftrange. I befeech yo«, 
do me i^s courteous office, as to know of the Knight 
what my offence to him is : it is fometfiing of my 
negligence, noi4iing of my purpofe. 

Sir f^. I wiU dp fo. Signjor Faiian^ flay you by 
ihis^ptleman 'till my return. £Exit Sir Toby. 

Fio. Pray you, ^ir, do you know of this matter ? 

Fab. I know, the itnight .is incens'd againft you, 
even to a mertal arbitrement 5 but nothing of the cir-» 
€umfl»nGe more, 

Fio. I b^ech you, what manner of man is he^ 

Fab. Nothing of that wonderful promife to read 
him by his form, as you are like to find in the proof 
of his valour. He is, indeed. Sir, the moft skilful, 
bloody, and fatal oppofite that you could poffibly 
have found in any part of Illyria : will you walk to- 
wards him ? I will make your peace wkh him, if lean. 

N 2 . yio. 



Digitized 



by Google 



l8o TWELFTH-NlGHT: Or, 

Fio. I (hall be much bound to you for'c: I am 
one, chat had rather go with Sir Pried than Sir Knight: 
I care not who knows fo much of my mettle. 

SCENE XIII. 

Enter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew. 

Sir Toi Why, man, he's a very devil ; I have not 
feen fuch a virago: I had a pafs with him, rapier, 
fcabbard and all; and he gives me the ftuck in with 
fuch a mortal motion, that it is inevitable ; and on 
the anfwer, he pays you as furely as your feet hit the 
ground they flep on. They fay, he has been fencer 
to the Sophy. 

Sir Jnd. Pox on*t, I'll not meddle with him. 

Sir to. Ay, But he will not now be pacified : 
Fabian can icarce hold him yonder. 

Sir jind* Plague on't, an I thought he had been 
vaUant, and fo cunning in fence, I'd have icen him 
damn'd ere Td have challenged him. Let him let the 
matter (lip, and PU give him my horfe, grey CapileU 

Sir to. rU make the motion; (land here, make a 
good (hew on't 5 —This (hall end without the per- 
dition of fouls ; marry, Pll ride your horfe as well al 
I ride you. . \Afidi. 

Enter Fabian and Viola, 

I have his horfe to take up the quarrel ; I have ^- 
fuaded him, the youth's a devil. [21? Fabian. 

Fab. He is as horribly conceited of him ; and pants 
and looks pale, as if a bear were at his heels. 

Sir to. There's no remedy, Sir, he will fight with 
you for's oath fake : marry, he had better bethought 
him of his quarrel, and he finds That now fcarce to 
be worth talking of; therefore draw for the fup- 
portance of his vowi he protcfts he will not hurt you. 

rto. 
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Fio. Pray God defend me! a Kttlc thing would 
make me tell them how much I lack of a man. 

Fab. Give ground, if you fee him furious. 

Sir To. Come, Sir yfndrewj there's no remedy ; the 
gentleman will for his honour's fake have one bout 
with you ; he cannot by the duello avoid it ; but he 
has promised me, as he is a gentleman and a foldier, 
he will not hurt you. Come on, to't. [Tbey draw. 

Sir And. Pray God, he keep his oath ! 

SCENE XIV. 

Enter Anthonio. 

Vio. I do ailure you, 'tis againft my will. 

Ant. pAit up your fword ; if this young gentleman 
Have done offence, I take the fault on me ; • 

If you ofiend him, I for him defie you. \JDrawing^ 

Sir To. You, Sir? Why, what are you? 

Ant. One, Sir, that for his love dares yet do more 
Than you have heard him brag to you he will. 

Sir To. Nay, if you be an undertaker, I am for you. 

[Draws. 
Enter Officers. 

Fab. O good Sir Toby^ hold 5 here come the officers. 

Sir To. 1*11 be with you anon. 

Vio. Pray, Sir, put your fword up if you pleafe. 

[To Sir Andrew. 

Sir And. Marry, will I, Sir ; and for that I pro- 
misM youj I'll be as good as my word. He will bear ^ 

you eafily, and reins well. 

1 Off. This is the man ; do thy office. 

2 Off. Anthonioy I arreft thee at the fuit of Duke 

Orfino. 
Ant. You do miftake me. Sir. 
1 Off. No, Sir, no jot : 1 know your favour well ; 
Tho* now you have no fea<:ap on your head. 

N 3 Take 
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Take him away; he knows, I know. him wcH. 

yint. I muft obey. This comes with feeking you i 
But there's no remedy. I ihall anfwer it. 
What will you do ? now my neceflky 
Makes me to ask you for my purfe. It grieves me 
Much more, for what T cannot do for you. 
Than what befals n)yfelf : you Hand amaz'd. 
But be of comfort. 

a Of. Come, Sir, away. 

Jnt, I muft intreat of you fome of that mony. 

Fio. What Mony, Sir ? 
For the fair kindnefs you have ffiew'd me here. 
And part being prompted by your prefect trouble^ 
Ouc of my lean and low ability 
ril lend you fomething *, my Having is not much ; 
ni make divifion of my prefent with you ; 
• Hold, there's half my doffer. 
• jfnt. Will you deny me now ? 
Is*t poflible, that my deferts to you 
Can lack prfuafion i do not tempt my mifery, 
Left that it make me fo unfound a man. 
As to upbraid you with thofe kindnefles 
That I have done for you. 

Fio. I know of none. 
Nor know I you by voice, 6r any feature: 
I hate ingratitude more in a man, 
Than lying, vainnefs, babling drunkennefs. 
Or any taint of vice, whofe ftrong corruption 
Inhabits our frail blood. 

jf^L Oh, heav'ns themfelves ! — -- 

2 Of. Come, Sir, I pray you, go. 

^nl. Let me fpeak a little. This youth that you 
fee here, 
I fnatch'd one half out of the jaws of death ; 
Reliev'd him with fuch fanftity of love. 
And to his image, which, methought, did promife 
Mpft venerable worth, did I devotion. 
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1 Of. What's that to us ? the time goes by 5 away. 

yinf. But oh, how vile an idol proves this Go4! 
Thou haft, Sebaftian, done good feature rtiame. 
In nature there's no blemifh but the mind : 
None can be calFd deform'd, but the unkind. 
Virtue is beauty ; but the beauteous evil 
Are empty trunks, o'erflourifli*d by the devil. 

I Off^. The man grows mad, away with him ; 
Come, come, Sir. 

jint. Lead me on. lE^cit Anthonio with Officers. 

Vio. Methinks, his words do from fuch paiTion fly. 
That he believes himfclf 5 fo do not I : 
Prove true, imagination, oh, prove true. 
That I, dear brother, be now ta'en for you ! 

Sir To. Come hither. Knight ; come hither, FaUann 
we'll whifper o'er a couplet or two of moft fage faws^- 

Via. He nam'd Sehajiian j I my brother know 
Yet living in my glafs ; even fuch, and fo 
In favour was my brother \ and he wenif 
Still in this faihion, colour, ornament % 
For him I imitate : oh, if it prove, 
Tempefts are kind, and fait waves fre(h in love. . 

lExit, 

Sir To. A very diflioncft pajtry boy, and more a 
coward than a hare ; his diihonefty appears in leaving 
his friend here in neceffity, and denying him ; and 
for his CQwardfhip, ask Fabian. 

FaK A coward, a moft devout coward, religious 
in it. 

Sirytnd. 'Slid, PU after him again, and beat him. 

Sir To. Do, cuff him foundly, but never draw thy 
fword. 

Sir And. An I do not, \Exit Sir Andrew; 

Fab. Come, let's fee the event. 

^ir To. I dare lay any mony, 'twill be nothing yet, 

[^Exeunt. 

N 4 ACT 
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A C T IV, S C E N E I. ^ 

^be S T R E E T, 
Enter Sduftian, and Clown. 

Clown. 

WI L L you make me believe, that I am not 
fent for you ? 

Seb. Go to, go to, thou art a foolifh fellow. Let 
me be clear of thee. 

Qo. Well held out, i'faith: no, I do not know 
you, nor I am not fent to you by my Lady, to bid 
you come fpeak with her ; nor your name is not ma- 
tter Cefarioj nor this is not my nofe neither ; nothing, 
that is fo, is fo. 

Seb. I pr*ythee, vent thy folly fomewhere clfe; 
thou know^ft not me. 

Clo. Vent my folly ! — he has heard that word of 
fome great man, and now applies it to a fool. Vent 
ttiy folly! I am afraid, this great lubber the world 
will prove a cockney : 1 pr*ythee now, ungird thy 
ilrangenefs and tell me what I fhall vent to my Lady ; 
Ihall I vent to her, that thou art coming ? 

Seb. * I pr'ythee, foolifti Greeks depart from me ; 
there's inony for thee. If you tarry longer, I ihaU 
give worfe payment. 

Clo. By my troth, thou haft an open hand ; thefi 

I Ifr*ytbii, foolijh Greek,] Gntlyytzs as mudi as to fay Bawd 
or Pander. He underflood the Clown to be a^ng in that 'office; 
A bawdyhoufe was called Corinth^ and the frequenters of it C> 
rtHthianSf which words occur frequently in Zbaktjhear^ efpecially 
in TVmm of Athtnsy and Hinry IVth. See the re&fon in a note, on 
the former of thofe plays: Yet the Qjcfird Editor altars it to 

wife 
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wife men, that give fools cnony, * get thetnfelves a 
good report aftor fourteen years' purchafe* 

Efaer Sir Andrew, Sir Toby, and Fabian. 

Sir And. Now, Sir, have I met you again ? there*s 
for you. {Striking Sebaftian. 

Seb. Why, there^s for thee, and there, and there ; 
are all the people mad ? [Beating Sir Andrew. 

Sir To. Hold, Sir, or PU throw your dagger o'er 
the houfe. 

Qo. This will! tell my Lady ftraight: I would not 
be in iotat of your coats for two pence. 

[£W/ Clown. 

Sir To. Come on. Sir 5 hold. [Holding Sebaftian. 

Sir And. Nay, let him alone, I'll go another Way 
to work with him; 1*11 have an adion of battery 
againft him, if there be any law in Ulyria ; tho* I 
ftruck him firft, yet it's no matter for that. 

Seb. Let go thy hand. 

Sir To, Come Sir, I will not let you go. Come, 
my young foldier^ put up your iron ; you are well 
flcfli'd : come on. 

Seb. I will be free from thee. What wouldft thou 
now ? 
If thou dar*ft tempt me further, draw thy fword. 

Sir To. What, what ? nay, then, I muft have an 
ounce or two of this malapert blood from you. 

[fbey draw and fight. 

2 gtt thtmfihva a good nfort after fourtttn ytart* purchafe,^ 
Thia feems to carry a piece or fatire upon Monopolies^ tiie crying 
grievance of that time. The Grants generally were for foarteen 
years ; and the petitions being referred to a committee^ it was fuf* 
pcAed that money gained favourable reports from thence. 
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SCENE IL 

Enter Olivia. 

OIL Hold, Toby \ on thy life, I v-uargc thcQ, hold. 

Sir To. Madam ? ..^^ 

OIL Will it be ever thus ? u||racious wretch. 
Fit for the mountains and the barbarous caves. 
Where manners ne'er were preach'd : out of my fight! 
Be not offended, dear Cefario:^ ■ 
Rudcsby, begone! I pr'ythee, gentle friend, 

\_Exeunt Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew. 
Let thy fair wifdom, not thy paffion, fway 
In^bis uncivil and unjufl: extent 
Againft thy peace. Go with me to my houfe. 
And hear thou there, how many fruitlefs pranks 
5 This ruffian hath botch'd up, that thou thereby 
May*Il fmile at this : thou (halt not chufe but go : 
Do not deny ; beihrew his foul for me. 
He darted one poor heart of mine in thee* 

Seb. What relilh is in this? how runs the ftrcam? 
Or I am mad, or elfe this is a dream. 
Let fancy ftill my fenfe in Lethe fteep. 
If it be thus to dream, ftill let me fleep. 

OIL Nay, come, I pray : 'would, thouMft be ruPd 
by me. 

Seb. Madam, I will. 

OIL O, fay fo, and fo be! [Exeunt. 

3 7hts ruffian hath botchM up, — ] i. /. fwdlcd and inflamed. 
A botch being a fwelling or abfcefs. 
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SCENE III. 
jin Apartment in Olivia^i H<Hife. 

Enter Maria, and Clown. 

Afof.T^AY, I pr'ythce, put on this gown, and 
XN this beard; make him believe, thou art 
Sir Topas the curate 5 do it quickly. Til call Sir Tohy 
the whilft. [^Emt Maria. 

Clo. Well, PII put it on, and I will diffemble my- 
felf in't i and I would, I were the firft that ever dif- 
fcmbled in fuch a gown. I am not tall enough to 
become the funftion well, nor lean enough to be 
thought a good ftudent ; but to be faid an honeft 
man, and a good houfekeeper, goes as fairly, * as to 
lay, a gracerul man and a great fcholar. The com- 
petitors enter. . 

Enter Sir Toby, and Maria. 

ArSri. Jove blels thee, Mr. Parfon. 

Oo. Bonos diesy Sir Toby ; ** for as the old hermit 
** of Pragney that never faw pen and ink, ^ very wit- 
" tily faid to a neice of King Gorboduckj that that is, 
"is: fo I being Mr. Parfon, am Mr. Parfon; for 
" what is that, but that? and is, but is? 

Sir lo. To him, Sir Topas. 

4 as ta/ay, tf careful ma» and a ^iat fibolari\ This refers 
to what went before, / am not tall msugb to become thefuaBiou 
not lit nor han enaugh to he thought a good Jludent ; it is plain then 
that Bhake/pear wrote, as tojky a gracefuI/ matif /.^^. comely. 
To this the Oxford Editor fays, reB^. 

5 'oerynmttify /aid ''^-'^ that that is ^ «;] This is a very hu- 
inouroos banter of the rules eflablifhed in the fchools, that all rea- 
fonings are ex pracogmtis & fraconajjis^ which lay the foundation 
of every fcience in thefe maxims, wjbaifoe'ver is, is ; and it is im- 
fojlblefir the fame thing to be and not to be ; with Qiuch trifling of 
tf^e lik€ kind. 
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CIo. What, hoa, I fay, — peace in this prifon? 
Sir fo. The knave counterfeits well ; a gdod knave. 

[Malvolio witbin. 

Mai. Who calls there? 

Clo. Sir topas the curate, who comes to vifit Mai- 
volio the lunatick* 

Mai. Sir Tapas^ Sir Topas^ good Sir Tapas^ go to 
my lady. 

Qo. Out, hyperbolical fiend^ how vexed thou this 
man? 
Talked thou of nothing but ladies ? 

Sirro. Wellfaid, mafter Parfon. 

Mai. Sir fopas^ never was man thus wrongM ; good 
Sir fopas^ do not think I am mad ; they have laid 
me here in hideous darknefs. 

Clo. Fie, thou difhoned fathan ; I call thee by the 
mod moded terms ; for I am one of thofe gentle 
ones, that will ufe the devil himfelf with curtefie : 
fay'd thou, that houfe is dark ? 

Mai. As hell. Sir Topas.^ 

Clo. Why, it hath bay-windows tranlparent as ba« 
ricadoes, and the clear dones towards the ibuth-north 
are as ludrous as ebony ; and yet complained thou 
of obdruftion ? 

Mai. I am not mad. Sir Topas ; I fay to you, this 
houfe is dark. 

Clo. Madman, thou erred; I fay, there is no dark- 
nefs but ignorance ; in which thou art more puzzled 
than the Egyptians in their fog. 

M^* I f&y) this houfe is as dark as ignorance, 
though ignorance were as dark as hell \ and I (ay, 
there was never man thus abus'd ; I am no more mad 
than you are, make the tryal of it in any condant 
quedion. 

Clo. What is the opinion of PytbagoraSf concern- 
ing wild^fowl ? 
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Mat. That the (bvA of our grandam might happily 
inhabit a bird. 

Ch. What think'ft thou of his opinion ? 

MaL I think nobly of the foul, and no way ap« 
prove of his opinion. 

Clo. Fare thee well: reitiain thou ftill in darknefsi 
thou Ihalt hold th* opinion of PytbagoraSj ere I will 
allow of thy wits ; and fear to kill a woodcock, 
left thou difpoflefs the foul of thy grandam. Fare thee 
well. 

Mai. Sir Topas^ Sir Topas ! ---^ 

Sir To. My moft exquifite Sir Topas ! 

Clo. ^ Nay, I am for all waters. 

Mar. Thou might'ft have done this widiout thy 
beard and gown ; he fees thee not. 

Sir To. To him in thine own voice, and bring me 
word how thou find'ft him : I would, we were all 
rid of this knavery. If he may be conveniently de- 
. liver'd, I would, he were ; for I am now fo far in 
ofience with my neice, that I cannot purfue with any 
iafety this fport to the uplhot. Come by and by to 
my chamber. [Exit mlb Maria. 

SCENE IV. 

do. Hey Robin, jolly Robin, Ull me bow wy lady 
does. [Singing. 

Mai. Fool, 

Clo. My lady is unkind^ perdie. 

Mai. Fool,-^ 

Ch. jOaSj why isjhefo ? 

Mai. Fool, I fay; — 

Clo. Sbe loves anotber'— who calls, ha ? 

6 Nitft lam fir all nuaters.'] A phfafe taken from the ador*s 
abiliqr of making the andienoe cry either with mirth or grief. ' 

Mai. 
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Md. Good fool, as ever thoi» m\t dcfcrye weH at 
my hand, help me to a candle, and peo, i^kt and 
paper ; as I am, a geiiicIemaiP, I will liv>e to be tba^k- 
fiii to tliee fcr*t. 

Clo. Mr. Maholio! 

Mai. Ay, good fool. 
. C/^. Alas, Sir, how fdl you befidcs your fir^ 

A&/. Fool, there was never man fo nptoriQufly 
abus'd ; I am as well in my wits, fool, as thou arc. 

Clo, But as well! then 'thou ari: madt indeed, if you 
be no better in your wits than a fool. 

MaL They have here propertied jne'-, keep in? in 
darkneTs, fend miotfters to mc» afles» ftod do ^l they 
can to face me out of my wit$. 

Ch. Advife you what you fey : the tniniftpr is h^re. 
Malvdio, Malvrihy tliy wits the hcav'ns reftore: en- 
deavour thyfclf to floep, and leave chy vain \H\iM 
babble. 

Md. Sir 3ip^i, p»-^«- 
. Ch. MaiQtain no words with bim, good if^\(m. 
Who^ I, Sir? uQt I, Sir. God b^w'yptt, gpod Sk 

Marry, ameD. ^* y I will. Sir, I wilL 

Mai. Fool, fool, fool, I fay. 
. do. Alas, Sir, be patient. What fay you. Sir? I 
am Ihent for fpeaking to you. 

MaU Good fool, help me to fome light, and ibme 
paper; I tell thee, I am as well in my wits, as any 
man in Illyria. 

Clo. Well-a-day, that you were. Sir! 

Mai. By this hand, I am : goo^ fool, fome ink, 
paper and Jight ; and convey what I fct down to my 
Lady : It (hall advantage thee more than ever the 
bearing of letter did. 

Clo. I will help you to't. But tell me true, »« 
jou not mad, indeed, or do you but counterfeit? 

Mai. 
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Mai. Believe me, I am not : I tell thee true. 

CI9. Nay, rJl ne'er believe a inad*man» 'cili I fee 
his brains. I will fetch you light, and paper, and ink. 

MaL FoaU 1*11 ivquite k in the higheft ckgree i 
I pr'ythcc, be gone. 

Clo, lam gone^ Sir^ and anon^ Sir^ fSinging, 

7*/f Af with you again 
In a trice^ like to the old vke^ 

Tour need to fujiain : 
Who with dt^er oflatb^ in his r^ge^ and bis wratb^ 

Criesj ab^ ha ! to the devil: 
Like a mad lad^ fare thy nails^ dady 

Adieu ^ good man drivel. [E^iS^ 

S C E N E V. 

Changes to another Jpartment in Olivia'i £&^« 

Enter Seballian. 

Ith. '^ H I S is the a»-, that ts the gbrious fua^ 

X' This pearl Ifae^gave me, I cbfeert aidl ia^U 
And th(N3^ ^is wonder chat enwraps me this, . 
Yet 'tis not aiadnefs. Where^ Atkbomo then? 
IcouU fioot find hkn at the £^&iji/; 
Tet there he waS| and there ^ I found diis credit. 
That he did lange dse town to fedc me ont. 
His coii&fel now might do me golden fcrvice ;— - 
For tho* my foul difputes well with my icnfe. 
That this may be fome error, but no madnefs ; 
Tet doth this accident and flood of fortune 
So far exceed * ^ inftance, all diicourfe ; 

7 — - 1 found this credit.] Cndkt for accottnt, Informatioo. 
The Oxford Editor roandly alters it to current i as he does almoll 
tvcfy word that Sbaktffear ufes in an anomalous Signification. 

8 — - tfi7 inibnce, a//difcourie;] Infance^ forlienfe; difcourfit 
ferreaibn. 

That 
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That I am ready to diftruft mine eyes, 

And wrangle with my reaibn that perfuades me 

To any other truft^ but that Pm mad ; 

Or clfe the Lady*s mad ; yet if 'twere fo, | 

She could not fway her houfe, command her fblloweni 

Take, and give back afiairs, and their difpatch. 

With fuch a fmooth, diicreet, and ftable bearing. 

As, I perceive, (he does : there's fomething in't. 

That is deceivable. But here fhe comes. 

Enter Olivia and Prieji. 

OIL Blame not this hafle of mine : if you mean 
well, 
Kow go with me, and with this holy man. 
Into the chantry by % there before him. 
And underneath tliat confecrated roof. 
Plight me the full aflurance of your faith ; 
That my moil jealous and too doubtful foul 
Majr live at peace. He fliall conceal it. 
Whiles you are willing it fhall come to note ; 
What time we will our celebration keep 
According to my birth. What do you fa^ f 

Seb. Pli follow this good man, and go with you i 
And having fworn truth, ever will be true. 

OS. Then lead the way, good fathers and heavens 
fo ihine. 
That they may fairly note this z& of mine! 
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A C T V. S C E N E I. 

Tbe S T R E E T. 

Enter Clown, and Fabian. 

P A B I A K. 

O W, as tbou lav'ft me, let mc fee his letter. 
Clo. Good Mr. Fabian^ grant me another 
requeft. 
F^b. Any thing. 

Clo. Do not defire to fee this letter. 
Fab. This is to give a dog, and in recompence de* 
fire my dog again. 

Enter Duke^ Viola, Curio, and lords. 

Duke. Belong you to the lady Olivia^ friends > 

Clo. Ay, Sir, we are fome of her trappings. 

Duke. I know thee well \ how doft thou, my good 
fellow ? 

Clo. Truly, Sir, the better for my foes, and the 
worfe for my friends. 

Duke. Juft the contrary 5 the better for thy friends. 

Clo. No, Sir, the worfe. 

Duke. How can that be ? 

Clo. Marry, Sir, they praife me, and make an afs 
of me ; now, my foes tell me plainly, I am an ais : 
fo that by my foes, Sir, I profit in the knowledge of 
myfelf ^ and by my friends I am abufed: ' fo that, 

con* 

I fo that conclufions to b$ as kifTes, — ] Tho* it might be unreal* 
fonable to call oar Poec*s fools and knaves every where to account i 
yet, if we did, for the generality, we fhould find them refponfible. 
Bat what monftrous abfurdity have we here } the Ckvim is afieA* 
ing to argae ferioafly and in form. I imagine, the Poet wrote % 
So that, conciufiott to j# asked, is 

Vot. III. O {$: 
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concluHon to be asked, is, if your four ne^ives make 
your two affirmatives, why, then the worfe for my 
friends, and the better for my foes. 

Duke. Why, this is excellent. 

Clo. By my troth. Sir, no ; tho' it pleafe you to 
be one of my friends. 

Duke. Thou ftialt not be the worfe for me, there's 
gold. 

Cto. But that it would be doubk-dealing. Sir, I 
would, you could make it another. 

Duke. O, you give me ill counfcl. 

Cio. Put your grace in your pocket. Sir, for this 
once, and let your flefli and blood obey it. 

Duke. Well, I will be fo mudi afinner tobca dou- 
ble-dealer : there's another. 

Clo. Primo^ fecundoy tertio, is a good Play, and the 
old faying is, the third pays for all: tht triplex. Sir, 
is a good tripping meafure ; or the bells of St. B^net^ 
Sir, may put you in mind, one, two, three. 

Duke. You can fool no more money out of me at this 
throw ; if you will let your Lady know, I am here 
to fpeak with her, and bring her along with you, it 
may awake my bounty further. 

Qh. Marry, Sir, lullaby to your bounty 'till I come 
again. I go. Sir, but I would not have you to think, 
that my define of having is the fin of covetoufnefs ; 
but, as you fay. Sir, let your bounty take a nap, and I 
will awake it anon. [Exit Clown. 

S C E N E 11. 

Etntr Antonio, and Officers. 
yio. Here comes the man, Sir, that did refcufe me. 

' }*. $. fb that the cDnclaiion I have to demand of you is this, if yoor 
fottr, &r. He had in the preceding wordt been infehtng fone 
prtmifes^ and now comes to the cwcbijim very l^gicalfy t you grant 
tsfi lays he, thepremifest I nowa&kyoutograntt£«conclufion. 

Duke. 
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Duke. TbAt fece of hi^ I do remember well % 
Yet when I ft w it laft, it was befmear*d 
As black as F^lcan^ in the fmoak of war : 
A bawbling veflel was he captain of, 
For fliallow draught and bulk unprizable, 
With which (uch fcathful grapple did be m^kc 
With the moft noble bottom of our fleet, 
That very envy and the tonsue of lofs 
Cry'd fame md honour on him. What's the matter ? 

I Offi. Orfino^ this i^ that Antonio^ 
That took the ^bo^nw and her fraught from Cun^ \ 
And this is he, that did the Tyger board. 
When your young nephew Titus ioft his leg : 
Here in the ftreecs, defperate of ihame and date. 
In private brabble did we apprehend him. 

Vio, He did me kindnefs. Sir ; drew on my fide \ 
But to ^QQi4:lQ6pn put %»nge speech i^n me, 
I know not what 'twas, but diilra^tion. 

DiAe. Not^de pirate j thou felt-water thief f 
Wh|itif<poli(h boldnefs brought th^ to their Ricrci^^ 
Whom 4liou:in tero)^ jp bloody, ^nd io dqir. 
Haft ^ad^ thine eneciiies ? 

Ant. OrJiriQi noble Sir, 
Be pleafed i^^iti^ake offthefe names ypu give me; 
Antonio never yet was thief, or pirate ; 
Though I confefs, on bafe and ground enough, 
0^190's ^nemy. A witchcraft drew me hither : 
That moft ungrateful boy there, by your fide. 
From .the rude jfea's enragM and foamy mpiah 
Did I redeem % a wreck paft hope he wa^ : 
His life I gave him, and did thereto add 
My love without retention or c^raint \ 
All his in dedication. Fpr his fake. 
Did I enpolb inyf^lf (pi^re, for his love) 
Into the d^gj^ of this ^vi^rfe town \ 
Drew to defend him, wlien he was bcfct ; 
Wh«rebeiag ii^prdbiended, jii^ faUc cunnkg 

O 2 (N©t 
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(Not meaning to partake with me in danger) 

Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance ; 

And grew a twenty years removed thing. 

While one would wink : dcny'd me mine own purfe. 

Which I had recommended to his ufe 

Not half an hour before. 

J^io. How can this be ? 

Duke. When came he to this town I 

Ant. Today, my lord 5 and for three months before, 
(No Interim^ not a minute's vacancy,) 
Both day and night did we keep company. 

S C EN E III. 

' Enter OMyiz^ and Attendants. 

Duke. Here comes thccountcfs 5 now hcav*n walks 
on earth. 
Bu( for thee, fellow, fellow, thy words are madnefs : 
Three months this youth hath tiended upon me; 
But more of that anon — Take him afide.— 

Oli. What would my lord, but that he may not have. 
Wherein Olivia may fecm fcrviceable ? 
€efario^ you do not keep promife with me. 

Fio. Madam ! 

Duke. Gracious Olivia^' 

on. What do you fay, Cefario ? Good my lord— 

Vio. My lord would fpeak, my duty hufhcs mc. 

OH. If it be aught to the old tunc, my lord. 
It is as * flat and luKbme to mine ear. 
As howling after mufick. 

Duke. Still fo cruel ? 

OH. Still fo conftant, lord. 

Duke. What, to perverfenefs ? you uncivil lady. 
To whofe ingrate and unaufpicious altars 

z z as FAT Mdfulfime] Wc flxonld read, tfx flat. 
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My foul the faithfull'ft ofFcrings has breathed out, ; 
That e*er devotion tendered. What fliaJJ I do ? 

OIL Ev'n what itpleafe my lord, that fhall become 
him. 

Duke. Why (hould I not, had I the heart to do't, 
' Like to th' Egyptian thief, at point of death 
Kill what I love ? (a favage jcaloufie, • 

That focnetimes favours nobly ;) but hear me this: 
Since you to non-regardance caft my faith. 
And that I partly know the inftrument. 
That fcrews me from my true place in your favour : 
Live you the marblc-breafted tyrant ftilJ. 
But this your minion, whom, I know, you love. 
And whom, by heav'n, I fwear, I tender dearly. 
Him will I tear out of that cruel eye. 
Where he fits crowned in his mailer's fpight. 
Come, boy, with mej my thoughts are ripe in mif- 

chief : 
Pll iacrifice the lamb that I do love. 
To fpight a raven's heart within a dove. [Duke going;. 

Vio. And I moft jocund, apt, and willingly. 
To do you reft, a thoufand deaths would die. [following. 

Oli. tVhere goes Cefario ? 

Fio. After him I love, 
More than I love thefe eyes, more than my life j 
More, by all mores, than e*er I fliall love wife. 
If I do feign, you witnefTes above 
Punifli my life, for tainting of my love ! 

Oli. Ay me, dctefted ! how am I beguil'd ? 

Fio.Who does beguile you ? who does do you wrong ? 

Oli. Haft thou forgot thy fclf ? Is it fo long ? 
Call forth the holy father. 

Duke. Come, away. [y^? Viola. 

Oli. Whither, my lord ? Cefario^ husband,- ftay.-. 

3 Like to th' Egyptian thief, -^1 This Egyptian thief was ^ya- 
mis. See HeMorus's jEtbiopia. Mr. Theobald, 

O 3 Duke* 
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Dtfh. Husband ? 

on. Ay, husband. Can he that deny ? 

Duke. Her husband, firrah ? 

ffio. No, my lord, not I. 

dU. Alas, it h the bafencfs of thy fear. 
That makes thee ftrangle thy propriety : 
* Fear not, CefariOy take thy fortunes up : 

Be that, thou know*ft, thou art, and thcii thdo 4rt 
As great) as that thou fear'ft. 

Enter Prieft, 

welcome, father. 

Father, I charge thee by thy reverence 
Here to unfold, (tho* lately we intended 
To keep in darknefs, what occafion now 
Reveals before *tis ripe) what, thou doft know^ 
Hath newly paft between this youth and me. 
Prieft. A contra^ of eternal bond of love. 
Confirmed by mutual joinder of your hands, 
Artefted by the holy clofe of lips. 
Strengthened by enterchangement of your rings \ 
And all the ceremony of this compaft 
Seal*d in my funftion, by my tcftimony ! 
Since when, my watch hath told me, tow'rd my grave 

1 have travcird but two hours. 

Duki. O thou diflemblingcub! what wilt thoube. 
When time hath fow*d a grizzel on thy cafe ? 
Or will not clfc thy craft fo quickly grow. 
That thine own trip (hall be thine overthrow ? 
Farewel, and take her ; but dire£t thy feet. 
Where thou and I henceforth may never meet, 

f^io. My lord, I do proteft* 

OIL O, do not fwear ; 
Dold little faith, tho* thou haft too much fear ! 

SCENE 
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5 C E N E IV. 

Enter Sir Andrew, with his head broke. 

Sir And. For the love of God a furgeon, and fend 
one prefcntly to Sir l^ohy. 

Oti. What's the matter ? 

Sir And. H'as broke my head a-crofs, and given 
Sir T!ohy a bloody coxcomb too : for the love of God, 
your help. I had rather than forty pound, I were at 
home. * 

Oli. Who has done this* Sir Andrew? 

Sir And. Tfie count's gentleman, one Ce/ario ; we 
tcx>k him for a coward, but he's the very devil incaf- 
dinate. 

Duie. My gentleman, Cefario ? 

Sir And* Od's lifelings, here he is : you broke Q)y 
head for nothing % and that that I did, I was fet on to 
do*t by Sir STi^iy. 

Vio. Why do you fpeak to me? I never hurt you: 
You drew your Iword upon me, without c^ufej 
But I befpake you fair, and hurt you not. 

Enter Sir Toby, and Clown. 

Sir And. If a bloody coxcomb be a hurt, you have 
hart me : I think, you fet nothing by a bloody cox* 
comb. Here comes Sir Toby halting, you fhall hear 
more 1 but if he had not been in drink, he would have 
tickled you other-gates than he did. 

Duke. How now, gendeman ? how is*t with you? 

Sir To. That's all one, he has hurt me, and there's 
an end on't ; fot, didft fee Dick Surgeon, fot ? 

Ch. O he's drunk. Sir Tvby^ aboveanhouragone; 
his eyes were fet at eight i'th* morning. 

Sir To. Then he's a rogue, and a paft-mcafure Painifp. 
I hate a drunken rogue. 

O 4 Oli. 
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OIL Away with him : who hath made this havock 
with them ? 

Sir And. Til help you. Sir fohy^ becaufe we*Il be 
drcft together. 

Sir To. Will you help an afs-head, and acoxcomb, 
and a knave, a thin-fac*d knave, a gull ? 

[^Exeunt Clo. To. and And. 

OH. Get him to bed, and let his hurt be lookM to. 

SCENE V, 

Enter Sebaftian. 

Seh. I am forry. Madam, I have hurt your kinfmam : 
fiut had it been the brother of my blood, 
I muft have done no lefs yrith wit and fafety. 

\jillftand in amaze. 
You throw a ftrange regard on ipe, by which, 
I do perceive, it hath offended you 5 
Pardon me, fwcet one, even for the vows 
We inade each other, but fo late ago. 

Duke. One face, one voice, one habit, and two 
perfons 5 
A natural perfpcdlive, that is, and is not! 

Seb. Antonio^ O my dear Antonio ! 
How have the hours rack*d and tortured ipe. 
Since I have loft thee ? 

Ant. Sehajlian are you ? 

Seh. Fear*ft thou that, Antonio ! 

Ant, How have you made divifion of your feif } 
An apple, cleft in two, is not more twin 
Then thefe two creatures. Which is Sebaftian ? 

OH. Moft wonderful! 

Seh. Do I ftand there? I never had a brother : 
Nor can there be that deity in my nature, 
' Of here and every where. I had a fitter. 
Whom the blind waves and furges have devoured ; 

Of 



Digitized 



by Google 



what you "mil 201 

Of charity, what kin are you to me ? [75? Viola. 

What countryman ? what name ? what parentage ? 

Vio. OfMeJfaline'9 Sebajiian was my father ; 
Such a Sebajiian was my brother too : 
So went he fuited to his watVy tomb. 
If fpirits can aflume both form and fuit. 
You come to fright us. 

Seb. A fpirit I am» indeed ; 
But am in that dimenfion grofsly clad. 
Which from the womb I did participate. 
Were you a woman, as the reft goes even, 
I fhoukl my tears let fall upon your cheek. 
And fay, *' Thrice welcome, drowned Fiola! 
Vio. My father had a mole upon his brow. 
Seb. And fo had mine. 

Fio. And dy'd that day, when Viola from her birth 
Had numbred thirteen years. 

Seb. O, that record is lively in my foul ; 
He finiflied, indeed, his mortal aA, 
That day that made my fitter thirteen years. 

Vio. If nothing lets to make us happy both. 
But this my mafculine ufurp'd attire ; 
Do not embrace me, 'till each circumftance 
Of place, time, fortune, do cohere and jump. 
That I am Viola ; which to confirm, 
ril bring you to a captain in this town 
Where lye my maids weeds •, by whofe gentle help 
I was preferv'd to fervc this noble Duke. 
All the occurrence of my fortune fince 
Hath been between this Lady, and this Lord. 
Seb. So comes it. Lady, you have been miftook : 

[to Olivia. 
But nature to her bias drew in that. 
You would have been contrafted to a maid, 
Nor are you therein, by my life, deceived ; 
You are betroth'd both to a maid, and man. 

Duke. 
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Duke. Be not amazM : right-noble is his blood : 
If this be fo, as yet the glafs feems true, 
I ihall have (hare in this moft happy wreck. 
Boy, thou haft faid to me a thoufand times, [To Vio» 
Thou never {hould^ft love woman like to me. 

Fio. And all thofefayings will I over-fwear. 
And all thofe fwearings keep as true in foul ; 
As doth that orbed continent the fire. 
That fevers day from night. 

Duke. Give me thy hand, 
And let me fee thee in thy woman's weeds. 

yio. The captain, that did bring me firft on flM-e, 
Hath my maids garments : be upon fome a&ion 
Is ilow in durance, at M^^/w/i^'s fuit, 
A gentleman and follower of my lady's. 

OIL He (hall enlat^e him : fetch Malvclio hithcn 
And yet, alas, now I remember me. 
They fay, poor gentleman ! he*s much difiradt 

SCENE VI. 

Enter the Clown witb a letter^ and Fabian. 

♦ A moft extradling frenzy of mine own 
From my remembrance dearly ^banifh'd his. 
How does he, firrah ? 

Qo. Truly, Madam, he holds Belzebub at the ftave's 
end, as well as a man in his cafe nuy do : h*as here 
writ a letter to you, I fhould have given't you to day 
morning. But as a mad-man's epiftles are no gofpels, 
& it skills not much, when they are delivered. 

OIL Open^t, and read it, 

Oo. Look then, to be well edify'd, when the fool 

delivers the mad-man— —£y the Jj>rd^ Madam^ • 

[Reads. 

4 A mofltxtnLdixtigfrenvf'^'] 1 1. A frenzy that drew me away 
firom every thing but ics own objeft. 

OIL 
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Olu How now, art mad ? 

Oo. N09 Madam, Ido butreadmadnefs: an your 
Ladyfliip will have it as it ought to be, you muft al- 
low Vox, 

OR. Pr*ythee^ read it, i'thy right wits. 

C/9. So I do, Madona ; but to read his right wits, 
is to read thus : therefore perpend, my princefs, and 
give ear. 

Oli. Read it you, firrah. [fi Fabian. 

Fab. ([Reads.] By the Ijord^ Madam^ you wrong 
me J and the world Jball hmw it : t bough you have put 
me into darknefsj and given your drunken Uncle rule 
over me^ yet have I the ben^ of myfenfes as well as 
your Ladyjhip* I have your own Letter^ that indued 
me to the femblance I put on ; with the winch I doubt 
not^ but to do myfilf mueb rights or you mucbjbame: 
think of me J as you pleafe : I leave my duty a little un^ 
thought of^ Mdjpeak out of my itgury. 

The madly us'd MalvoKo. 

Oli* Did he writt this ? 

do. Ay, Madam. 

Duke* This favours not much of diflraftion. 

OH. See him delivered, Fabian ; bring him hither. 
My Lord, fo pleafe you, thefe thii^ further thought oa^ 
To think me as well a fifter, as a wife ; 
One day ihall crdwn th' alliance on't, fo pleafe you* 
Here at my houfe, and at my proper coft. 

Duke. Madam, I am moft apt t^embrace your offer. 
Your mafter(|uic5 you ; and for your fervice done him. 
So much againft the metal of your fcx, [To Viola. 
So far beneath your foft and tender breeding ; 
(And (ince you caird me mailer for fo long,) 
Here is my hand, you ihall from this time be 
Your mafter*s miftrefs. 

Qli. A Mer» you are ihe, 

S CENE 
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SCENE VII. 

Enler Malvolio. 

Duke. Is this the mad-man ? 

OIL Ay, my Lord, this fame ; how now, Malvolio? 

MaL Madam, you have done me wmng, notorious 
wrong. 

Oli. Have I , Malvolio ? no. 

MaL Lady, you have •, pray you, perufe that Letter. 
You muft not now deny it is your hand. 
Write from it if you can, in hand orphrafc 5 
Or 4ay, 'tis not your feal, nor your invention ; 
You can lay none of this. Well, grant it then 5 
And tell me in the modefty of honour, 
Why you have given mefuch clear lights of favour. 
Bad me come fmiling, and crofs-garter'd to you. 
To put on yellow (lockings, and to frown 
Upon Sir Toby^ and. the lighter people : 
And afting this in an obedient hope. 
Why have you fufFer*d me to be imprifon*d. 
Kept in a dark houfe, vifited by the prieft. 
And made the moft notorious geek, and gull, 
^hat e'er invention plaid on? tell me, why ? 

Oli. Alas, Malvolioj this is not my writing, 
Tho*, I confcfs, much like the charadler : 
But, out of queftion, 'tis Marians hand. 
And now I do bethink me, it was {he 
Firft told me, thou waft mad ; then cam'ft thou 

fmiling. 
And in fuch forms which ^ here were prefuppos*d 
Upon thee in the letter: pr*ythec, be content j 
This pradice hath moft Inrewdly paft upon thee ; 
But when we know the grounds, and authors of it, 

5 .i... bere ivere prcfuppos'd] Fnjuppoti^ for ixnpofed. 

Thou 
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Thou flialt be both the plaintiff and the judge 
Of thine own caufe. 

Fab. Good Madam, hear me fpeak ; 
And let no quarrel, nor no brawl to come. 
Taint the condition of this prefent hour 
Which I have wondred at. In hope ic fhall not, 
Moft freely I confefs, myfelf and Sir Toby 
Set this device againft Malvotio here. 
Upon fome ftubborn and uncourtcous parts 
We had conceiv'd againft him. Maria writ 
The letter, at Sir Tobfs great importance; 
In rccompence whereof, he hath married her. 
How with a fportful malice it was followed. 
May rather pluck on laughter than revenge % 
If that the injuries be juftly weigh'd. 
That have on both fides paft. 

Olu Alas, poor fool ! how have they baffled thee ? 

Clo. Why, fome are born greats fome atchieve greats 
nefsj and fome have greatnefs thrujl upon them. 1 was 
one. Sir, in this interlude ; one Sir I'opaSj Sir ; but 
that*s all one :—^by the Lord^fool^ I am not mad '9 but 
do you remember, Madam, — why laugh you at fucb 
a barren rafcal? an you fmile not^ h^sgagg*d: and 
thus the whirl-gigg of time brings in his revenges. 

MaL I'll be rcveng'd on the whole pack of you. 

lExit. 

Olu He hath been moft notorioufly abus'd. 

Duke. Purfue him, and intreat him to a peace : 
He hath not told us of the captain yet ; 
When that is known, and golden time convents, 
A folemn combination (hall be made 
Of our dear fouls. Mean time, fweet fitter. 
We will not part from hence. — Cefarioy come i 
(For fo you fhall be, while you are a man s) 
But when in other habits you are feen, 
Orfino^% miftrefs, and his fancy's Queen. [Exeunt. 
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Clown Jif^s. 

^ When that I was a littU tiny b&y^ 

fVi$bhey^ bc^ the wind and the rain : 
Afoolijh thing was but a toy^ 

For the rain it raineth every day. 
But when I tame to man^s eftate^ 

fVitbbey^ bOy &c. 
^Gainft knaves and tbieves menjhut their ^t^p 

For the rainj &c. 
But when Icamey das ! to wive^ 

Witbbe^y bOy &c. 
Byfwaggering could I never thrive^ 

For the rainy &c. 
But when I came unto n^ hedsy 

IFitb beyy boy &c. 
fFUh tofs'p<4s ftiU bad drunken beads^ 

For the rainy &c. 
A great while ago the world h^un^ 

fTftb beyy bOy &c. 
But tbat^s all oncy our play is done ; 

And w^llftrive to fkafe you every dojf^ (Eicitt 

6 Whin that I wat^ &c.] This wittdiedftttffn^SiiA({^^% 
b«t the Players ! 
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DRAMATIS PERSONM. 

S A L I N U S, Duke of Ephefus. 
^gcon, a Merchant of Sytdxxxk. 

A • u 1- ev^u c ") Twin-Brotbersy a»d Sens to 

Antipholis ?r Syracule, f ^ , .. 

^ •^ ' J unknown to each other. 

Drotnio ^Ephefus, j ^win-Brothers^ and Slaves toibe 

Dromio (j^Syracufe, J two AntipholisV. 

Balthazar, a Merchant. . 

Angelo, a Goldfmitb. 

A Merchant^ Friend to AntiphoHs ^Syracufe 

Dr. Pinch, a Schoohmafter^ and a Conjurer. 

jEmilia, fFife to ^geon, anAbbefs at Ephefus. 
I Adriana, Wife to Antipholis ^Ephefus* 
Luciana, Sifter to Adriana. 
Luce, Servant to Admn^. 



Jailor^ Officers^ and other Attendants. 
SCENE, Ephefus. 
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THE 

COME DY of ERRORS. 



ACTL SCENE I. 
^he Duke's Palace. 

Enter the Duke of Ephefus, -ffigeon. Jailor^ and 
other Attendants. 

£ G E O K. 

[ R O C E E D, Salinusy to procure my fall. 
And by the doom of death end woes and all. 
Duke. Merchant of Syracufe^ plead no 
more; 
I am not partial to infringe our laws : 
The enmity, and dilcord, which of late 
Sprung from the rancorous outrage of your Duke, 
To merchants, our well-dealing countrymen, 
(Who, wanting gilders to redeem their lives. 
Have feard^his rigorous ftatutcs with their bloods) 
Excludes all pity from our threatning looks. 
For, fince the mortal and inteftine jars 
Twixt thy ieditious countrymen and us. 
It hath in folemn fynods b^en decreed. 
Vol. III. P Both 
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Both by the Syracufans and ourfelvts, 
T'admit no uaffick to our adverfe towns. 
Nay, more ; if any born at Epbefus 
Be feen at Syracufan marts and fairs. 
Again, if any Syracufan born 
Come to the bav of Epbefus^ he dies : 
His goods connfcate to the Duke's difpoie, 
Unlel's a thoufand marks be levied 
To quit the penalty, and ranfom him. 
Thy fubftance, valued at the higheft rate. 
Cannot amount unto a hundred marks ; 
Therefore, by law thou art condemned to die. 
* Mgion. Yet this my comfort, when your words are 

done, 
My woes end likewife with the evening fun. 

Duke. Well, Syracufan^ fay, in brief, the caufe. 
Why thou departed*ft from thy native home^ 
And for what caufe thou cam'ft to Efhefus. 

jEgeon. A heavier task could not have been imposed} 
Than I to fpeak my grief unfpeakable: 
* , Yet that the world may witncfs, that my end 
' Was wrought by nature, not by vile ofFence, 
ril utter what my forrow gives me leave. 
In Syracufa was I born, and wed 
Unto a woman, happy but for me ; 
And by me too, had not our hap been bad : . 
With her I Iiv*d in joy ; our wealth increased, 

I Was Hvrought ty nature^ not hy 'uile offtna^l ^^^ ^ hearers 
underftood that the punidiment he was aibout to undergo was in 
conie^uenee of no- private crime, but of the publick enmity be* 
tween two Hates, to one of which he belonged : Bat it was a general 
faperftition amongfi the ancients, that every great and fadden mif- 
fbrtune was the vengeance of heaven purTuing men for their iccret 
offences. Hence the fentiment here put into the month of the 
fpeaker was proper. By my paft life, (fays he) which I am ^ing 
to relate, the world may underftand that my preient death is ac- 
cording to the ordinary courfe of providence, \jwrought bf nrnturg] 
and not the effe^s of divine vengeance oyenakiDg me for my 
crimes, J]w/ fy <viie off$nce.'\ 
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By profperous voyages I often made 
To Epidamnum ; 'till my &ftor's death, 
And the great care of goods at random left. 
Drew me from kind embracements of my fpoufe; 
From whom my abfence was not fix months old. 
Before herfelf (almaft at fainting under 
The pleafing punifhment that women bear) 
Had made provifioa for her following me. 
And foon, and iafe, arrived where I was* 
There fhe had not been long, but ibe became 
A joyful mother of two goodly fons ; 
And, which was ftrange, the one fo like the other, 
As could not be diftinguiih'd but by names. 
That very hour, and in the felf-fame inn, 
A poor mean womao was delivered 
Of fuch a burthen, male-twins both alike: 
Thofe (for their parents were exceeding poor) 
I bought, and brought up to attend my ions. 
My wife, not meanly proud of two fuch boys. 
Made daily motions lor our home-return : 
Unwilling, I agreed ; alas, too fbon ! 
We came aboard. 

A league from Epidamnum had we iai?d, 
BefcM'ethe always-wind-obeying deep 
Gave any tcagick inftance of our harm ; 
But longer did we not retain much hope : 
For what obfcured light the heav'ns did grant. 
Did but convey unto our fearful minds 
A doubtful warrant of immediate death ; 
Which, tho' myfelf would gladly have cmbrafc^d. 
Yet the inceflant weeping of my wife, 
(Weeping before, for what (he faw muft come j) 
And piteous plainings of the pretty babes. 
That mourn'd for fafluon, ignorant what to fear, 
Forc'd me to fcek ddays for them and me: 
And this it was ; (for other means were none.) 
The Culors fought for fafety by our boat, 

P 2 And 
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And left the (hip,thcn finking- ripe, to us 5 
My wife, more careful for the elder born. 
Had faften'd him unto a fmall fpare mail. 
Such as fea-faring men provide for ftorms 1 
To him one of the other twins was bound, 
Whilft I had been like heedful of the other. 
The children thus difpos*d, my wife and I, 
Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fixc^ 
Faften'd ourfelves at either end the maft \ 
And floating ftraight, obedient to the ftrcam. 
Were carry*d towards Corinthj as we thought* 
At length the fun, gazing upon the earth, 
Difpers*d thofe vapours that ofiended us ; 
And, by the benefit of his wifh'd light. 
The feas waxt calm ; and we difcovered 
Two (hips from far making amain to us. 
Of Corinth that, of Epidaurus this; 
But ere they came — oh, let me fay no more! 
Gather the fcquel by that went before. 

Duke. Nay, forward, old man, do not br6ak off fo ; 
For we may pity, tho* not pardon thee. 

jEgeon. Oh, had the Gods done fo, I had not now 
Worthily term'd them mercilcfs to us; 
For ere the (hips could meet by twice five leagues, 
We were encountered by a mighty rock 5 
Which being violently borne upon. 
Our helplefs fhip was fplitted in the midft: 
So that, in this unjuft divorce of us. 
Fortune had left to both of us alike 
What to delight in, what to forrow for. 
Her parr, poor foul ! feeming as burdened ' 
With leffer weight, but not with leffer woe. 
Was carry'd with more fpeed before the wind. 
And in our fight they three were taken up 
By fifliermen of Corinth, as we thought. 
At length, another fliip had feiz*d on us ; 
And knowing whom it was their hap to iave. 

Gave 
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Gave helpful welcome to their Ihipwreckt guefts \ 

And would have reft the fifhcrs of their prey, 

Had not their bark been very flow of fail ; 

And therefore homeward did they bend their courfe.— 

Thus have you heard me fever'd from my blifi ; 

That by misfortunes was my lifeprolong'd. 

To tell fad (lories of my own milhaps. 

Duke. And, for the fakes of them thou forrow*ft for. 
Do me the favour to dilate at full 
What hath befall'n of them, and thee, *till now. 

Mgem. My youngeft boy, and ^tt my eldeft care, 
At eighteen years became inquifitive 
After his brother; and importun*d me. 
That his attendant, (for his cafe was like. 

Reft of his brother, but retain'd his name,) 

Might bear him company in queft of him : 

Whom whilft I laboured of a love to fee, 

I hazarded the loft of whom I lov'd.. 

Five fummers have I fpcnt in farthcft Greece^ 

Roaming clean through the bounds of Afta^ 

And coafting homeward, came to Epbefus : 

Hopelefs to find, yet loth to leave unfought, 

Or that, or any place that harbours men^ 

But here muft end the ftory of my life 5 

And happy were I iii my timely death. 

Could all my travels warrant me they live. 
Buke. Haplefs jEgeon^ whom the fates have markt 

To bear th* extremity of dire mifliap ; 

Now, truft me, were it not againft our laws, 

(Which Princes, would they, may not difannul j) 

Againft my crown, my oath, my dignity. 

My foul fliould fue as advocate for thee. 

But, tho' thou art adjudged to the death, 

Ai)d pafled fentencc may not be recall'd. 

But to our honour's great difparagement % 

let will I favour thee in what I can -, 

J therefore, merchant, limit thee this day, 

P 3 To 
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To fcek thy life by beneficial help: 
Try all the friends thou haft in Epbefus^ 
Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the fum. 
And live ; if not, then thou art doom'd to die. 
Jailor, take him to thy cuftody. 

[^ExewitDuAe^ end Train. 

Jail. Iwill, my Lord. 

JEgem* Hopelefs and hdplefi dbth Mgeon wetxl. 
But to procraftinate hi3 lifelefs end« 

{Exeunt ^geon, ani Jailor. 

SCENE 11. 

Changes to the Street. 

Enter Antipholis of Syracufe, a Merchant^ and 
Dromio. 

Afifr.T^Herefore give out, you are of Epidamnumi 

X Left that your goods too ibon be confiicate; 
This very day, a Syracufan merchant 
Is apprehended for arrival hero ; 
And, not being able to buy out his life. 
According to the ftatute of the town. 
Dies ere the weary fun itx. in the weft : 
There is your mony, that I had to keep. 

Ant. Go bear it to the Centaur^ where we hoft,^ 
And ftay there, Dromio.^ 'till \ come to thee : 
Within this hour it will be dinner time \ 
•Till that Pll view the manners of the town, 
Perufe the traders, gaze upon the buildings. 
And then return and fleep within mine inn ; 
For with long travel I ^m ftiif and weary. 
Get thee away. 

'Dro. Many a man would take you at your word. 
And go indeed, haying fo good a means. 

\Extt Dromio. 

4nt, 



Digitized 



by Google 



The Comedy df Errors* 215 

jfnt. A trufty villain, Sir, that very oft. 
When I am dull with care and melancholy. 
Lightens my humour with his merry jcfts. 
What, will you walk with me about the town^ 
And dien go to the inn and dine with me? 

Afer. I am invited. Sir, to certain merchants. 
Of whom I hope to make much benefit : 
I crave your pardon. Soon at five o'clock, 
Pleafc you, 1*11 meet with you upon the mart. 
And afterward confort you *till bed-time : 
My prefent bufinefs calls me from you now. 

Ani. Farewel 'till then ; I will go lofe myfclf, 
And wander up and down to view the city. 

Mer. Sir, I comiHend yoU to your own content 

SCENE III. 

Ant. He that commends me to my own content. 
Commends me to the thing I cannot get. 
I to the world am like a drop of water. 
That in the ocean feeks another drop. 
Who falling there to find his fellow forth, 
Unfcen inquifitive, confounds himfelf : 
So I, to find a mother and a brother. 
In queft of them, unhappy, lofe myfelf. 

Enter Dromio of Ephefus. 

Here comes the almanack of my true date. 
What now ? how chance, thou art returx/d fo fcon ? 
E. Dro. Returned fo foon ! rather approached too 
late : 
The capon burns, the pig falls from the fpit. 
The clock has ftrucken twelve upon the bell j 
My miftrefs made it one upon my cheek ; 
She is ib hot, becaufe the meat is cold ; 
The meat is cold, becaufe you come not home ; 

P4 You 
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You come not home, becaufe you have no ftomach ; 
You have no ftomach, having broke your faft: 
But we, that know what 'tis to faft and pray. 
Are penitent for your default to day. 

jinfi Stop in your wind. Sir ; tell me this, I pray. 
Where you have left the mony that I gave you ? 

E Dro. Oh, — Cx-pence, that I had a fVednefday laft. 
To pay the fadler for my miftrefs* crupper ? 
The fadler had it. Sir ; I kept it not, 

Ant, I am not in a fportive humour now \ 
Tell me and dally not, where is the mony ? 
We being ftrangers here, how dar*ft thou truft 
So great a charge from thine own cuftody ? 

E. Dro. I pray you, jeft. Sir, as you fit at dinner : 
I from ipy miftrefs come to you in poft ; 
If I return, I fhall be poft indeed ; 
For (he will fcorc your fault upon my pate: 
Methinks, your maw, like mine, Ihould be your clock; 
And ftrike you home without a meilenger. 
Afit. Conie, Dromio, come, thefe jefts are out of 
feafon ; 
Referve them 'till a merrier hour than this : 
Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee? 

JB. Dro. To me. Sir ? why, you give no gold to me. 
Ant. Come on. Sir knave, have done your fooliihnefs ; 
And tell me, how thou haft difpos'd thy charge? 
E. Dro. My charge was but to fetch you from the 
mart 
Home to your houfe, the Phanixy Sir, to dinner 5 
My miftrefs and her fifter ftay for you. 

Ant. Now, as I am a chriftian anfwer nie. 
In what fafe place you have beftow*d my mony ; 
Or I fhall break that merry fconce of yours, 
That ftands on tricks when I am undifpos*d ; 
Where are the thoufand marks thou hadft of me ? 

£. Dro. I have fome marks of yours upon my pate } 
Some of my miftrefs' marks upon my fhoulders ; 

But 
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But not a thoufand marks between you both.—— 
If 1 Ihould pay your worfliip thofe again. 
Perchance, you will not bear them patiently. 

Jnt. Thy miftrels* marks? what miftrcfs, flave, 
haft thou? iPbantxi 

E. Dro. Your worfliip's wife, my miftrefe at the 
She, that doth faft, 'till you come home to dinner ; 
And prays, that you will hie you home to dinner. 

Ant. What vrilt thou flout me thus unto my face. 
Being forbid ? there take you that. Sir knave. 

£, Dro. What mean you. Sir? for God's lake, hold 
your hands. ; 
Nay, an you will not. Sir, PlI take my heels. 

[Exit Dromio, 

Ant. Upon my life, by fome device or other. 
The villain is o'er-wrought of all my mony. 
* They iay, this town is full of couzenage j 
\ As, nimble jugglers, that deceive the eye ; 

1 They/ay^ this t9wn is full of cou%enag€\ ] This was the cha- 
ncer the ancients give of it. Hence 'F.^g^/«t ^Af^/i^££p/u«j(« 
was proverbial amongft them. Thus Menander ufes it^ & '£^€0r/A 
yfdfjLfjLAJeff in the &ne fenfe. 

3 jfj, nimble jugglers y that deceive the eje; 
Dark- working yjrr^r^rx, that change the miud; 
Soul-killing witches^ that deform the body ;] Thofe who atten* 
threly coniider thefe three lines, mufi confefs that the Poet inten- 
ded, the epithet given to each of thefe mifcreants, Ihould declare 
the power by wnkh they perform their feats, and which would 
therefore be a juft chara£Unftick of each of them. Thus, by 
nimble jugglers, we are taught that they perform their tricks by 
fiigftt of hand I and hy foul-killing witches, we are infonn*d, the 
intfchief they do is by the aififtance of the devil, to whom they 
have given their fouls : But then, by dark-nmrking Sorcerers^ we 
are not intruded in the means by which they perform their ends, 
Befides, this epithet agrees as well to witches, as to them ; and 
therefore, certainly^ our author could not defign this in their cha- 
radcrilUck. We (hould read; 

Dn]g-working^rr#r/ri, that change the mindl 
And we know by the hiftory of ancient and modem faperftitioii» 
that theie kind of jugglers dways pretended to work changes of 
the mind by thefe applications. 

Drug« 
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Drug-\vorking forcerers, that change the mind i 

Soul-killing witches, that deform the body 5 

Diiguifed cheaters, prating mountebanks, 

And many fuch like libertines of fin : 

If it prove fo, I will be gone the fooner. 

rU to the Centaur^ to go feek this flavc ; 

I gready fear, my mony is not fafe. J^Exit. 



ACT 11. SCENE L 

Itbe Houfe of Antipholis of Ephefus, 

Enter Adrian^ and Luciana. 

Ad ri a n a. 

NE I T H E R my husband, nor the flave returned. 
That in fuch hafte I fent to feek his mailer! 
Sure, Luciana^ it is two o* clock. 

Luc. Perhaps, fome merchant hath invited him. 
And from the mart he*s fomewhere gone to dinner : 
Good fifter, let us dine, and never fret. 
A man is mafter of his liberty : 
Time is their mafter ; and when they fee time. 
They'll go or come ; if fo, be patient, fifter. 

Mr. Why (hould their liberty than ours be more? 

Luc. Becaufe their bufineis ftill lyes out a-door. 

jidr. Look, when I ferve him lb, he takes it ill. 

L^c. Oh, know, he is the bridle of your will. 

^dr. There's none, but aflcs, will be bridled fo. 

Luc. Why, head-ftrong liberty is laflit with wo. 
There's nothing fituatc under heaven's eye. 
But hath its bound in earth, in lea, in sky : 
The beafts, the fifties, and the winged fowls. 
Are their males* fubje^b, and at their controuls : 

Man, 
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Man, more divine, the matter of all thcTc, 
Lord of the wide world, and wide wat*ry fcas, 
Indu'd with intelledual fenfe and foul. 
Of more ptehemincnce than filh and fowf. 
Are matters to their females, and thcfa- lords? 
Then let your will attend on their accords. 

Jdr. This fervitude makes you to keep unwed. 

Luc. Not this, but troubles of the marriage-bed. 

Mr. But were you wedded, you would bear fomc 
fway. 

Luc. Ere I learn love, PU praftife to obey. 

Mr. How if your husband ftart fome other where? 

Luc. 'Till he come home again, I would forbear. 

Mr. Patience unmov'd, no marvd tho* fliepaufej. 
They can be meek, that have no other caufc : 
A wretched foul^ bwruisM with adverfity. 
We bid be quiet, when we hear it cry ; 
But were we burdened with like weight of pain. 
As much, or more, we fhould ourfelves complain. 
So thou, that haft no unkind mate to grieve thee. 
With urging helplefs patience would*ft relieve me : 
But if thou live to fee like right bereft. 
This fool-begg'd patience in thee will be left. 

Luc. Well, I will marry one day but to try ; 
Here comes your man, now is your husband nigh. 

SCENE II^ 

Enter Dromio of Ephefus. 

Mr. Say, is your tardy matter now at hand ? 

E. Dro. Nay, he*s at two hands with me, iand that 
my two ears can witnefs. 

Mr. Say, did*ft thoa fpeak wkh him? know'ft 
thou his mind ? 

E. Dro. Ay, ay, he told me his mind upon mine ear. 
Befhrew his^ham^ I fiwoe could uoder-ftand it. 

Imc: 
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Luc. Spake he fo doubtfully, thou cou]d*ft not feel 
his meaning? 

B. Dro. Nay, he ftruck fo plainly, I could too well 
feel his blows ; and withal fo doubtfully, that I could 
icarce underftand them. 

jidr. But fay, I pr'ythee, is he coming home? 
It ieems, he hath great care to pleafe his wife. 

E. Dro. Why, miftrefs, fure, my matter is hol*n<»mad. 

jidr. Horn-mad, thou villain? 

E. Dro. I mean not, cuckold-mad ; but, lure, he's 
ftark mad: 
When I defir'd him to come home to dinner. 
He ask'd me for a thoufand marks in gold : 
*Tis dinner-time, quoth I ; my gold, quoth he : 
Your meat doth burn, quoth I ; my gold, quoth he: 
Will you come home, quoth I ? my gold, quoth he: 
Where is the thoufand marks I gave thee, villain ? 
The pig, quoth I, is burn*d ; my gold, quoth he- 
My miftreis. Sir, quoth I ; hang up thy miftrefs! 
I know not thy miftrefs ; out on thy miftreis ! 

Luc. Quoth who? 

E. Dro. Quoth my matter-: 
I know, quoth he, no houfe, no wife, no miftrefs ; 
So that my errand, due unto my tongue, 
I thank him, I bare home upon my ihoulders : 
For, in conclufion, he did beat me there. 

Air, Go back again, thou flave, and fetch him 
home. 

E. Dro. Go back again, and be new beaten home? 
For God's fake, fend feme other meflcnger. 

jfdr. Back, flave, or I will break thy pate acrofs. 

EDro, And he will blefs that crofs with other 
beating : 
Between you I fhall have a holy head. 

Mr. Hence, prating peafant, fetch thy matter home. 

£. Dro. Am I fo round with you as you with me, 
That like a foot-ball you do fpurn me thus? 

you 
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You fpum me hence, and he will fpurn me hither: 
If I laft in diis fervice, yoU muft cafe me in leather. 

lExit. 

SCENE HI. 

« 

Luc. Fie, how impatience lowreth in your face I 

Jdr. His company muft do his minions grace, 
Whilft I at home ftarve for a merry look : . 
Hath homely age th' alluring beauty took 
From my poor cheek ? then, he hath wafted it. 
Are my difcourfes dull ? barren my wit ? 
If voluble and (harp difcourfe be marr'd, 
Unkindnefs blunts it, more than marble hard. 
Do their gay veftments his afFeftions bait ? 
That's not my fault : he's maftcr of my ftatc. 
What ruins are in me, that can be found 
By him not ruin'd ? then, is he the ground 
Of my defeatures. My decayed fair 
A funny look of his would foon repair. 
But, too unruly dear, he breaks the pale. 
And feeds from home ; poor I am but his ftale. 

Luc. Self harming jealoufie! — fie, beat it hence. 

Jdr. Unfeeling fools can with fuch wrongs dilpenfe: 
I know, his eye doth homage other-where j 
Or elfe what lets it, but he would be here ? 
Sifter, you know he promised me a chain j 
Would chat alone, alone, he would detain. 
So he would keep fair quarter with his bed. 
* I fee, the jewel, beft enameled. 

Will 

I I/ee^ the jewel, lefi enameled^ 
Will lofe his htauty ; Y E T the gold hides flill^ 
That others touch, and often touching twill ; 
Where gold and no man, that hath a name^ 
l^K fal/hood and corruption doth it Jbame^ In this miferable 
condition is this pajQage given us. It fhould be read thos, 
JJii, the jewel, heft enameled. 
Will Ufe hit beauty 1 and the gold hides ftill, 

That 
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Will lofe his beauty \ and the gold bides ftill. 
That others touch 5 y€t often touching will 
Wear gold : and fb no man, that hath a name. 
But fatlhood, and corruption, doth it 0iame. 
Since that my bpauty cannot plcafe his eye, 1 

I'll weep what's left away, and weeping die. J 

tju. How many fond fools fer vc mad jeakMifie ! 3 

SCENE IV. 

Changes to the Street. 

Enter Antipbolis (f Syracufe. 

Ant. np H E gold I gave to I>romic is laid up 

X Safe at the Ontaur ; and the heedtul Have 
Is wander'd forth in care to fcek mc out. 
By computation, and mine hoft*s report, 
I could not fpeak with Dromioj fmce at firO: 
I fent him from the mart See, here he comes. 

Enter Dromio of Syracufe. 

How now, Sir ? is your merry humour altered ? 
As you love ftrokcs, fo jeft with mc again. 
You know no Centaur ? you received no gold ? 
Your miftrcfs fent to have me home to dinner ? 
My houfe was at the PhantM ? waft thou mad. 
That thus fo madly thou didft anfwer me ? 

S. Dro. What anfwer, Sir ? when fpake I fuch a 
word? 

nat others touch ; yet often iouchifig nnill 
Wear gold: and Jo no man, that hath a name. 
But faijhood^ and corruption^ doth it Jhami. 

The fenfe is this, *' Gold, indeed, will lone bear the handllag ; 
'' however, often touching^ will wear even gold ; juft h the great- 
*' eft charadler, tho* as pare as goldit&lf, may, in time, bein- 
'* jared, by the repeated attacks of &l(hood and corrapcfam.^ 

jba. 
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Afii. Even novtr^ even here, not half an hour iiace. 

S. Dro. I did not fee you fince you fent me hence 
Home to the Centaur^ with the gold you gave me. 

ArU. Villain, thou didft deny the gold's receipt i 
And told'ft me of a miftefs, and a dinner | 
For which, I hope, thou felt'ft I was difpleas*d. 

S. Dro. Pm glad to fee you in this merry vein : 
What means this jeft, I pray you, nufter, tell me ? 

Jnl. Yea, doft thou jeer and flout me in the teeth ? 
Think'ft thou, I jeft ? hold, take thou that, and that. 

[Beats Dro. 

S. Dro, Hold, Sir, for God^s fake, now your jeft 
is earned ; 
Upon what bargain do you gjive it me ? 

jhL Becauie that I familiarly fometimes 
Do ufe you for my fool, and chat with you. 
Your lawcinefs will jeft upon my love. 
And make a common of my ferious hours. 
When the fun fhines, let foolifli gnats make (port; 
But creep in crannies, when he hides his beams : 
If you will jeft with me, know my afpcdl^ 
And fafhion your demeanour to my looks ; 
Or I will * beat this method in your fconce. 

S. Dro. Sconce, call you it ? fo you would leave 
battering, I had rather have it a head ; an you ule 
tbefe blows long, I muft get a fconce for my head, 
and inftonce it too, or elfe I (hall feek my wit in my 
ihoulders : but, I pray. Sir, why am I beaten ? 

Jni. Doft thou not know ? 

S.'Dro. Nothuig, Sir, but that I am beaten. 

jint. Shall I tell you why i 

S. Dro. Ay, Sir, and wherefore % for, they fay, 
every why hath a wherefore. 

i&/. Why, firft, for flouting me; and then where- 
fore, for urging it the fecond time to me. 

2 — 7^ heat this method——] MuM, for inftraftioii* 
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S. Dro. Was there ever any man thus beaten out of 
feafon. 
When, in the why, and wherefore, is neither rhimc 

nor reafon ? 
Well, Sir, I thank you; 

Ant. Thank me. Sir, for what ? 

S.Dro. Marry, Sir, for this fomething that you 
gave me for nothing. 

AnL ril make you amends next, to give you no- 
thing for fomething. But fay. Sir, is it dinner -time ? 

S^Dro. No, Sir, I think, the meat wants that I have. 

Ant. In good time. Sir, what's that? 

S. Dro. Batting. 

Ant. Well, Sir, then 'twill be dry. 

S. Dro. If it be, Sir, I pray you eat none of it. 

Ant. Your reafon ? 

S. Dro. Left it make you cholerick, and purchafe 
me another dry-bafting. 

Ant. Well, Sir, learn to jeft in good timcj there's 
a time for all things. 

«y. Dro. I durft have deny'd that, before you were 
fo cholerick. 

Ant. By what rule. Sir ? 

iS. Dro. Marry, Sir, by a rule as plain as the plain 
bald pate of father Time himielf. 

Ant. Let's hear it. 

S. Dro. There's no time for a man to recover his 
hair, that grows bald by nature. 

Ant. May he not do it by fine and recovery ? 

S. Dro. Yes, to pay a fine for a peruke, and recover 
the loQ: hair of another man. 

Ant. Why is time fuch a niggard of hair, being, as 
it is, fo plentiful an excrement ? 

S. Dro. Becaufe it is a blefling that he beftows on 
beafts $ and what he hath fcanted men in hair, he hath 
given \a) them in wit. 
[ («} men, Mr. Theobald Vulg. tbm.^ 

Ant: 
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Ant. Whyi but there's many a man hath more haiV 
than wit 

,9. Dro. Not a man of thofe, but he hath the wit td 
lofe his hair. 

Jnt. Why, thou didft conclude hairy men plain deaU 
ers without wit. 

S. Dro. The plainer dealer, the fooner loft j yet he 
lofeth it in a kind of jollity. 

Jnt. For what reafon ? 

S. Dro. For two^ and found ones too. 

Jnt. Nay, not found, I pray you* 

S* Dro. Sure ones then. 

Ant. Nay, not fure in a thing falfing, 

S. Dro. Certain ones then. 

Ant. Name them. 

S. Dro, The one to fave the money that he fpcnds 
in trying ; the other, that at dinner they (hould noC 
drop in his porridge. 

Ant. You would all this time have provM, there is 
no tin)e for ail things* 

S. Dro. Marry, and did, Sir } namely^ no time to 
recover hair loft by nature. 

Ant. But your realbn was not fubftantial^ why there 
is no time to recover. 

5. Dro. Thus I mend it : Time himfclf is bald, and 
therefore to the world's end will have bald followers. 

Ant. I knew, 'twould be a bald eoncIuQon: but, 
foft ! who wafts us yonder ? 

SCENE V. 

Enter Adriana, and Luciana 

Adri. Ay, ay, Antipholis^ look ftrange and ffowrt. 
Some other miftrefs hath thy fwect afpcfts : 
I am not Adriqna^ nor thy wife. 
The time was once, when thou, unurgM, wouldft vow^ 
* That never words were mufick to thine car, 

Vol. III. Q • That 
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< That never objefl pleafmg in thine eye, 
^ That never touch well welcome to thy hand, 

* That never meat fwcet-favourM in thy tafte, 

• Unlcfs 1 fpake, or look'd, or touch'd, or carved. 
How comes it now, my husband, oh, how comes it. 
That thou art thus eftranged from thy fctf ? 

Thy felf I call it, being ftrange to me : 

That, undividable, incorporate. 

Am better than thy dear felf 's bccter part. 

Ah, do not tear away thy (elf from me : 

For know, my love, as eafie may^ft thou fall 

A drop of water in the breaking gulph. 

And take unmingled thence that drop again. 

Without addition or diminishing. 

As take from me thy felf; and not me toOi 

How dearly would it touch thee to the quick, 

Should'ft thou but hear, I were licentious ? 

And that this body, confecrate to thee. 

By ruffian luft fliould be contaminate ? 

Would'ft thou not fpit at me, and fpurn at me^ 

And hurl the name of husband in my &ce. 

And tear the ftain'd skin of my harlot-tx-ow. 

And from my falie hand cut the wedding-ring. 

And break it with a deep-divorcing vow ? 

1 know thou can'ft ; and therefore, fee, thou do it; 

' I am poflefs'd with an adulteratt blot ; 

My blood is mingled with the Grime of luft : 

For if we two be one, and thou play M&^ 

I do digeft the poifon-of thy flem. 

Being ftrumpetcd by thy contagion. 

^ lam poffefs' d luitb an adulterate blot ; 
My blood is mifigled luitb tbe crime oflufi .-] Both the inte- 
grity of the metaphor, and the word blot^ in the preceding line, 
ihew that we (hould read, 

'witb tbe GRiiAE of luft : /. t. the ft0iny fmut. So a- 

gain in this play,— -<^ man nu^ go wirjbus in the crime of it. 

Keep 
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Keep then fair league, aiid truce with thy true bed ; 
I live diRkWdy thou undifhonoured. 

ji/iL Pldld you to me, fair dame? I know you not : 
In EpbiJUs I ittn but two hours old, 
As ftranse unco your town as to your talk« 
Who, every tvbrd by aPl my wit being ftanh'd. 
Wants wit in all one word to underftand. 

Luc. FiCj brother! hov^ the world is changed with 
you ; 
When Were you wont to life my fifter thus ? 
Shte ferit for ybii by Bromio home to dinner. 

Ant. By Drmio f 

S. Dro. By nhe ? 

Ji^. By thee ; and thtis thou didft return from Kim^ 
That he did bufi^t thee ; and in his blows 
Dehy^d my hoiffe for his, me for his wife. 

Att. uid yoa cohvcrfe, Sir, with this gentle* 
woman ? 
What is the coutfe and drift of your coihpaft ? 

S. Dro. I, Sir, I never faw her *till this time. 

Jm. Villain, thou lieft ; for even her very words 
f)idft thou deliver to me on the mart. 

S. Dro. i never fpbke with her in all my life. 

AMt. HoW can (he thus then cill us by our names, 
Unlefs it be by infpif ation ? 

jidr. How ill agrees it with your gravity. 
To counterfeit thus grofly with your flave, 
Abetting him to thwart me in my mood ? 
Be it my wrong, ♦ you are from me exempt. 
But wrong not that wrong with a more contempt* 
Come, I will fatten on this fledve of thine ; 
** Thou art an elm, my husband, I a vine : 
" Whpfe weaknefs, marry 'd to thy ftrohger ftate, 
•* Makes me with thy ftrength to communicate % 
•* If aught poflWs thee from me, it is drbfs, 

4 — - ja« artfrQtn mi exempt,] Exempt^ for eflranged. 

0^2 •« Ufurp. 
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*' Ufurping ivy, brier, or idle mofs ; 

** Who, all for want of pruning, with intrufion 

" Infcd: thy fap, and live on thy confufion. 

yf»/. To me ihe fpeaks ; flic moves mc for her 
theam ; 
What, was 1 marry'd to her in my dream ? 
Or fleep I now, and think I hear all this ? 
What error drives our eyes and ears amils? 
Until I know this fure uncertainty, 
rJl entertain the fevour'd fallacy. 

Luc. Dromio, go bid the fervants fpread for dinner. 

S. Dro, Oh, for my beads! I crofs mc for a finncr. 
This is the Fairy land : oh, fpight of fpights ! 
« We talk with goblins, owls, and el vim iprights; 
If we obey them not, this will enfue. 
They'll fuck our breath, and pinch us black and blue. 

Luc. Why prat'ft thou to thy felf, and anfwcr'ft 
not ? 
Dromio, thou drone, thou fnail, thou Aug, thou fot! 

5 ff^e talk njuith goblins, owls, and ehijh J^ights i] Here Mr. 
neohald calls out in the name ofNonfenfe, the firft time he Yizi^ for- 
mally invoked her, to tell him how Onvls could fuck their hreath, ami 
pinch them bUck and blue. He, therefore, alters Onvls to Ouphs, 
and dares fay, that his readers <will ac^uie/ce in thejufine/s of his 
gmendation. But, for all this, we muil not part with the old read- 
ing. He did not know it to be an old popular fuperftition, that 
the fcretch-owl fucked out the breath and blood of infants in the 
cradle. On this account, the Italians called Witches, who were 
fuppofed to be in like manner mifchievoufly bent againft children, 
Strega from Strix, the Scretch-owl. This fuperftition they had derived 
from their Pagan anceflor^, as appears from this pafTage of OvU 
Sunt a*vida *volucres ; non qute Pbine'ia menfis 

Guttnra fraudabant : icd genus inde trahont. 
Grande caput : Jiantes oculi ; rojlra apta rapina : 

Canities pennis, unguibus hamus ineft. 
Nc^e ^volanty PUEROsquE petunt nutricis tgtntts ; 

Et ^itiant CUN I s corpora raptafuis. 
Carpere dicuntur laQantia vifcera roftris ; 
Et plenum poto fanguine guttur habent. 
Eft illis llrigibus nomtu ;-*— Lib. 6. Feft. 

S. Dro. 
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S, Dro. I am transformed, mafter, am not I? 

Ant. I think, thou art in mind, and fo am I. 

S. Dro. Nay, mafter, both in mind and in my 
fhape. 

Jnt. Thou haft thine own form. 

S. Dro. No i I am an ape. 

Luc. If thou art changed to aught, 'tis to an afs. 

S. Dro. 'Tis true ; ihe rides me, and I long for 
grafs. 
*Tis fo, I am an afs ; elfe it could never be. 
But I (hbuld know her, as well as (he knows me. 

Adr. Come, come, no longer will I be a fool, 
To put the finger in the Eye and weep, 
Whilft man and mafter laugh my woes to fcorn. 
Come, Sir, to dinner ; DromiOj keep the gate % 
Husband, V\l dine above with you to day, 
And ftirive you of a thoufand idle pranks ; 
Sirrah, if any ask you for your mafter. 
Say, he dines forth, and let no creature enter : 
Come, fitter ; DrQmioy play the porter well. 

AnL Am I in earth, in heaven, or in hell ? 
Sleeping or waking, mad or well advisM ? 
Known unto thcfe, and to myfelf difguisM ? 
PU fay as they fay, and perfever fo ; 
And in this mift at all adventures go. 

S. Dro. Mafter, fliall 1 be porter at the gate ? ^ 

Adr. Ay, let none enter, left I break your pate. > 

Luc. Come, come, AntipboHs^ we dine too late. J 

[Exeunt. 



0^3 ACT 



Digitized 



by Google 



:j 30 TtfS (^tdy ()f E R ?L Q R ?♦ 

ACT m. SCENE I. 

The Street before Antipholis'jr Hmfe. 

Enter Antipholis of Ephefus, Dromio of Ephefiis^ 
Angelo, and Balthazan 

E. Antipholis. 

GOOD Signior jhtgelo^ you muft excufe U3 ; 
My wife is fhrewijDh, when I keep not hours i 
Say, that I Jinger'd with you at your fliop 
To fee the making of her carkanet ; 
And that to morrow you will bring it home. 
But here's a villain, that would face me down 
He met me on the mart, and that I beat him ; 
And charged him with a thoufand marks in gold 5 
And that 1 did 4eny my wife and houfe : 
Thou drunkard, thou, what didft thou mean by this ? 
JB. Dro. Say, what you will. Sir 5 but I know what 
I know 5 
That you beat me at the mart, I have your hand to 

fhow ; 
If the skin were parchment, and the blows you gave 

were ink, 
Your o.wn hand-writing wouW tell you what I ihink. 
E. Ant. I think, thou art an afe. 
E. Bro. Marry, fo it dptb appear 
By the wrongs I fufFer, and the blows I bear ; 
I fhould kick, being kickt ; and, being at that pafs. 
You would keep from my heels, and beware of an afs. 
E. Ant. Y'are fad, Signior Balthazar. Pray God, 
our cheer 
May anfwer my good will, and your good welcome 
here. 
Bah I hold your dainties cheap, Sir, and your wel- 
come dear. 

E.Ant. 
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E. Ant. Ah, Signior Balthazar^ either at flelh or fifli, 

Auble-fuU of welcome makes fcarcc one dainty difli. 

Bal. Good meat. Sir, is common ; that every churl 

affords. 
E. Ant. And welcome more common \ for that's 

nothing but words. 
Bal. Small cheer, and great welcome, makes a 

merry feaft. 
E. Ant. Ay, to a niggardly hoft, and more fparing 
gueft : 
But tho* my cates be mean, take them in good part ; 
Better cheer may you have, but not with better heart. 
But, foft V my door is lockt •, go bid them let us in. 
jE. Dro.Maudy Bridget y Marian ^ Cicely ^ Gillian^ Ginn ! 
S. Dro. \witbin'] Mome, malt-horfe, capon, cox- 
comb, idiot, patch ! 
Either get thee from the door, or fit down at the hatch : 
Dofl; <hou conjure for wenches, that thou cairft for 

fuch (lore, 
When one is one too many ? go, get thee from the 
door. 
JE. Dro. What patch is made our porter ? my mailer 

ftays in the ftreef. 
S. Dro. Let him walk from whence he came, left he 

catch cold on's feet. 
E.Attt. Who talks within there? hoa, open the 

door. 
S. Dro. Right, Sir, Fl] tell you when, an you'll tell 

me wherefore. 
E. Ant. Wherefore ? for my dinner : I have not 

din'd to day. * 

S. Dro. Nor to day here you muft not : come again, 

when you may. 
E. Ant. What art thou, that keep'ft me out frpm 

the houfe I owe ? 
£. Dro. The porter for this time, Sir, and my n^me 
is Drotnio. 

0^4 E: Dro: 
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E. Dro. O villian, thou haft ftolPn both mine office 

and my name : 
The one ne*er got me credit, the other micklc blame. 
If thou had'ft been JDromio to day in my place. 
Thou would'ft have chang'd thy face for a name, or 

thy name for an afs. 
Luce, [within'] What a coile is there, Dromio ? who 

are thofe ^t the gate ? 
E. Dro. Let my matter in. Dice. 
Luce Faith, no ; he comes too late *, 
And fo tell your mafter. 

E. Dro. O lord, I muft laugh ; 
Have at you with 2i Proverb. — Shall J fet in my ftafF? 
Luce. Have at you with another ; that's when, can 

you tell ? 
S.Dro. Ifthynamebecall'd L/irtf, Luce^ thou haft 

anfwerM him well. 
E. Ant. Do you hear, you minion, you'll let fts in, 

J trow ? 
Luce. I thought to have askt you. 
S. Dro. And you faid, no. 
E. Dro. So, come, help, well ftruck \ there was 

blow for blow. 
E. Ant. Thou baggage, let me in. 
Luce. Can you tell for whofe fake ? 
jE. Dro. Mafter, knock the door hard. 
Luce. Let him knock, 'till it ake. 
E. Ant. You'll cry for this, minion, if I beat the 

door down. 
Luce. What needs all that, and a pair of flocks in 

the town ? 
Adr. [within'] Who is that at the door, that keeps 

all this noife i 
S. Dro. By my troth, your town is troubled with 

unruly boys. 
^^ Ant. Are you there, wife i you might have come 

bcforct 

Adr. 
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Mr. Your wife. Sir knave ! go, get you from the 

door. 
E. Dro. If you went in pain, matter, this knave 

would go fore- 
Jng. Here is neither cheer. Sir, nor welcome ; we 

would fain have cither. 
Bal. In debating which was beft, ' we (hall have 

part with neither. 
E.'Dro. They ftand at the door, matter; bid them 

welcome hither. 
£. Ant, There's fomething in the wind, that we can- 
not get In, 
£. Dro. You would fay fo, matter, if your garments 

were thin. 
Your cake here is warm within : you ftand here in the 

cold : 
It would make a man mad as a buck to be fo bought 

and fold. 
E.Ant. Go fetch me fomething. Til break ope the 

gate. 
5. Dro. Break any thing here, and V\\ break your 

knave's pate. 
jE. Dro. A man may break a word with you. Sir, 

and words are but wind ; 
Ay, and break it in your face, fo he break it not 

behind. 
S. Dro. It feems^ thou wanteft breaking \ out upon 

thee, hind ! 
E.Dro. Here's too much, out upon tbee! I pray 

thee, let me in. 
f . Dro. Ay, when fowls have no feathers, and fiih 

have no fin, 
£. Jnt. Well, I'll break in ; go borrow me a crow. 
£. Dro. A crow without feather, matter, mean you 

fo? 

I ... H»ifl}allfart nuith mither,"} Common fenfe requires as to 
read, »^p«* njiitjball have fart nmitb mitber. 

For 
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For a fi& without a fin, there's a fowl without a fea- 
ther : 
If a crow help us in^ firrah, we'll pluck a crow toge- 
ther. 

E. Jnt. Go>. get thee ^one^ fetch me an iron crow. 

BaU Have patience, Sir : oh, let it not be fo. 
Herein you war againft your reputation^ 
And draw within the compafs of fufped: 
Th' unviolated honour of your wife. 
Once, this ; — your long experience of her wifdom. 
Her fi>ber virtue, years^ and modefty. 
Plead on her part (ome caufe to you unknown ; 
And doubt not. Sir, but fhe will well excufe. 
Why at this time the doors are barr'd againft you, 
6(8 rui'd by me, depart in patience^ 
And let us to the ^yger all to dinner ; 
Aod about evening come your felf alone^ 
To know the reafon of this ftrange reftraint. 
If by 0xong band you offer to break in» 
Now in the ftirring paflage of the day, 
A vulgar comment will be made of it ; 
And that fuppofed by the common rout, 
Againft your yet ungalled eftimation^ 
That may with foul intrulion ehter in. 
And dwell ujpon your grave when you are dead : 
For flander lives upon fucceflion ; 
For ever hous'd, where it once geta pofleffion. 

E. Ant. You have prevailed ; I will depart in quiet, 
* And, in defpight of mirth, mean to be merry^ 
I know a wench of excellent difcourfe, 
Bretty, and witty^, wild, and, y^t too, gentle ; 

2 ^nd, in dejjfight of mirth,— »-] Rilr. TheohaUdot^ not know 
what to make of this ; and, th^refbre^ has put nxn-ath inftead of 
mirtb iiK»th& t«xt, ia whkh' he M &lldwod by the Oxford Edi" 
tor. fiut the old reading is right ; and the meaning is, I will be 
merry, even out of fpite to mirth, which is, now, of all things, 
the jnoftufif^eafing te me; 

There 
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There wiU W^ dw ; liiis woman that I mcan^ 

My wife (but, I protcftt wUbpui: def^rt,) 

Hath oftep(iines upbraided me withal ; 

To her will we to dinner. Get you home. 

And fetch th(s ch^in » by thi^» I know» *tis tmdc i 

Bring it, I pr»y yo», %o the Porcupine -, 

For there's the hoijfe : that chimin will I beftow» 

(Be it for nothing but to fpight my wife,) 

Upon mine hpf^^fs there. Good Sir, m^ke hafte : 

Since my Qiyn door3 refuft to eniertain me, 

ril knock eliewhere, to fee if they'll diiCijain me^ 

4^. ril mc?t ypu at that place, fomc hour. Sir, 
hence. 

E. 4nt. Da fo \ this je(l ihall cod me fome expence. 

SCENE Jl. 

lie Hojufe o/' Antipholis o/^Ephefus. 

Enter Luciana, with Antipholis of Syracufc. 

hic. AND may it be that you have quite forgot 

JLJL A hmband's office ? ibalU Jntipbolis^ 
Ev'n in the fpring of love, chy love fprings rot? 
Shall Iove> in ' building, grow fo ruinate ? 
If you did wed my fitter for her wealth. 
Then for her wealth's &ke ufe her with more kind« 

Of if you like eliewbcre* do it by ftealtb \ 
Muffle your lalfe love with fome ihe>¥ of blindoefs j^ 

Let not my fifter road it in your eye ; 
Be not thy tongue thy own flume's orator ; 

Look fwe^ fpeali; fajr ; beconK difloyalty : 
Apparel vice, like virtue's harbinger ; 

3 • — *«i/ir«5pi,— — ] Mr, TbishaU \m here removed a fupcr- 

fluQtis letter. 

Bear 
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Bear a feir prefence, tho* your heart be tainted : 

Teach fin ihe carriage of a holy faint ; 
Be fecret-falfe : what need (he be acquainted ? 

What fimple thief brags of his own attaint? 
*Tis double wrong, to truant with your bed, . 

And let her read it in thy looks at board : 
Shame hath a baftard fame, well managed 5 

111 deeds are doubled with an evil word : 
Alas, poor women ! make us {a) but believe, 

Beingcompaft of credit, that you love us 5 
The* others have the arm, fhew us the fleeve : 

We in your motion turn, and you may move us. 
Then, gentle brother, get you in again j 

Comfort my fitter, chear her, call her wiffe ; 
^Tis holy fport to be a little vain. 

When the fweet breath of flattery conquers flrife. 

S. Ant. Sweet miftrefs, (what your name is clfe, I 
know not ; 

Nor by what wonder you do hit of mine :) 
Lefs in your knowledge and your grace you fhow not 

Than our earth's wonder, more than earth divine. 
Teach me, dear creature, how to think and fpeak j 

Lay open to my earthy grofs conceit, 
Smother'd in errors, feeble, Ihallow, weak. 

The fouldcd meaning of your words* deceit ; 
Againft my fouPs pure truth why labour you. 

To make it wander in an unknown field ? 
Are you a God ? would you create me new ? 

Transform me then, and to your pow*r TU yield. 
But if that I am I, then, well I know. 

Your weeping fitter is no wife of mine ; 
Nor to her bed no homage do I owe j 

F'ar more, far more, to you do I decline. 

[ [a) hut, Mr. Theobald Vulg. w/.] 

Oh, 
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Oh, train me not, fweet mermaid^ with thy note. 

To drown me in thy lifter's flood of teara ; 
Sing, Siren^ for thyfcif, and I will dote ; 

Spread o'er the filver waves thy golden hairs. 
And as a bed Til take thee, and there lye : 

And ^ in that glorious fuppofition think. 
He gains by death) that hath fuch means to die ; 

Let love, being light, be drowned if fhe fink. 

Luc. What, are you mad, that you do reafon fo ? 

S. Ant. Not mad, but mated ; how, I do not know. 

Luc. It is a fault that fpringeth from your eye. 

1$". Ant. For gazing on your beams, fair fun, be- 
ing by. 

Luc. Gaze where you fhould, and that will clear 
your fight* 

S. Ant. As good to wink, fweet love, as look on 
night. 

Luc. Why call you me, love ? call my fitter fo. 

S. Ant. Thy fitter's fitter. 

Luc. That's my fitter. 

S. Ant. No ; 
It is thyfcif, mine own fclf 's better part : 
Mine eye's clear eye, my dear heart's dearer heart. 
My food, my fortune, and my fweet hope's aim. 
My fole earth's heaven, and my heaven's claim. 

Luc. All this my fitter is, or elfe (hould be. 

S. Ant. Call thy felf fitter, fweet j fori mean thee: 
Thee will I love, and with thee lead my life ; 
Thou hatt no husband yet, nor I no wife. 
Give me thy hand. 

Luc. Oh, foft, Sir, hold you ftill \ 
I'll fetch my fitter, to get her good will. 

\Exit Luciana. 

4 /'« //^tf/^/^r/ow fuppofition— —] S'lrz/o^/iM, for the thing 

Iiin open. 

SCENE 
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Enter Dromb of S^raeufe, 

S. Ant. Why, how now, Btmio^ whert rtfn'ft them 
fofaft? 

iJ. 2)^(7. Do ydu kiioW mc, Sir ? ififi I IV^/i^w ? am 
I your man ? am I myfelf ? 

S. Ant. Thou art Bromw^ thoii airt my nflan, thou 
art thyfclf. 

S. Dro. lam anafs, I amaworhah'sman, atid be« 
fide^myfelf. 

S. Ant, What woman^s man ? and how befides thy- 
felf? 

S. Dro. Marry, Sir, befides myfelf, I am due to a 
woman ; one that claims me, one that ha\)nts riie, one 
that will have me. 

S. Ant. What claim lays fhe to thee ? 

S. Dro. Marry, Sir, fuch a claim as you would lay 
to your horfe ; and fhe would have me a^ a beaft : not 
that, I being a beaft, fhe would have me ; but that 
Ihe, being a very beaftly creature, lays claim to xftc. 

J. Ant. What is Ihe ? 

Si Dro, A very reverent body ; ay, fiich a ont as a 
man may not fpeak of, without he fey. Sir reverence: 
I have but lean luck in the match ; and yet is file a 
wond'rous fat marriage. 

S. Ant. How ddfl: thou mean^ a fat marriage ? ' 

S. Dro. Marry, Sir, flic's the kitchen- Wench, and 
all greafe ; and I know not what ufe to put her to, but 
to make a lamp of her, and run from her by her own 
light. I warrant, her rags, and the tallow in them, 
will burn * a Lapland winter : if flic lives 'till doomt 
day, ftie'll burn a week longer than the whole world. 

S. Ant. What complexion is flie of ? 

S. Dro. Swart, like my flioc, but her face nothing . 

5 a Poland oc^/n/^r;] Folio reads a I^/i^ffdf winter. Right. 

like 
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like focfcan kept ; for why ? Ihe fweacs, a man may 
go over fhocs in the grime of it. 

S. Ant. That's a fauft, that water will mend. 

S. Dra. No, Sir, 'tis in grain 5 Noalfs flood could 
not do it^ 

S. Ant. What's her name ? 

S. Dro. Nell J Sir; — but {a) her name and three 
quarters (that is, an ell and three quarters) will not 
meafure her from hip to hip. 

S. Am. Then flie bears fome breadth ? 

S. Dro. No longer from head to foot, than from 
hip to hip : fhe is fpherical, like a globe : I could 
find out countries^ in her. 

S. Ant. In what part of her body ftands Ireland? 

S. Dro. Marry, Sir, in her buttocks \ I found it 
out by the bogs. 

S. Ant. Where Scotland? 

S. Dro. I found it out by the barrenness, hard in the 
pakn of her hand, 

S. Ant. Where France ? 

S. Dro. In her forehead ; arm'd and reverted, ma« 
king war * againft her heir.-^— 

S. Ant. Where England? 

S. Dro. I looked for the chalky cliffs, but I could 
findnowhitcnefs in them ; but Igucfs, it ftood in her 
chin, by the fait rheum that ran between France and it^ 

S. Ant. Where Spain ? 

S. Dro. Faith, I faw it not, hvnt 1 felt it hot in her 
breath. 

S. Ant. Where America^ the Indies ? 

S. Dro. Oh, Sir, upon her nofe, all o*er cmbeUifliM^ 
with rubies, carbuncles, faphires; declining their rich 
afpefttothe hot breath of «y/>^i», who fent whole arma- 
does of carradls to be ballaft at her nofe. 

6 i^ainjl her heir. ] Htn. IV. of Franct. At that time the 

League vrai in arms againlt him, 

[ («) — — ber nami and. Dr. Thirlby— — Vulg. bir name is ] 

S. Ant. 



Digitized 



by Google 



340 7^^ Comedy ^Errors- 

S. Ant. Where flood Belgia^ the Netherlands? 

S. Dro. Oh, Sir, I did not look fo low. ^ To con* 
elude, this drudge of the devil, this diviner, laid 
claim to me, call'd me Dretmo^ fwore I was affur'd 
to her, told me what privy marks I had about me, as 
the marks of my fhoulder, the mole in my neck, the 
great wart on my left arm, that I, amaz*d, ran from 
her as a witch. ' And, I think, if my bread had not 
been made of faith, and my heart of fleel, fhe had 
transformed me to a curtal-dog, and made me turn 
i'th* wheel. 

S. Ant. Go, hie thee prefently ; poft to the road \ 
And if the wind blow any way from (hore, 
I will not harbour in this town to night. « 
If any bark put forth, come to the mart ; 
Where I will walk, 'till you return to 'me : 
If every one know us, and we know none, 
*Xis lime, I think, to trudge, pack and be gonc« 

S. Dro. As from a bear a man would run for life, 
So fly I from her that would be my wife. ££;r/V, 

SCENE IV. 

S. Ant. There's none but witches do inhabit here 5 
And therefore 'tis high time that I were hence : 
She, that doth call me husband, even my foul 
Doth for a wife abhor. But her fair fitter, 
Poflcft with fuch a gentle fovereign grace, 

7 To conclude y this drudge ^ or di'vinety laid claim to me^ A lit- 
tle lower, he calls her n*}itcb, A word is certainly dropt out of 
the text. We fhould read, 

tlfis drudge or the obvil, this diwrnr,—--^ 
Drudge of the Devily is the right pariphrafis for a fzuitch. 

8 ^ndy I thinky if my hreaf bad not been made ^^ith, t^c ] 
Alluding to the faperflition of the common people, that nothing 
could refift a witch's power, of transforming men into animals, 
but a great (hare oi faith : however the Oxford Editor thinks 
a breafi made of flinty better fecurity, and has therefore put it in. 

Of 
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Of fuch enchanting prefence and difcourfe. 
Hath almoft made me traitor to myfelf : 
But kft myfelf be guilty of felf- wrong, 
I'll flop mine ears againft the mermaid*s ibng. 

Enter Angelo, with a chain. 

Ant. Mafter Anttpholis^ ~ 

S. Ant, Ay, that's my name. 

Ang. I know it well. Sir; lo, here is the chain ; 
I thought to have ta'en you at the Porcupine \ 
The chain, unfinifh'd, made me Aay thus long. 

S. Ant. What is your will, that I fliall do with this ? 

Ang. What pleafe yourfdf. Sir ; I have made it 
for you. 

S. Ant. Made it for me. Sir! I bcfpoke it not. 

Ang. Not once, nor twice, but twenty times, you 
have : 
Go home with it, and pleafe your wife withal % 
And loon at fupper-time Til viflt you. 
And then receive my mony for the chain. 

S. Ant. I pray you. Sir, receive the mony now ; 
For fear you ne'er fee chain, nor mony, more. 

Ang. You are a merry man. Sir; fare you wclL 

[Exit. 

S. Ant. What I fhould think of this, I cannot tell: 
But this I think, there's no man is fo vain. 
That would rcfule fo fair an ofFer'd chain. 
1 fee, a man here needs not live by fliitts. 
When in the ftreets, he meets fuch golden gifts : 
111 to the mart, and there for Dromio (lay ; 
If any Ihip put our, then ftraight away. [£xi/. 
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A C T IV. SCENE I. 

^be STREET. 

Enter a Merchant j Angelo, and an Officer. 

Merchant. 

YOU know, fince Pentecqfi the fum is due ; 
And fince I have not much importuned yous 
Nor now I had not, but that I am bound 
To Perfia^ and want gilders for my voyage : 
Therefore make prefent fatisfaAion i 
Or I'll attach you by this officer. 

yifjg. Ev'n juft the fum, that I do owe to you. 
Is growing to me by AntifboRs ; 
And, in the inftant that I met with you. 
He had of me a chain : at five o* clock, 
1 fhall receive the mony for the fame : 
Pleafe you but walk with me down to his houfe, 
I will difcharge my bond, and thank you too. 

Er^ir Antipholis of Ephefus, and Dromio ^Ephefus, 
as from the Courtezan^ s. 

Offi. That labour you may lave: fee, where he 

comes. 
E. Ant. While I go to the goldfmith'shoufe, go thou 
And buy a'rope*s end; that will I beftow 
Among my wife and her confederates. 
For locking me out of my doors by day. 
But, foft ; I fee the goldfmith : get thee gone. 
Buy thou a rope, and bring it home to me. 

£. Dro. I buy a thouland pound a year! I buy a 
rope! [£xiV Dromio. 

E. Ant. A man is well holp up, that trufts to you: 
I promifed your prefence, and the chain : 

But 
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But nei|her chuin, nor gpldfcaitht cgme to me : 
Belike, you chousht, our love would laft too long 
If it were chab'd together ; therefore came not. 

jif]^. Saving your merry humour, herc'3 the note. 
How much your chain weighs to the utmoft carrat % 
The finenefs of the gold, the chargeful fafhion -, 
Which do amount to three odd ducats npore. 
Than I (land debted to this gentleman ; 
I pray you, fee him prefently difcharg^d ; 
For he is bound to fea, and ftays but for it. 

E. JfU. I am not furnifh*d with the prefent mpny j 
Befides, I have fome bufinefs in the town ; 
Good Signior, take the ftrang^r to my houfe. 
And with you take the chain, and bid my wife 
Disburfe the fum on the receipt thereof; 
Perchance, I will be there as foon as you. 

Ang. Then you will bring the chain to her yourfelf ? 

E. Ant. No ; bear it with you, left I conoe not time 
enough. 

Ang. Well, Sir, I wiU: have you the chain about 
you? 

E. Ant. An if I have not. Sir, I hope, you have : 
Or elfe you may return without your mony. 

Ang. Nay, come, I pray you, Sir, give me the chain \ 
Both wind and tide ftay lor this gentleman ; 
And I, to blame, have held him here too long. 

E. Ant. Good lord, you uie this dalliance to excufe 
Your breach of promife to the Porcupine : 
I (hould have chid you for not bringing it i , 
But, like a (brew, you firft begin to brawl. 

Mer. The hour fteals on j I pray you. Sir, difpatch. 

ying. You hear, how he importunes me ; the chain— 

E. Ant. Why, give it to my wife, and fetch your; 
mony. 

Ang. Come, come, you know, I gave it you, 
ev'n now. 
Or fend the chain, or fend me by fpme token. 

R 2 E.Ant. 
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E. Ant. Fie, now you run this humour out of 
breath : 
Come, Where's the chain ? I pray you, let me fee it. 

Mer. My bufmefs cannot brook this dalliance : 
Good Sir, lay, whe'r youMI anfwer me, or no j 
If not, rU leave him to the officer. 

E. Ant. I anfwer you? why fhould I anfwer you ? 

Ang. The mony, that you owe me for the chain. 

£. Ant, I owe you none, 'till I receive the chain. 

Ang, You know, I gave it you half an hour fince. 

£. Ant. You gave me none ; you wrong mc much 
to fay fo. 

Ang, You wrong me more. Sir, in denying it ; 
Confider how it ftands upon my credit. 

Mer. Well, officer, arreft him at my fuit. 

Offi. I do, and charge you in the Duke's name to 
obey me. 

Ang. This touches me in reputation. 
Either confent to pay the fum for me. 
Or I attach you by this officer. 

E. Ant. Confent to pay for that I never had ! 
Arreft me, foolifh fellow, if thou dar'ft. 

Ang. Here is thy fee ; arreft him, officer \ 
I would not fpare my brother in this cafe. 
If he fhould (corn me fo apparently. 

O^. I do arreft you, Sir j you hear the fuit. 

E. Ant, I do obey thee, 'till I give thee bail. 
But, Sirrah, you ffiall buy this fport as dear 
As all the metal in your (hop will anlwer. 

Ang. Sir, Sir, I fhall have law in Ephefus, 
To your notorious (hame, I dbubt it not. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Dromio of Syracufe, from the Bay. 

S. Dro. Mafter, there is a bark of Eptdamnum^ 
That ftays but till her owner comes aboard ; 

Then, 
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Then, Sir, (he bears away. Oiir fraughtage. Sir, 
I have convey'd aboard ; and I have boughc 
The Oyly the Balfatnum^ and Aqua-vita. 
The (hip is in her trim j the merry wind 
Blows fair from land ; they ftay for nought at all. 
But for their owner, nufter, and yourfelf. 

E. Ant. How now ! a mad man ! why, thou pcevifh 
(hecp. 
What fliip of Epidamnum ftays for me ? 

S. Dro. A fhip you fcnt me to, to hire waftage. 

£. AnU. Thou drunken flave, I fent thee for a rope; 
And told thee to what purpofe, and what end. 

S. Dro. You fent me for a rope's-end as foon : 
You fent me to the bay. Sir, for a bark, 

E. Ant. I will debate this matter at more leifure. 
And teach your ears to lift me with more heed. 
To Adriana^ villain, hie thee.ftraight. 
Give her this key, and tell her, in the desk 
That's covered o'er with ^urkijh tapeftry; 
There is a purfe of ducats, let her fend it : 
Tell her, I am arretted in the ftrect. 
And that ihall bail me ; hie thee, flave; be gone: 
On, officer, to prifon 'till it come. lExeunt^ 

S. Dro. To Adriana! that is where we din'd. 
Where Dowfabel did claitn me for her husband ; 
She is too big, I hope, for me to compafs. 
Thither I muft, altho' againft my will. 
For iervants muft their matters' minds fulfil. [Exit. 

SCENE III. 
Qbanges to E. Antipholis'i Houje. 

Enter Adriana and Luciana. 

Adr. A H, Luciana^ did he tempt thee fo ? 

/\ Might'ft thou perceive aufterely in his eye 
That he did plead in earneft, yea or no ? 

R 3 Look'd 
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LookM he or red or pale, or fad or merrily ? 
What obfervation mad*ft thou in this cafe. 
Of his heart's * meteors tilting in his face? 

Liif. Firft he deny*d, you had in him no right. 

jidr. He meant, he did me none, the more my fpight, 

Luc. Then fworc he, that he was a ftranger here. 

Adr. And true he fwore, diough yet fbrfworn he 
were. 

Luc. Then pleaded I for you. 

jtdr. And what laid he ? 

Luc. That love I begged for you, he begg'd of me. 

Adr. With what perfiiafion did he tempt thy love? 

Luc. With words, that in an honeft fuit might move. 
Firft, he did paife my beauty, then my fpecch. 

Adr. Did'ft fpeak him fair ? 

Luc. Have patience, I befecch. 

Adr. I cannot, nor I will not, hold me ftill ; 
My tongue, though not my heart, (hall have its will. 
He is deformed, crooked, old and fere, 
ril-fac'd, worfe-body*d, fhapdefs every where*, 
Vicious, ungentle, foolrfli, blunt, unkind, 
Stigmadcal in making, worfe in mind, 

Luc. Who would be jealous then of fuch a one? 
No evil loft is wail*d, when it is gone. 

Adr. Ah! but I think him better than I fay. 
And yet, would herein others' eyei were worfe: 
Far from lier ntft the lapwing cries away ; 

My heart prays for him, tho* my tongue do curfe. 

t meteors fiiiing in hu face /*] Alluding to thofe meteors 

in the sky wkich have the appearance of lines of armies meeting 
tn the fhock.. To this appearance he compares civil wars in anc^ 
titer place, 

IVhichy like the meteors rf a frouUed hewvn^ 

All of one nature of one Juhftance hred^ 

Did latefy meet in the inteftine fhock 

AtLdfmrvms elofe of civil hmthify. 

SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

Enter Dromio of Syracufe. 

S.Dro. Here, go; the desk, thepurfej fwcetnow, 
make hafte. 

Luc. How haft thou loft thy breath ? 

S. Dro. By running faft. 

Adr. Where is thy mafter, Dromia ? is he well ? 

S. Dro. No, he's in Tartar Limbo^ worfe than hell ; 
A devil in an everlafting garment hath him. 
One, whdfe hard heart is button*d up With fteel : 
A fiend, a {a) fury, pitilcfs and rough, 
A wolf, nay, worfe, a fellow all in buff; 
A back- friend, a ihoulder-clapper, one that commandsT 
The palTages of allies, creeks, and narrow lands ; 
A hound that runs counter, and yet draws dry-foot well \ 
One, that, before the judgment, carries poor fouls to 
helK 

Adr. Why, man, what is the matter? 

<$*. Dro. I do not know the matter | he is 'refted on 
the cafe. 

Adr. What, is he arretted ? tell me, at whofe fuit. 

S. Dro. I know not at whofe fuit he is arretted, 
well ; but he's in a fuit of buff, which 'retted him, 
that I can telL Will you fend him, mittrefs, redemp* 
tion, the mony in bis desk ? 

Adr. Go fetch it, lifter. This I wonder at, 

[Exit Luciana. 
That he, unknown to me, fhould be in debt I 
Tell' me, was he arrefted on a bond? 

S. Dro. Not on a bond, but on a ftfonger thing, 
A chain, a chain ; do you not hear it ring? 

Adr. What, the chain ? 

[(a) ^rr.Mr.Thwbald,— ^Vulg.>ry.] 

R 4 S. Dr4. 
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S. Dro. No, no 5 the bell ; *tis time that I were 

gone. 

It was two ere I left him, and now the dock ftrikes 

one. 

/*/r. The hours come back! that I did never hear. 

S. Dro. O yes, if any hour meet a ferjeant, a* turns 

back for very fer. 
Mr. As if time were in debt! how fondly doft 

thou reafon ? 
S. Dro. Time is a very bankrout, and owes more 
than he*s worth, to fcafon. 
Nay, he's a thief too \ have you not heard men fay, 
That Jl^me comes Healing on by night and day ? 
If Time be in debt and theft, and a ferjeant in the way» 
Hath he not reafon to turn back an hour in a day ? 

Enter Luciana. 

^dr. Go, Dromio ; there's the mony, bear it ftraight, 
And bring thy maftcr home immediately. 
Come, fifter , I am prcft down with conceit ; 

Conceit, my comfort and my injury. [^Exeunf. 

SCENE V. 

{jbanges to the Street. 

Enter Antipholis of Syracufe. 

5, Jnt. TT H E R E 's not a man I meet, but doth 

X falute me. 
As if I were their well-acquainted friend j 
And every one doth call me by my name. 
Some tender mony to me, fome invite me j 
Some other give me thanks for kindneffci> i 
Some offer me commodities to buy. 
Ev*n now a taylor calPd me in his (hop, 
And Ihow'd me filks that he had bought for me, 

And 
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And therewithal took meafure of my body. 
Sure, thefe are but imaginary wiles. 
And Lapland forcerers inhabit here. 

Entir Dromio of Syracule. 

S. Dro. Mafter, here's the gold you fent me for ; 
what, have you got rid of the piAure of old Mam 
ncw-apparcrd ? 

S. Jnt. What gold is this? what Jdam doft thou 
mean P 

S.Dro. Not th^it Mamt that kept the paradife; 
but that Adam^ that keeps the prifon -, he that goes 
in the calves skin, that was kiil'd for the prodigal; 
he that came behind you, Sir, like an evil angel, and 
bid you forfakc your liberty. 

S. Ant. I underftand thee not. 

S. Dro. No? why, 'tis a plain cafe; he that went 
like a bafe-viol in a cafe of leather \ the man. Sir, 
that, when gentlemen are tired, gives them a fob, and 
'refts them \ he. Sir, that takes pity on decay'd men, 
and gives 'em fuits of durance; * he, that fets up his 

reft 

2 ht^ that fets Mp his reft to Jo mori escploits «witb bis mace, than 
a MOK%is •pike.'] Sets up bis Refi, '^ a phrafe takes from military 
exerciie. When gunpowder was firft invented, its force was very 
weak compared to (imt in prefent ufe. This neceflarily required 
Bre-arms to be of an extraordinary length. As the artifis improved 
the ftrength of their powder, the foldiers proportionably fhortned 
their arms and artillery i fo that the cannon which Frotjfart tells 
us was once fifty foot long, was contracted to leis chan ceo. 1 his 
proportion likewife held in their muskets; fo that, till the middle 
of the lail century, the musketeers always fupported their pieces 
when they gave fire, with a Reft ftuck before them into the ground, 
which they called Jetting tip their Reft, and is here aUuded to. There 
is another quibbling allufion too to the ferjeant's office of arrefting. 
But what moft wants animadverfion is the morris (ike, which it 
without meaning, impertinent to the fenie, and falfe in the allu- 
fion ; no pike t^ing nfed amongft the dancers io called, or at leaft 
not fitmM for much execution. In a word, Sbake/pear v/roic, 

a M A vti ICE' Pike, 
i. f, a Pikeman of Prince Manriceh army. He was the greateft 

general 
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reft to do more exploits with hb mace, than a 

Maurice-?\kt. 

S. Ant. What! thoU mean'ft an officer? 

S. Dro. Ay, Sir, the lerjeant of the band ; he, that 
brings any man to anfwer it, that breaks his bond; 
one that thinks a man always going to bed, and iaith, 
God give you good rell ! 

S. Ant. Well, Sir, there reft in your foolery. 
Is th^re atiy ihip puts forth to night? may we be 
gone ? 

S. Bro. Why, Sir, I brought you word an hour 
fince, that the bark Expedition puts forth to night, 
and then were you hindered by the ferjeant, to tarry 
for the hoy Delay j here are the angels that you fcnt 
for, to deliver you. 

S. Ant, The fellow is diftraft, and fo am I, 
And here we wander in illufions 5 
Some bleffcd power deliver us from hence ! 

SCENE VI. 

Enter a Courtezan. 

. Cour. Well met, well met, mafter Antipholis. 
I fee. Sir, you have found the goldfmith now : 
Is that the chain, you promi^'d me to day ? . 

S. Ant. Satan, avoid 1 I charge thee, tempt me not. 

S, Dro. Mafter, is this miftrefs Satan ? 

S. Ant. It is the devil, 

S. Dro. Nay, Ihe is worfe, fhe's the devil's dam ; 
and here fhe comes in the habit of a light wench, and 
thereof comes, that the wenches fay, God dam me, 

general of that age, and the condador of the l^vi'tntmtfy wars 
againft Spain, under whom all the EngltfilfGcexry and Nobility were 
bred to the (ervice. Being frequently overborn with nombers, he 
became famous for his fine Retreats, in which a Hand of Pikes is 
of great fervice. Hence the Pikes of his army became famous for 
dteir military exploits. 

that's 
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that's as much as to iay^ God make me a light wench. 
It is written, they appear to men like angels of light i 
light isaneffeftoffire, and fire will burn ; ergOf light 
wenches will burn ; come not near her. 

Cour. Your man and you are marvellous merry. Sir. 
Will you go with me, we'll mend our dinner here i 

S. Dro. Mafter, if you do expeA fpoon-meat, be** 
fpeak a long fpoon. 

S. AM. Why, Drtmdo ? 

S. Dro. Marry, he muft have a long fpoon, that 
muft eat with the devil. 

S, Ant. Avoid then, fiend ! what tcirft thou me of 
fupping ? 
Thou art, as you are all, a fbrcerefs : 
I conjure thee to leave me, and be gone. 

Cour. Give me the ring of mine, you had atdinner. 
Or for my diamond the chain you promised. 
And I'll be gone. Sir, and not trouble you. 

S. Dro. Some devils ask but the parings of one's 
nail, arulh, a hair, a drop of blood, a pin, a nut, 
a chcrry-ftone : but fhc, more covetous, would have 
a chain. Mafter, be wife ; an if you give it her, the 
devil will ihake her chain, and fright us with it. 

Cour. I pray you, Sir, my ring, or elfe the chain ; 
I hope, you do not mean to cheat me fo ? [^. 

S. Ant. Avaunt, thou witch ! come, Dromioj let us 

S. Dro. Fly pride, lays the peacock ; mlftrefs, that 
you know. [^Exeunt. 

SCENE VII. 
Aldnet Courtezan. 

Cour. Now, out of doubt, Antipbolis is mad^ 
Elfe would he never fo demean himfelf. 
A ring he hatfi of mine worth forty ducats. 
And for the fame he promised me a chain ; 
Both one, and other, he denies me now. 

The 
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Thereafon, that I gather, he is mad, 

(Belides this prefent inftance of his rage) 

Is a mad tale he told to day at dinner, 

Of his own door being ihut againft his entrance. 

Belike, his wife, acquainted with his fits. 

On purpofe (hut the doors againft his way. 

My wiiy is now to hie home to his houie. 

And tell his wife, that, being lunatick. 

He ru(h*d into my houfe, and took perforce 

My ring away. This courfe I fitteft chuie ; 

For forty ducats is too much to lofe. [£x//. 

SCENE VIII. 
Changes to the Street. 

Enter Antipholis of Ephefus, mth a Jailor. 

E.jinL T^EAK me not, man; I will not break 

JT away ; 

IMl give thee, ere I leave thee, fo much mony. 
To warrant thee, as I am ■ refted for. 
My wife is in a wayward mood to day. 
And will not lightly truft the meffcnger. 
That I fhould be attach'd in Ephefus^ 
I tell you, 'twould found harlhly in her ears.— — ^ 

Enter Dromio of Ephefus, with a Rop^s-end. 

Here comes my man ; I think, he brings the mony. 
How now. Sir, have you that I fent you for ? 

£. Dro. Here's that, I warrant you, will pay 
them all. 

E. Ant. But Where's the mony i 

E, Dro. Why, Sir, I gave the mony for the rope. 

E. Ant. Five hundred ducats, villain, for a rope ? 

E. Dro. ril ferve you. Sir, five hundred at the rate. 

E. Ant. To what end did I bid thee hie thee home ? 

£. Dro. 
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£. Dro. To a rope*s-end» Sir ; and to that end am 
I rcturn'd. 

E. Ant. And to that end. Sir, I will welcome you. 

[Beati Dromio, 

Offi. Good Sir, be patient. 

E. Dro. Nay, 'tis for me to be patient ; I am in 
adverfity. 

Offi. Good now, hold thy tongue. 

E.Dro. Nay, rather perfuade him to hold his 
hands. 

E. Ant, Thou whorfon, fenfele(s villain ! 

E, Dro. I would, I were fenfelefi. Sir, that I might 
not feel your blows. 

£. Ant. Thou art fenlible in nothing butblows^ and 
fo is an afs. 

E. Dro. I am an afs, indeed ; you may prove it by 
my lor^ cars. I have fcrv'd him from the hour of my 
nativity to this inftant, and have nothing at his hands 
for my fervice but blows. When I am cold, he heats 
me with beating *, when I am warm, he cools me with 
beating ^ I am wak'd with it, when I deep ; rais'd 
with it, when I fit ; driven out of doors with it, when 
I go from home ; welcomM home with it, when I 
return ; nay, I bear it on my flioulders, as a beggar 
wont her brat; and, I think, when he hath lam'd 
mc, 1 fhall beg with it from door to door. 

SCENE IX. 

Enter Adriana, Luciana, Courtezan^ and Pinch. 

E. Ant. Come, go along \ my wife is coming yon- 
der; 
£. Dro. Miftrefs, ' refpice finem^ refpedyour end ; 

or 

3 MiJIrefs^ refpice finem, reJpeSt your end ; w rather ihefre- 
fhtcie^ like tketarrot, kewari the rope's-end.^ Thefc words (cem 
to allade to a famoas pamphlet of that time, wrote by Buchanan 

again ft 
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or rather the prophwie, like the pan or, beware the 
rope's-end.—— 

E. Ant. Wilt thou ftill talk ? [Beats Dramio. 

Cour. How fay you now? is not your husband 
mad ? 

Mr. His incirility confirms no Ie& 
Good Doctor Pincbj you are a Conjurer, 
Eftablifh him in his true fenfe again* 
* And I will pleafe ycHi what you wiU demand. 

Luc. Alas, how fiery and how fliarp he looks! 

C(m'. Mark, how hie trembles in his extafie! 

Pinch. Give me your hand, and let me feel your 
pulle. 

E. Ant. There is my hand, and let it fed your ear. 

Pinch. I charge thee, Satan^ hous'd within this man, 
To yield poiTdfion to my holy prayers } 
And to thy ftate of darknefs hie thee ftraigbt, 
I conjure thee by all the Saints in heav*n. 

E. Ant. Peace, doating wizard9 peace ^ I am not 
mad. 

Adr. Oh, that thou wert not, poor diftrefled foul! 

E. Ant. You minion, you, are thefe your cuftomers? 
Did this companion widi the faffron face 
Revel and feaft it at my houfe to day, 
Whilft upon me the guilty doors were Ihut, 

againil the Lord of LMir^ten ; which ends with thefe words, 
Refptce Jinem, re/pice fimem. But to what purpofe, unlefs our Au- 
thor would fhew that he could quibble as well in Englijb, as the 
other in Latin^ I confefs I know not. As ior propb^it^ Hit tbt 
parrot, this alludes to people's teaching that bird unlucky words ; 
with which, when any paflenger was ofiended, it was the ftand- 
ing joke of the wife owner to fay, l^ake beed. Sir, my parrot pro- 
phefm. To this, Butltr hints, where, fpeaking of Raipbo% skiU 
in augury, he fays. 

Could tell *wbat fuhthft parrots mean, 
7hat fpeak and think contrary clean % 
What member Uis of nvbom they tali. 
When they cry rope, and walk, knave, walk. 

And 
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And I denyM to enter in my houfe ? 
jidr. Oh, husband, God doth know, you dinM at 
home. 
Where, 'would you had remained until this time. 
Free from thefe flanders and this open fhame ! 
E. Ant. Din'd I at home? thou villain, what fay*ft 

thou ? 
E. Drc. Sir, fbothto &y, you did not dine at home. 
E. Afit. Were not my doors lock'd up, and I ihuc 

out? 
£. 'Dm. Pdtlie, your doors were locked, and you 

ibut out. 
E. Ant. And did not (he herfelf revile me there ? 
E. Dru. Sans fable, fhe herfelf revil'd you there. 
E. Ant. Did not her kitchen-maid rail, taunt, and 

fcorn me ? 
E. Dro. Certesj Ihe did, the kltchen-veftal fcom?d 

you. 
E. Ant. And did I not in rage depart from thence ? 
E. Dro. In verity, you did ; my bones bear wicnefs. 
That fince have felt the vigour of your rage. 
Adr. Ht good to footh him ir> thefe contraries ? 
Pinch. It is no fhame ; the fellow finds his vein. 
And, yielding to him, humours well his frenzy. 
E. Ant. Thou haft fuborn'd the goldfmith to arreft 

me. 
Adr. Alas, I fent you mony to redeem you^ 
By Dromio here, who came in hafte for it. 
E, Dro. Mony by me ? heart and good will you 
mighr. 
But, furely, mafter, not a rag of mony. 
E. Ant. Went*ft not thou to her for a purfe of du- 
cats ? 
Adr. He came to me, and I delivered it. 
Luc. And I am witnefs with her, that (he did. 
£. 2)w. God and the rope-maker do bear me witnefs. 
That I was fent for nothing but a rope. 

Pinch. 
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Pinch. Miftrefs, both man and mafter are poffift \ 
I know it by their pale and deadly looks ; 
They muft be bound, and laid in Ibme dark room. 

E. Ant. Say, wherefore didft thou lock me forth to 
day. 
And why doft thou deny the bag of gold ? 

Adr. I did nor, gentle husband, lock thee forth. 

E. Dro. And, gentle mafter, I received no gold, 
But I confefs. Sir, that we were lock'd out. 

Adr. DifTembling villain, thou fpeak'ft falie in both. 

E. Ant. Diflembling harlot, thou art falfe in all ; 
And art confederate with a damned pack. 
To make a loathfome abjedl (corn of me : 
But with thefe nails I'll pluck out thofe h\& eyes, 
That would behold in me this fliamefiil iport. 

Enter three or four J and offer to hind him: beftrives. 

Adr. Oh, bind himj bind him, let him not come 
near me. 
s Pinch. More company 5— the fiend is ftrong within 
him. 
Luc. Ay me, poor man, how pale and wan he 

looks ! 
E. Ant. What, will you murther me ? diou jailor, 
thou, 
I am thy prifoner, wilt thou fuffer them 
To make a refcue ? 

Offi. Matters ; let him go : 
He is my prifoner, and you fliall not have him. 
Pinch. Go, bind this man, for he is franrick too. 
Adr. What wik thou do, thou peevilh officer ? 
Haft thou delight to fee a wretched man 
Do outrage and difpleafure to himfclf ? 

Offi. He is my prifoner; if I let him go. 
The debt, he owes, will be required of me. 

Adr. I will difcharge thee, ere I go from thee % 

Bear 
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Bear mc forthwith unto his creditor, 

[They bind Antipliolis and Dromio« 
And, knowing how the debt grows, I will pay it. 
Good niafter Dodor^ fee him life conveyed 
Home to my houfe. Oh, mod unhappy day ! 

E. Ant. Oh, mod unhappy (trumpet ! 

E. Dro. Maftef, Vm here enter'd in bond t:>r you* 

£. jint. Out on thee, villain ! wherefore dofl thou 
mad me ? 

£. Dro. Will you be bound for nothing? be rhadf 
good mafter \ cry, the devil.-— 

Luc. God help, poor fouls, how idly do they talk ! 

Adr. Go bear him hence; fifter, ftay you with mc, 
[Exeunt Pinch, Antipholis, andXixottiXO. 
Say now, whofe fuit is he arrefted at ? 

SCENE X. 

Manent Officer^ Adriana, Luciana^ and CoUrtezan. 

Offi. OneAngeloj agoldfmith ; do you know him ? 

Adr. I know the man *, what is the fum he owes i 

Offi. Two hundred ducats. 

yfdr. Say, how grows it due ? 

Ojffi. Due for a chain, your husband had of him. 

Jdn He did bcfpeaka chain for me, but had it not. 

Cour. When as your husband ail in rage to day 
Came to my houfe, and took away my ring, 
(The ring 1 faw upon his finger now) 
Straight after, did i meet him with a chain. 

/fdr. It may be fo, but I did never fee it. 
Come, jailor, bring me where the goldimith iSf 
1 long to know the truth hereof at larg^:. 
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S C E N E XI. 

Enter Antipbolis cf Syracufe, wM bis Rapier drawh 
and Dromio ^Syracufe. 

Luc. God, for thy mercy, they arc loofe again. 
Adr. And come with naked fwords 5 
Let*s call more help to have them bound again. 
Q^. Away, they'll kill us. \p>ey run trnt. 

Manent Antipholis and Dromio. 

S. Ant. I fee, theft witches are afraid of fwords. 

S. Dro. She, that would be your wife, now ran from 
you. 

S. Ant. Come to the Centaur^ fetch our fluff from 
thence : 
I long, that we were (afe and found aboard. 

S. Dro. Faith, (lay here this night ; they will iurely 
do us no harm ; you faw, they fpake us fair, gave us 
gold ; methinks, they are fuch a gentle nation, that 
but for the mountain of mad flefh that claims marriage 
of me, I could find in my heart to ftay here ft ill, and 
turn witch. 

S. Ant. I will not flay to night for all the town ; 
Therefore away, to get our fluff aboard. [Exeunt* 

A C T V. SCENE f. 

^ Street s before a Priory. 
Enter the Merchant and Angclo. 

A N O S L O. 

I A M forry. Sir, that I have hindered you ; 
But, I protcfl, he had the chain of me» 
Tho* mod difhoneftly he doth deny it. 



JAer. 
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Mer. How is the man^efteeni'd here in the city ? 

jffig. Of very reverent reputation,' Sir^ 
Of credit infinite, highly belov'd. 
Second to none that lives here in the city j . 
His word might bear my wealth at any timft. 

Ater, Speak foftly : yonder, as I think, he walks. 

Ent^ Antiphoh's and Drotnio ^Syracufe. 

Jtng. 'Tis lb % and that fdf-chain about his heck^ 
Which he forfwore moft monftroufly to have. . 
Good Sir, draw near to me, PU fpeak to him. 
Signior AntipboHSi I wonder much 
That you would put me to this (hame and trouble } 
And not without fome fcandal to yourlelf. 
With circomftance and oaths fo to deny 
This chain, which now you wear fo openly s 
Befides the charge, the (hame, imprifonment. 
You have done wrong to this my honed friend } 
Who, but for ftaying on our controverfie. 
Had hoifted /ail, and put to fea to day : 
This chain you had or me, can you deny it ? 

S. Ant. I think, 1 had ; I never did deny it. 

Mer. Yes^ that you did. Sir ; and forfwore it too. 

S- Ant. Who heard me to deny it^ or forfwcar it ? 

Mer. Thefe ears of mine, thou knoweft< did hear 
thee : 
Fie on thec< wretch ! *tis pity, that thou liv'ft 
To walk where any honed men fefort. 

S. Ant. Thou art a villain^ to irlipeach me thiis. 
ril prove mine honour and my honefty 
Againd thee prefently^ if thou dar*it dand. 

Mer. I dare, and do defie thee for a villain. 

{fbey irav>. 
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S C E N E 11. 

Enter Adriana^ Luciana, Courtezan^ and others. 

Adr. Hold, hurt him nor, for God's fake ; he is 
mad ; 
Some get within him, take his fword away : 
Bind Dromio too, and bear them to my houfe. 
S. Dro. Run, niafter, run ; for God's fake, take a 
houfe •, 
This is fbme Priory 5 in, or we are fpoiPd. 

[Exeunt ta the Priory. 

Enter Lady Abbefs. 

Abh. Be quiet, people 5 wherefore throng you hi- 
ther ? 

Adr, To fetch my poor diftraded husband hence } 
Let us come in, that we may bind him fad. 
And bear him home for his recovery. 

Ang. I knew, he was not in his perfe£t wits. 

Mer. I'm forry now, that I did draw on him. 

Abb. How long hath this poflefiion held the man ? 

Adr. This week he hath been heavy, fower, fad. 
And much, much di£ferent from the man he was : 
But, 'till this afternoon, his paflion 
Ne'er brake into extremity of rage. 

j&b. Hath he not loft much wealth by wreck at fea ? 
Bury'd fome dear friend ? hath not elfe his eye 
Stray'd his afFe6lion in unlawful love ? 
A fin, prevailing much in youthful men. 
Who give their eyes the liberty of gazing. 
Which of thefe forrows is he fubjcft to ? 

Adr. To none of thefe, except it be the laft ; 
Namely, fome love, that drew him oft from home. 

Abb. You Ihould for that have reprehended him. 

Adr. Why, fo 1 did. 

Abb. Ay, but not rough enough. 

Adr. 
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jtdr. As roughly, as my modefty would Ice me, 

jtib. Haply, in private. 

Jdr. And in afiemblies coo. 

j&i. Ay, but not enough. 

jidr. ' It was the copy of our conference. 
In bed, he flept not for my urging it; 
At board, he ted not for my urging it i 
Alone, it was the fubjeft of my theam ; 
In company, I often glanc'd at it } » 
Still did I tell him, it was vile and bad. 

jAb. And therefore came it, that the man was mad«^ 
The venom clamours of a jealous woman 
Poifon more deadly, than a mad dc^'s tooth. 
It icems, his deeps were hinder'd by thy railing ; 
And thereof comes it, that his head is light. 
Thou fay*ft, his meat wasfauc'd with thy upbraidings % 
Unquiet meals make ill digeftions ; 
Thereof the raging fire of fever bred j 
And what's a fever, but a fit of madnefs ? 
Thou fay*ft, his fports were hinder'd by thy brawls. 

* Sweet recreation barr'd, what doth enfue, 
^ But moodie and dull melancholy, 

[ * Kinfman to grim and comfortlefs defpair i^ 

* And at her heels a huge infe£bious troop 
' Of pale diftemperatures, and foes to life. 
In food, in fport, and life-preierving reft, 

1 // was tbi Copy rf9ur cwferenct^ We are not to anderft&nd 
this word here, as it U now ufed, in oppoiition to an origimal i 
any thine done after a pattern ; bat we are to take it in the neareft 
fenfe to die Lath word Copta, from which it is derived. Mrsanm 
would fay, her reproofs were the burden, the fulnefs of her confe* 
rence, all the fubjedl of her talk. And in thefe acceputions the 
word Cfpim was uied by Writers before our Author^s time, as well 
as by his contemporaries. Mr. TbiobaU, 

2 Kin/man to grim and comfortlefs defpair ?1 Sbakijpear could 
never make melancholy a male in this line, and a female in the 
next. This was the foolifh infertion of the firft £ditors« I 
have therefore put it into hooks, as fpurioos. 

S3 To 
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To be diilurb'dv would ipad or man or b«^: 
The confcqucncc is then, thy jealous fits 
Jtiave feared thy husband frooi the u(e of wits. 

Luc. She never reprehended lum but oiUdly^ 
When he demeaned himfe^f roughs rude and wildly ^ 
Why bear you thefe rebul^es, aixi anfwer not? 

Adr. She did betray me to my own reproof* 
Good people, enter, and lay hold on him. 

Ahh. No, not a creature enter in my houle. 

Adr. Then, kt your iervants bring my husbaiK] 
forth. 

Alb. Neither \ he (ook this place for fanftuary^ 
And it (hall privilege him from your hands ; 
^Till I have brought him to his wits again. 
Or lofe my labour in aflaying it. 

Adr. I will attend my husband, be his nurfe^ 
t>iet his (icknefs, for it is my office \ 
And will have no attorney but myfelf -, 
And therefore lee me have him howie with me, 

Ahi. Bw patient, for | wiil oot let him (lir, 
^Tiil I have u&'d th' approved means 1 have^ 
With wholfome firups, drugs, ^Dd holy prayers 
To make of him a formal man again ; 
It is a branch and parcel of mine oath, 
A charitable duty of my order •, 
Therefore depart, and leave him here with. me. 

Adr. I will not hence, and leave my husband here j 
And ill it doth beieem yourholinefii 
To ieparate the husband and the wife. 

Ahh. Be quiet and depart, thou fhalt npt have him. 

hue. Complain untp the Puke of this indigraity. 

SEiAt Abbcis. 

Adr. Come, go ; f will fall proftrate at his tcet, 
And never rife, until my tears and prayers 
Have won his Grace to come in perfon hither ; 
And take perforce my husband from the Abbefs. 

Mer. By this, I think, the dial points ac five : 

Anon, 
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Anofi« I'm fure, the Duke bimfetf in perfon 
Comes this way to the melancholy vale *, 
The place of death and forry execution. 
Behind the ditches of the abbey here. 

jing. Upon what caufe ? 

Mer. To fee a reverend Syracufim merchant. 
Who put unluckily into this bay 
Againft the laws and ftatutes of this town. 
Beheaded publickly for his offence. 

AngM See, where they come i we will behold his 
death. 

Im€4^ Kneel to the Duke, before he pais the abbey. 

S C E N E III. 

Enter the Duke^ and iEgcon hare-beaded ; mtb the 
HeadfmaUj and other Officers. 

Duke. Yet once again proclaim it publickly. 
If any friend will pay the fum for him. 
He (hall not die, to much we tender him. 

Adr. Juftice, moft facred Duke, againft the Abbefs* 

Didte. She is a virtuous and a reverend Lady ; 
It cannot be, that fhe hath done thee wrong. 

Adr. May it pleafeyour Grace, Antipholis my hut 
band, 
(Whom I made lord of me and all I had. 
At your important letters,) this ill day 
A moft outrageous fit of madnefs took him ; 
That dcfp'rately he hurry*d through the ftrcct. 
With htm his bondman all as mad as he. 
Doing difpleaiure to the citizens. 
By rufhing in their houfes \ bearing thence 
Rings, jewels, any thing his rage did like: 
Once did I get him bound, and fent him home, 
Whilft to take order for the wrongs I went. 
That here and there his fury had committed : 
Anon, I wot not by what ftrong efcape, 

S 4 ' He 
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He broke from thofe, that had the guard of him : 
' And, with his mad attendant mad himfelf. 
Each one with ireful paifion, with drawn iwords^ 
Met us again, and, madly bent on us, 
Chas*d us away ; 'till, raifmg of more aid. 
We came again to bind them ; then they fled 
Into this abbey, whither we purfu'd them 1 
And here the Abbefs (huts the ^ttes on us. 
And will not fufTer us to fetch him out, 
Nor fend him forth, that we may bear him hence. 
Therefore, moft gracious Duke, with thy command, 
Let him be brought forth, and borne hence for help. 
Duke. Long fince thy husband ferv'd me in my wars, 
And I to thee ingag*d a Prince's word, 
(When thou didft make him matter of thy bed^) 
To do him all the grace and good I could. 
Go, fome of you, knock at the abbey-gate ; 
And bid the lady x^bbefs come to mc. 
I will determine this, before I ftir. 

SCENE IV, 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Mejf, O miftpefs, miftrefe, (hift and fave your fclf ; 
My mafter and his man are both broke loofe. 
Beaten the maids a- row, and bound thedo&or, 
Whofc beard they have fing'd off with brands of fire ; 
And ever as it blaz'd, they threw on him 
Great pails of puddled mire to quench the hair ; 
My mafter preaches patience to him, and the while 
His man with fciilars nicks him like a fool : 
And, furc, unlefs you fend fome prefent help. 
Between them they will kill the conjurer. 

3 JnJ, with his mad aiUnd^nt and bimfelf,'] Wc (houldrcadi 
^^— ^ MAD hmfolf^ 

Mr. 
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4dr. Peace, fool, thy mafter and his man are here, * 
And that is falfe, thou doft report to us. 

Mef. Miftrefs, upon my life, I tell you true ; 
I have not breathed almoft, lince I did fee it. 
He crys for you, and vows if he can take you, 
^ To fcotch your face, and to disfigure you. 

[Cry wUbiu. 
Hark, hark, I hear him^ miftrefs ; fly, be gone. 

Duke. Come, ftand by me, fear nothing : guard 
with halberds. 

Mr. Ay me, it is my husband \ witnefs you^ 
That he is borne about invifible ! 
E^^'n now we hous'd him in the abbey here. 
And now he's there, paft thought of human feafon. 

SCENE V. 

Enter Antipholis, and Dromio of Ephefus. 

£. Ant. Juftice, moft gracious Duke, oh, grant me 
juftice. 
Even for the fervice that Jong fince I did thee. 
When I beftrid thee in the wars, and took 
Deep fcars to fave thy life, even for the blood 
That then I loft for thee, now grant me juftice. 

JEgeon. Unlefs the fear of ideath doth make medote» 
I fee my fon Jntipholis^ and Dromio. 

E. Ant. Juftice, fweet Prince, againft that woman 
there : 
She whom thou gav'ft to me to be my wife j 
That hath abufed and dilhonourM me, 
Ev'n b the ftrength and height of injury. 
Beyond imagination is the wrong. 
That (he this day hath Ihamelefs thrown on me; 

Duke. Difcover how, and thou (halt find me juft. 

4 ^ scoacH 39ur faa,^ Welhould read scotch, i.e. 
lack, CQt. 

E Ant. 
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E. Aat. This day, great Duke, Ihe (hut che doors 
upon mei 
Wbilft ihe with harlots feafied in my houfe. . 

Duke. A grievous fault ; fay , woman, didft thou fo ? 

Mr. No, my goodlond : myfclf, he, and my lifter, 
To day did dine together : fo te&l my ibu). 
As this is fiilfe, he burthens me withal ! 

Lue. Ne'er may I look on day, nor fleep on night, 
But ihe tells to your highnefi fimple truth ! 

An^.. O perjur'd woman ! they are both forfworn. 
In this the mad-»man juftly charg^h them. 

E. Ant. My Liege, I am advifed, what I fay. 
Neither difturb'd with the effeft of wine. 
Nor, heady*raih, provoked with raging ire ; 
Albeit, my wrongs might make one wiier mad. 
This woman kKk'd me out this day from dinner ; 
That goldfmith there, were he not pack'd with her, 
Could wicnefs it *, for he was wkh me then ; 
Who parted with me to go fetch a chain, 
Promifing to bring it to the Porcupine^ 
Where Balthazar and I did dine together. 
Our dinner done, and he not coming thither, 
I went to feek him •, in the ftreet I met him. 
And in his company that gentleman. 
There did this perjurM goldfmith fwcar me down. 
That I this day from him received the chain ; 
Which, God he knows, I faw not ; for the which. 
He did arrcft mc with an officer. 
I did obey, and fent my pcafant home 
For certain ducats ; he with none returned. 
Then fairly I bcfpoke the officer. 
To go in perfon with me to my houfc. 
By th* way we met my wife, her fifter, and 
A rabble more of vile confederates ; 
They brought one Pincb^ a hungry lean-fac'd villain, 
* A meer anatomy, amountdxink, 
^ A thread- bare juggler^ and , a fortune-teller, 

* A needy, 
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* A needy* hollow-cy'd, fharp-looking wretch, 
^ A living dead man.' This pernicious (lave, 
Foribocht took on bim as a conjurer ; 
And, gasiog in my eyes, feeling my puUe, 
And wiih no-feoe, as *tMrere, out«factng me. 
Cries QUI, I Was pofleft. Then ali together 
They fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence ; 
And in a dark and dankifh vault at home 
There left voc and my man, both bound together ; 
*Till, gnawing with my teeth my bonds afundcr, 
I gainM my fr^dom, and immediately 
Ran hither to your Grace ; whom I befcech 
To give me ample fatisiaftbn 
For thefe deep (names and great indignities. 

Ang, My lord, in truth, thus far I witnefs with him ; 
That he din*d not at home, but was locked out. 
Duh. But had he fuch a diain of thee, or no? 
Ang. He had, my lord ; and when he ran in here, 
Thefe people (aw the chain about his neck. 

Mtr. Befides, I will be fworn, thefe ears of mine 
Heard you confefs, you had the chain of him. 
After you firft fbrfwore it on the mart ; 
And thereupon I drew my fword on you ; 
And then you fled into this abbey here. 
From whence, I think, you're come by miracle. 

£. Ant. I never came within thefe abbey wallA| 
Nor ever didft thou draw thy fword on me ) 
I never faw the chain, fo help me heaven ! 
And thb is falfe, you burthen me withal. 

Duke. Why, what an intricate impeach is this ? 
I think, you all have drunk of Circe'% cup : 
If here you hous^i him, here he would have been ; 
If he were mad, he wouk) not plead fo coldly : 
You fay, he din'd at home ^ the goldfmith here 
Denies that faying. Sirrah, what fay you ? 
£. Dro. Sir, he din'd with her thierc, at the P^r- 
cupine. 

Cour. 
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Cour. He did, and from my finger fnatch'd ihat 

ring. 
E. Jnt. 'Tis true, my Liege, this ring I had of her. 
Duke. Saw'ft thou him enter at the abbey here ? 
Ctmr. As fure, my Liege, as I do lee your Grace. 
Duke. Why, this is ftrange; go call the Abbefs 
hither ; 
I think, you are all mated, or (lark mad. 

[Exit one to the Abbefs. 

SCENE VL 

Mgeon. Moft mighty Duke, vouchfafe me fpeak 
a word : 
Haply, I fee a friend, will fave my life ; 
And pay the fum that may deliver me. 

Duke. Speak freely, Syracufan^ what thou wilt. 

JEgeon. Is not your name. Sir, call'd Antipbolis? 
And is not that your bond-man Dromio ? 

E> Dro. Within this hour I was his bond-man) Sir, 
But he, 1 thank him, gnaw'd in two my cords ; 
Now am I Dromio^ and his man unbound. 

Mgeon. I am fure, you both of you remember me. 

£. Dro. Ourfelves we do remember. Sir, by you \ 
For lately we were bound, as you are now. 
You are not Pinch's patient, are you. Sir ? 

Mgeon. Why look you ftrange on me ? you know 
me well. 

E. Ant. I never faw you in my life, 'till now. 

JEgeon. Oh ! grief hath changed me, fince you law 
me lad *, 
And careful hours with time's deformed hand 
Hav« written ftrange defeatures in my face ; 
But tcU me yet, doft thou not know my voice ? 

E. Ant. Neither. 

Mgeon. Dromioj nor thou ? 

E. Dro. No, truft me, Sir, nor L 
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jEgeon. I am fure, thou doft. 

E. Dro. I, Sir? but I am fure, I do not ; and what* 
foever a man denies, you are now bound to believe 
him. 

^eon. Not know my voice! oh, time's extremity ! 
Haft thou fo crack*d and fplitted my poor tongue 
In feven fhorc years, that here my only Ton 
Knows not my feebfe key of untuned cares? 
^ Tho' now this grained face of mine be hid 

* In lap-confuming winter's drizled fnow, 

* And all the conduits of my blood froze up ; 
' Yet hach my night of life fome memory ; 

* My wafting lamp fome fading glimmer left, 
^ My dull deaf ears a litde ufe to hear : 

* ' All thefe hold witnefles 1 cannot err, 
^ Tell me thou art my fon jttUipboIis. 

E. Ant. I never faw my father in my life. 

Mgeon. But feven years fince, in Syracufa-ha^^ 
Thou know'ft, we parted \ but, perhaps, my fbn. 
Thou iham'ft t*acknowledge me in mifery. 

E. Ant. The Duke, and all that know me in the 
city, 
Can witnefs with me that it is not fo : 
I ne'er faw Syracufa in my life. 

Duke. I tell thee, Syracufan^ twenty years 
Have I been Patron to Antipbolis^ 
During which time he ne'er faw Syracufa : 
I fee, thy age and dangers make thee doat. 

5 All iht/t OLD njuitnfjest / cannot err,"] I bdicrc wc (hotld 
itad, All theje hold nuitneffes I tannot err^ 
f. e All thefe continue to tfllify that I cannot err» and tell me. 
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S C E N E VII. 

Enter (be Ablefs with Antipholis Syracufan, and Dro- 
mio Syraculan. 

Abb. Mod mighty Duke, behold a man much 
wrong'd. [^// gatbtr to fit bim. 

Air. I fee two husbands, or mine cyc$ deceive me. 
Duke. One of thefe men is Gemus to the other ; 
And fo of thefe which is the natural man. 
And which the fpirit ? who deciphers them ? 

S. Dro. I, Sir, am Dromio ; command him away. 
E. Dro. I, Sir, am Dromio ; pray let me ftay. 
S. Am. ASgeoHj art thou notf or elfe his ghoft f 
S. Dro. O, my old mafter! who hath bound him 

here? 
Abb. Whoever bound him, I will loofe his bonds 5 
And gain a husband by his liberty. 
Speak, old ASgeon^ if thou be'ft the man, 
That hadft a wife once- call'd JEmilia^ 
That bore thee at a burden two fair fons ? 
Oh, if thou be*ft the lame AEgeon^ fpeak \ 
And fpeak unto the fame ASmilia. 

Duke, Why, here begins his morning ftory right: 
Thefc two Antipholis^ s^ theft two fo like. 
And thofe two Dromio^s^ one in femblance $ 
Befides her urging of her wreck at fca, 
Thefe plainly are the parents to thefe children. 
Which accidentally are met together, 

Mgeon. If I dream not, thou art Mtnilia i 
If thou art ihe, tell me where is that fon 
That floated with thee on the fatal raft. 

Abb. By men of Epidamnum^ he and I, 
And the twin Dromio^ all were taken up ; 
But, by and by, rude fiflicrmen of Corinth 
By force took Dromio and my fon from them. 
And me they left with thofe of Epidamnum. 

What 
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What then became of them^ I cannot tell i 
1, 10 this fortune that you fee me in. 

Duke, /htipbolis^ thou cam'ft from CoritUh firft. 

S.Ant. No, Sir, not I; I came from Syracufe. 

Duke. Stay, (land apart -, I know not, which is whidi, 

E.Ant. I came from Gnrintb^ my moft gracioos 
Lord. 

E. Dro. And I with him. 

£. Ani. Brought to this town by that moft famous 
warrior, 
Duke Menapboftj your moft renowned uncle. 

Adr. Which of you two did dine with me to day } 

S. Ant. I, gentle miftrefs. 

Adr. And are not you my husband ^ 

E. AfU. No, I fay najf to that. 

S. Ant. And fo do I, yet (he did call me fo : 
And this &ir gentlewoman, her (ifter here. 
Did call me brother. What I told you then, 
I hope, I Ihall have leifure to* make good, 
If this be not a dream, I fee and hear. 

At^. That is the chain. Sir, which you had of me* 

S. Ant. I think it be. Sir, I deny it not. 

E. Ant. And you. Sir, for this chain arrefted me. 

Ang. I think, I did. Sir ; I deny it not. 

Adr. I fent you mony. Sir, to be your bail. 
By Dromio \ but, I think, he brought it not. 

E. Dro. No, none by me. 

S. Ant. This purfe of ducats I received from you. 
And Dromio my man did bring them me^ 
I fee, we ftill did meet each other*s man. 
And I was ta*en for him, and he for me. 
And thereupon thefe Errors all arofe. 

E. Ant. Thefe ducats pawn I for my father here. 

Duke. It ihail not need, thy father hath his life. 

Cour. Sir, I muft have that diamond from you. 

E. Ant. There, take it \ and much thanks for my 
good cheer. 

Abk 
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Jbb. Renowned Duke, voochfafe to uke the pains 
To go with us into the abbey here. 
Arid hear at large dilcourfed all our fortunes : 
And all that are aiTembled in this place^ 
That by this fympathized one day's Error 
Have fufier'd wrong ; go, keep us company, 
. And ye (hall have full fatisfaftion. 
Twenty five years have I but gone in travel 
Of you my fons ; nor, 'till this prefent hour. 
My heavy burdens arc delivered : 
The duke, my husband, and my children both. 
And you< the calendars of their nativity. 
Go to a goflip's feaft ^ and gaude with me: 
After fo long grief fuch nativity ! 
Duke. With all my heart, Til goffip at this feaft. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE VIIL 

Manent the two Antipholis's, and two Dromio's. 

S. Bro. Mafter, fliall I fetch your (luff from fliip- 

board ? 
JB. Ant. Dromio^ what ftuff of mine haft thou im* 

bark'd? 
S. Dro. Your goods, that lay at hoft. Sir, in the 

Centaur. 
S. Jnt. He fpeaks to me ; I am your mafter, 
Dromio. 
Come, go with us, we'll look to that anon 5 
Embrace thy brother there, rejoice with him. 

[Exeunt Antipholis S. and E. 
S. Dro. There is a fat friend at your matter's houfe, 
That kitchen'd me for you to day at dinner : 



' an J G o with me ;} We fhould read, 
-an^ CAt;D£ with me: 



J, i. Rejoice, from the French, Gaudir, 



She 
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She now diall be my (iftcr^ not my wife. 

E. Dro. Metbinks, you are my glafs, and iiot my 
brother : 
I fee by you, I am a fwect-fac*d youth : 
Will you walk in to fee their goffiping ? 

.y. Dro. Not I, Sir j you're my elder. 

E. Dro. That*s a queftion : 
How (hall I try it ? 

S. Dro. We*ll draw cuts for the fcniori 
Till then* lead thou firft. 

E. Dro. Nay, then thus — — [Emhracing. 

We came into the world, like brother and brother: 
And now lec^s go hand in hand, not one before another. 

\^Eiciunt. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONM. 

LEONT.es, King of Sicilia. 
Polixenes, King of Bohemia. 
Mamillius, young Prince c/ Sicilia* 
Florizel, Pmt^ ej^ Bohemia. 
Camillo, ^ 

" % ^ » ^ Sicilian Lords. 
Clcomenes,f 

Dion, N 

Another S\c\\\2LX\ Lord. 

Archidamus, a Bohemian Lord. 

Rogero, a ^iQi\\2ir\ -Gentleman. 

An Attendant on the young Prince Mamillius*' 

Officers of a Court of Judicature, 

Old Shepherd^ reputed Father of Pcrdita. 

Clown^ his Son. 

A Mariner. 

Goaler. 

Servant to the old Shepherd. 

Autolicus, a Rogue. 

Time, as Chorus* 

Hermione, ^een to Leontes. 

Perdita, Daughter to Leontes and Hermionc 

Paulina, Wife /o.Antigonus, 

Emilia, Attendant on the S^ueen. 

7 wo other Ladies. 



^:, \ ^^^^f"- 



Satyrs for a Dance^ Shepherds^ Sbepherdejfes^ Guards^ 
and Attendants. 

SCENE, fometimes in Sicilia ; fomititnis^ in 
Bohemia. 
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IT H E 

WIN r E R's HA L E, 

ACT I. S C EN E I. 

An Antichamber in Leontcs'j Palace* ' 

^Enter Camillo and Archidamus. 

Archidamus. 

F you Ihall chance, CarmUo^ to v\{\t Bo^ 

I hernia^ on the like occafion whereon my 

fer vices are now on foot ; you (hall fee, 

as 1 have faid, great difference betwixt 

our Bohemia and your Siciiia. 

Cam. I think, this coming fummer, the King of 

Sicilia means to pay Bohemia the vifitation, which he 

juftly owes him. 

I ne Winter*! Ta/e'] This play throughout is written in the 
▼ery fpirit of its author. And in ttlling this homely and iimple, 
tho* agreeable, country tale. 

Our fnAjetteft Shakerpear,y2i«ry'/ child^ 
Warbles his nati've ivood notes 'wild. Milton. 

This was neceilary to obferv^; in mere juftice to the Play, as the 
meanneft of the fable, and the extravagant conduct of it, had 
milled fome of great name into a wrong judgment of its merit ; 
which, as far as it regards fentiment and charadter, is fcarce in- 
ferior £0 any in the wholo colledion. 

T 3 ^rcb. 
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Jrcii. Wherein 6ur entcrialhhiftpt fiiall tiariic^'us, 
wc.wiH bejttftifiied in oiiflbvess^ for, indeed,-^— 

Cain. 'Befcech you— «— i 

Jbch.yGt^x *. ^P^^J^. ^^ the fre6dpi!n o^ fti^ 
knowledge \ we cannot with fbch oiagnificence — ^ in 
fo rare -^ I know not wha? to. fey—- we will give you 
fleepy drinks, that your fenfes (unintdligenc of our 
infufHcknce) may, tho' they cannot praife us, as Ijide 
abcufe us. 

^Cam.Xm pay a great deal too dear, for what's 
given freely. 

Arcb. Believe me, I fpeak, as my Underftanding 
inftrufts me ; and as mine faonefty puts it to utterance. 

Cam. Sicilia cannot Ihew himtelf over-kind to Bo- 
hernia % they were train'd together in their childhoods ^ 
and there rooted betwixt them then fuch an afieAion, 
which cannot chuie bUt branch noW. Since their more 
mature dignities and royal neceffities made reparation 
of their fociety, their iricouhters, though not perfonal, 
\skvt been royally attornied with enterchange of gifts, 
letters, loving embaflies ; that they have feemM to be 
together, tho' abfent ; (hook bands, as over a Vaft ; 
and embr^g'd, as it were, from the ends of oppofed 
winds. The hcav*ns continue their loves ! — 
.. Arch. I jhink, there is not in the world cither ma- 
lice, or matter, to alter it. You have a^ uhfpeakable 
comfort of your young Prince Mafniilius: it is a 
gentleman of the greateft promifc, that ever caiiie in- 
to my note. 

Cam. I very well agree with you in the hopes of 
him : it is a gallant child i one that, indeied, phyficks 
the fubjed, makes old hearts frefh : they, that went 
on crutches, ere he was bom, defire yet their life to 
fee him a man. 

Arch. Would they elfc be content to die? 

Cam. Yes, if there were no other excufe why they 
ithould defire to live. 

Arch. 
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jtrcb. if di% Kiog hadr i)Q i«n, th^y WOmM. <1^^ 
tp live Qn cipt?^ *m he iud oqe, 

SCENE II, 
0/f»i /o /ifo Prrfence. 

Enter Leontes, Hermione, Mamilliu9» Pplixenes, 

ani Attendants. 

PoL "^f I N E Changes of the wastry ftar h^^h l?eea 
iN * (The toh?i;4'* aotc^) fi^ce we Hv^ left 
QV;' Throne 
WithQuf a Uiuthen : tiroc asi Ipq^ again 
Would be, 6|U*d up, qi)f broth9r, wWi our thinks 5 
And yet we (houy, fpr perpetuity/ 
Go hence 3p aebc; and therefore, lik^ a cypher. 
Yet ftanduj^ ip rich jtUcCy J Oiultiply 
With one, %he thapkyim^ many thouftinds more 
That go before it, ' 

Leo. Stay yourt^pl^s ^ while j 
And pay th'eai, wheyo ybq part. 

P^/. Sir, that's to njQfrow : 
Pm qucftion'd by my fca^s, of what may chance. 
Or breed upon our ablbic?> * may there blow 

2 TbpJb^Hr^^i n^is ] 1. r. I afe the ihepherd*$ reckoning. 

3 ■ THAT MAY bh^ 

No/neafif^ winds at home, kc!] This is nonfen&> we fhoald 
read it $hus, 

' ■ ■ ■ MAT THE UK HeVJ^ &C. 

He had faid h« was apprehenfive ^hat his prefence might be wanted 
at home ; but, left this (hould prove an ominous fpeech, he en* 
deavours, as was the cullom, to avert it by a deprecatory prayer. 

— — m/^ there Uonv 

No /neaping njninds to make usfaf^ 

Thti was put forth too truly, 

But the Oxford Editor, rather than b^ beholden to this corre^on, 
alters it to, 

there m^ h/ow 

Somcfneaping nvinds ■— — • 
and fo deftroys the whole fenciment. 

T4 No 
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^o fncapihg winds at home, to make tfs (ay, 

^' This is pi^t forth^oo trtriy.**'fiefidcs, Hiave ftay^d 

To tire yoyr royalty. 

Leo. We are tougher, brotfefer, - 

Than you can put us to't, . . 
Pol. No longer Stay. 
Leo. pnc fcy*n-night longer* t 

Pol. Very footb^ to iporrpw^ 
L^o. We'll par? the tipi^ betwecn*s thpn ; ,and in tbt 
J'll ho gain-faymg. \' /" 

• Pol. Preis me not, •befeech J^ou, fo ; 
There is no tongue that moves, none, hone iW worlds 
So foon as yours, could win me: fo it ihould now. 
Were there rieceffity in your requeft, altho* 
'Twere needful J denyM it. 'My affairs 
Do even drag me homeward •, which to hinder. 
Were, in your love, a Whip to me; my (lay. 
To you a charge and trouble : t6 fave both, 
Farewel, our brother. 
L^o. Tongue-ty'd, our Queen? fpeak you. 
Her. I had thought. Sir, toVe held my peace, until 
You'ad drawn oaths from him riot to ftay : you, Sir, 
Charge him too coldly. Tell him, you are fore. 
All in Bohemia's well : this fatisfaftion 
The byrgone day proclaimM -, fay this to bim, 
. Jfe's beat from his beft ward. 
Leo. Well faid, Hermione. 
Her. To tell, he longs to fee his fon, were ftrong, 
But let him fay io then, and let him go ; 
Pat let him fwcar fo, and he IhaH not ftay ; 
Wc*Il thwack him hence with diftaffs. 
Yet of your royal prefence Til adventqce [To Pol 
The borrow of a week. When at Bohemia 
you take my lord, * Til give you my commiflSon, 

To 

^ ■ Til give HIM mj^ commtffian ] Wc (houl4 read, 

r- : Tllgintt Yov mj cemmijpan, 

The 



Digitized 



by Google 



Tl&tfr ]^;i NT B rV Tale. tSi 

To let him there a month, * behind the gcft 
Prefixed for*s parting: ^ yet, good heed, LeonteSj 
I Ipve thee npt a jar o'th* clock behind 
What lady Ihe her lopl. You'll ftay ? 

Pol. No, Madam. 

Her. Nay, but you will ? 

Pol. I may not, verily. 

H^r. Verily? . . • 
You put me off with limber vows; but I, 
Tho* you would feek t'unfphere the ftars with oaths. 
Should yet fay, *' Sir, no going : verily^ 
*' You (hall not. go i" a lady's vmly is 
As potent as a .lord's. Will you go, yet? 
Force me to keep you as a prifoner. 
Not like a gueft ; (o you (hall pay your fees. 
When you depart, and fave your thanks. How fay 

you? 
My prifoner ? or my gueft ? by your dread verily y 
One of them you (hall be. 

Pel. Your Gueft then, Madam : 
To be ypur prifoner, Ihould import offending 5 
Which is for me lefs cafic to commit. 
Than you to punifh. 

Her. Not your Goaler then. 
But your kind Hoftefs ; come, Pll queftion you 
Of my lord's tricks, and yours, when you were boys: 

The verb let, or hinder^ which follows, ihews the necefficy of it : 
For (he could DOt fay ihe would give her husband a commiffion to 
Ut or hinder himfelf. The commiffion is given to Folixtn$s^ to 
whom ihe is fpcaking, co let or hinder her husband. 

5 behind the ge/f] Mr. TieohaU (ays, he can neither trace, 

nvrunderftoMd the ^rajfe, and therefore thinks it fhould be juft: 
Bat the word gefl is right, and figniiies a ftage or journey. In 
the time of Royal Progrejfei the King's (Hges, as we may fee by the 
journals of them in the Herald*s office, were called his e 5 t s ; 
£wm the old French word giste, Diver/orium. 

6 yett |W heedf Leontes,] /. e. yet take good heed, Lem^ 

/#!, to what I lay. Which phraib, Mr. Theobald not underfUnding, 
he alters it to. good dad. 

You 
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You were pretty lordings rf^n ? 

Fol: We were, hit Qyeen,. 
Two lads, that thought there was no mope behind^ 
But fuch a day to morrow as to day» 
And to be boy eternal. , 

/for. Was not my lord 
The verier wag oW two? . ^ 

Pol. We were as twinnM lambs, ^hat didfrisk i'th' Sun| 
And bleat the one at th* other : what, we changed. 
Was innocence for innocence j we knew not 
The dodh-ine of ill-doing ; no, nor chea,mM, 
That any did : had we purfo'd that lift, 
And our weak ^if its ne*cr been higher reared 
With ftronger blood, we fliould have anfwcr'd heaven 
Bpldly, Not guilty ; ^ th' impofition cleared. 
Hereditary ours. ... 

Her. By this we gather. 
You have tript fince. 

PoL O my moft facrcd lady. 
Temptations have fincc then bceri bom to*s : for 
In thofe unfledg*d days was my wife a girl ; 
Your precious felf had not then crofe*d the eyes 
Of my young pJay-fellow. . 

Her. * Grace p boot! 



'tk^ infofition dt^d^ 



Hereditary ours. '] i. i. feCting aiide original Jmi bating the 
impoficion from the o^ncc of otur firft pmtfttf, we aiig^ h«ve 
h^iy proceed oar innooeace to hcavea. 
Z Grace to boot ! 

Of this make no eonclufion^ left wU Jky^ dec] FoUxems loA 
faid, that fince the time of childhood and innocence, temffations 
Sad grdnun to them i for that, in that interv^, the two Queesa^ were 
become women. To each part of this obfervation the Qoeen an- 
fwcrs in order. To that of temptations fhc replies, Grace ^ boot! 
I. e. tho* temptations have grown op, yet I hope grace too has 
kept pace with them. Grace to booty was a proveibial «xpreffion 
on ^^^ occafioos. To the otiier part, Hie repfict» as for our itmpt- 
ing you, pray take heed yoa draw no concmfion from thencc^'ibr 
(i)^t would be making yoor Queen and mc devils, d^c. 

Of 
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OF this make no conclufion, kft you fay. 
Your Queen and* I are devils. Yet, go on ; 
Th* offences we have made you do, we*ll aofwer 5 
If you firft finn*d with us, and that with us 
You did* continue fault s and that you llipt not. 
With any but with us. 

Lea. Is he won yet? 

HeK He'll ftay, my Lord. 

Lea. At my fcqueft he would not: 
Hermione^ my deareft, thou ne'er fpok'ft 
To better purpofc. 

Her. Never? 

Leo. Never, but once. 

Her. What? have I twice faid well? when was't 
before ? 
I pr'ythee, tell me ; cram's with praife, and make's 
As fat as tame things : one good deed, dying tongue-le(s» 
Slaughters a thoufand, waiting upon That. 
Our praifes are our wages. You may ride's 
With one loft kifs a thoufand furlongs, ere 
9 With fpur we heat an acre, but to th* goal. 
My laft good deed was to intreat his ftay ; 
What was my firft ? it has an elder ftfter. 
Or I miftake you: O, would her name were Grace I 
But once before I fpakc to th* purpofe ? when ? 
Nay, let me hav't 5 1 long. 

Leo. Why, that was when 
Three crabbed months had fowr'd diemlelves to death, 

9 Vf^th/pur ive heat an acre. Bui to th^ goal:'] Thus this paf- 
fage has been always pointed; whence it sppisxts, that the Editors 
did not take the Poet^i ccMicelt. They imagined that, Bui io th' 
goal, meint, htt to come to the furp^n but the fenle is <k&rent, 
and plain enough when the line is pointed thus» 

- ^ ■ ■ — en 

llhuh Jpur "^ve hfat tin acre^ tut to it* goal, 
i. k. good ttfage will win us to any thing; hst, with ill* we flop 
ihoTt» even there where both our intereft and our inclination would 
tDcherwife have carried us. 

Ere 
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Ere I could make thee open thy white hand. 
And clepe thyfelf my love 5 then didft diou utter, 
** I am yours for ever. 

Her. •Tis grace, indeed. 
W hy, lo you now ; Fve fpoke to th* purpoie twice j 
The one tor ever eam'd a royal husband i 
Th* other, for fome while a friend. 

Leo. Too hot, too hot [^Jfide. 

To mingle fricndfhip far, is mingling bloods. 
I have tremor cordis on me — my heart dances ; 
But not for joy — not joy. — This entertainment 
May a free face put on 5 derive a liberty 
From heartinefs, from bounty, fertile bofom, 
And well become the Agent : 't may, I grant j 
But td be padling palms, and pinching fingers. 
As now they are, aad making praftis'd fmiles. 
As in a looking-glals— — and then to figh, as *twerc 
* The mort o'ch* deer ; oh, that is entertainment 
My bofom likes not, nor my brows — Mami/liuSj 
Art thou my boy ? 

Mam. Ay, my good lord. 

Leo. r fecks! 
Why, that's my bawcock ; what? has*t fmutch'd thy 

nofe? 
They fay, it's a copy out of mine. Come, captain. 
We muft be neat ; not neat, but cleanly, captain j 
And yet the fteer, the heifer, and the calf. 
Are. all call'd neat. Still virginalling 

[Ob/erving Polixenes and Hermionc. 
Upon his palm ?-— how now, you wantoq calf! 
Art thoii my calf? 

Mam. Yes, if you will, my lord. 

Leo. Thou want*ft a rough pa(h, and the (hoots 
that I have. 
To be full like me.— Yet they fay, we arc 

I TJfe mort oUh* deer ;-^] A leflbn apon the horn at the death 
of the deer. Mr. TheoSa/J, 

Almoft 
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Altnoft as like as eggs ; women fay (o^ 
That will fay any thing ; but were they falfe. 
As o*er-dy'd blacks, as winds, as waters } falfe^ 
As dice are to be wifh'd, by one that fixes 
No bourne *twixt his and mine 5 yet were it true 
To fay, this boy were like me. Come, Sir page^ 
Look on me with your welkin-eye, fwcet villain. 
Moft dear'ft, mycoilop — can thy dam — may'tbc— 
Imagination! thou doft ftab to th' center. 
Thou doft make poflible things not be fo held, 
Comniunicat'ft with dreams — - (how can this be ?) 
With what's unreal. Thou co-aftive art. 
And fcllow'ft Nothing. Then *tis very credent. 
Thou may'ft co-join with fomething, and thou doft. 
And That beyond commiffion ; and I find it ; 
And That to the infeftion of my brains, 
And hardning of my brows. 
PoL What means Sicilia ? 
Her. He fomething feems unfettlcd, 
PoL How? my lord? 

Leo. What cheer? how is't with you, beft brother? 
Her. You look. 
As if you held a brow of much Diftradion. 
Are not you mov*d, my lord? 

Leo. No, in good earned. 
How fometimes nature will betray its folly ! 
Its tendernefs ! and make icfelf a paftime 
To harder bofoms ! Looking on the lines 
Of my boy's face, methoughts, I did recoil 
Twenty-three years, and faw myfelf unbrecch*d. 
In my green velvet coat; my dagger muzzled. 
Left it fhould bite its mafter \ and fb prove. 
As ornaments oft do, too dangerous ; 
How like, methought, I then was to this kernel. 
This fquafh, this gentleman. Mine honeft friend^ 
Will you take eggs for mony ? 
Mam. No, my lord, I'll fight. 

Leo. 
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LiQ. Yoo will ! why, happy man be*s dole t — --^ 
My brother, 
Are you fo fond of your youag Prince, .as we 
Do fccm to be of our»? 

Pol. If at honw. Sir, 
He*s all my exercife, mymirth, my matteri 
Now my fworn friend, and then mine enemy ^ 
My parafite, my foldier, ftates-man, all 5 
*He makes a Julf^ day fliort as December 5 
And with his varying diildnefs, cures in me 
Thoughts that'lhould thick my blood. 

Leo. So (lands this Squire 
Offic'd with me : we two will walk, my lord. 
And leave you to your graverfieps. Hermione^ 
'How thou lov^ft us, ihew in our brother's welcome: 
Let what is dear in Smty^ be cheap : 
Next to thyfelf, and my young rover, he^s 
Apparent to my heart. 

Her. If you will feek us, 
We are yours i'th* garden : fhall's attend you there? 

Lio. To your own bents difpofe you; you^U be 
found. 
Be you beneath the sky : I am angling now, 
Tbo* you perceive me not, how Igive line; 
Go to, go to. \^Afide^ ohferving Her; 

How flie holds up the neb! the bill to him ! 
And arms her with the boldnefs of a wife 

[Exeunt ¥o\\x. Her. and attendants. 
Manent Leo. Mam, and Cam. 
To her allowing husband. Gone already, 
Inth-thick, knee-deep; o'er head and ears^ a fork'd 

one. 
Go, play, boy, play — thy mother- plays, and I 
Flay too ; but fo difgrac'd a part, whofe ifliie 
Will hifs me to my grave : contempt and clamour 
Will be my knel. Go, play, boy, play — there have 
been. 

Or 



Digitized 



by Google 



71^^ Wn Nnr B nV T^a l jb^ 087 

pr -iHMn nuch decdv'd, cuckdcb ere now ; 
And many a man there U^ even tat this ipre^nt. 
Now. While.SI ^leal^ thjt, holds his wife by ch'arm. 
That little thinks, (he has been fluic'd tn^s abfence ; 
And his pond fi&'d by his neoft neighbour, by 
Smt' S0tikj hk neighbour: nay, there's comfort 

in% 
Whiles other men havegates; and thofegates opetfd» 
As mine, againft their will. Should all defpair^ 
That have revolted wives, the tenth of maiucind 
Would hang chemielves. Phyfick for't, there is none: 
It is a bawdy piaoet, that ^tll firike 
Where *ti» predonuaant ; and * 'tis powerhil : think it. 
Many a diourand'of 's have the difeafe and feel't not., 
Ho«f ix>w,boy? 

Mam. I am like you, they lay. 

Leo. Why, that's fome coinforr; 
What PCaiNt//^ there? 

Cam. Ay, my good Lord. 

Jm. Go. play, M^mUBas^^ibou^m honeft man : 

[JEmt MamilUuSt 

S C E N E III. 

CamSh^ diis Great Sir will yet ftay longer. 

(km. You had much ado to ^nake-his anchor hold; 
When you caft out^ It' ftiU came hooae. 

Leo. Didftnoteit? 

Cam. He would not ftayat your petitionimade 1 
His bufinefi more material. 

Lto. Didftpercdveit? 

2 ^-"^Uhttmfirfkh AM t/.] Alter this there arc ftur lineMyf 
infiuaou, feni^t ribtldrf » ftack in by feme profljgate playt r» 
wMch I have tafliierM ; and hope no learned cridck» or fine lady* 
imB efloem this a caftiated cdidooj for our having now and then 
oathe'fiuneneceffitx, and afar having gtveii fiiir notice, taken ^ 
fiuneUbefty, 

Thcy^re 
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ThcyVc here with me already 5 » whifp'rii^, foiitfdh|;f 
Sicilia is a fo-forth ; 'tis ftr gone^ 
When 1 (hall guft it laft. How camc't, XlamiUoi 
That he did ftay ? ' - 

Cam. At the good Qucen*s thiteatf. 
teo. At the Queen's be*t 5 good, fliould be ftr* 
tinent ; 
But fo it is, it is not. Was this taker! 
By any underftanding pate but thine? ^ 
For thy conceit is foaking, will draw irt 
More than the common blocks; not noted, is't^ 
But of the finer natures? by feme iev«als 
Of head-piece extraoixlinary j lower mefles, 
Pdrchance, are to this bufinefe purblind? fay. 

Cam. Bufinefs, my lord? I think, moft underftand 
Bohemia ftays here longer. 
Uo. Ha? 

Cam. Stays here longer* 
Leo. Ay, but why ? 

Cam. To fatisfie your Highnefs, and th'entrcatia 
Of our moft gracious miftrefs« 

Leo. Satisfie 
Th* entreaties of your miftrefs? larisfie? 
Let That fuffice. Tve trufted thee, CamiUo^ 
With all the things neareft my hewt ; as wdU 
.My chamber-councels, wherein, prieft like, thou 
Haft cleans'd my bofom : I from thee departed 
Thy Penitent reformed 5 but we have been 
Deceived in thy integrity % deceived 
In that, which ieems fo. 

Cam. Be it forbid, my lord — — 
Leo. To bide upon't; — Thou art not honcftj or, 
If thou inclin'ft that way, thou art a coward ; 
Which hoxes honefty behind, rcftraining 

3 — w^/y^Vi«j, rounding ;] i. c. rounding in the eoTf a phrt* 
in ofe at that time. But the Oxfird Editor not knowing chat, altcfl 
the text to, whiff rif^ r§und. 

From 
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From courfe required : or elfe thou mud be counted 

A fervanc grafted in my lerious Truft, 

And therein negligent ; or elfe a fool, 

That feed a game plaid home, the rich {l;ake drawA^ 

And tak'ft it all for jeft. 

Cam. My gracious lord, 
I may be negligent, foolilh and fearful \ 
In every one of thefe no man is free. 
But that his negligence, his folly, fear, 
Amongft the infinite doings of the world, 
♦ Sometime puts forth. In your affairs, my lord. 
If ever I were wilful negligent. 
It was my folly i if induftrioufly 
I p!ay*d the fool, it was my negligence. 
Not weighing well the end ; if ever fearful 
To do a thing, where I the iffue doubted. 
Whereof the execution did cry out 
Againft the non-performance, ^twas a fear 
Which oft infefts the wifeft : thefe, my lord. 
Are fuch allow'd. infirmities, that honefty 
Is never free of. But, 'bcfecch your Grace, 
Be plainer with me, let me know my trclpafe 
By its own vifage •, if I then deny it, 
'Tis none of mine. 

Leo. Ha'not you feen, Camilloj 
(But that's paft doubt, you have ; or your eye-glafr 
Is thicker than a cuckold's horn ;) or heard, 
(For to a vifion fo apparent, rumour 
Cannot be mute j) or thought, (for cogitation 
Refidcs not in that man, that do's not think it 5) 
My wife isflippery? if thou wilt, confefsj 
(Or elfe be impudently negative. 
To have nor eyes nor ears, nor thought,) then iay, 
Wy wife's a hobby-horfe, deferves a name 

4 Commas and points fet right by Mr. Theobald. 

Vol. IIU U As 
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As rank as any flax-wench, chat ;j^ ^ to 
Before her troth-ph'ght : fay't, andjuftify't. 

Cam. I would not be a ftander-by, to hear 
JMy foveragn Miftrels clouded fo, without 
My prefent vengeance taken ; *ihtew my heart. 
You never fpoke what did become you lefi 
Than this; which to reiterate, * were fin 
As deep as that, tho' true. 

Leo. Is whifpering nothing ? 
Is leaning cheek to cheek ? is meeting nofes > 
Kiffing with infide lip? flopping the career 
Of laughter with a fish ? (a note infallible 
Of breaking honefty :) horfing foot on foot ? 
Skulking in comers ? wifhing clocks more fwift ? 
Hours, minutes ? the noon, midnight, and all eyes 
Blind with the pin and web, but theirs ; theirs only. 
That would, unfeen, be wicked ? is this nothing? 
Why, then the world, and all that's in% is nothing; 
The covering sky is nothing, Bohemia nothing ; 
My wife is nothing ; nor nothing have thefe nothings. 
If this be nothing. 

Cam. Good my lord, be cur^d 
Of this difeas'd Opinion, and betimes ; 
For *tis moft dangerous. 

Leo. Say it be, 'tis true. 

Cam. No, no, my lord. 

Leo. It is ; you lie, you lie : 
I fay, thou lieft, Camilloy and I hate thee ; 
Pronounce thee a grols lowt, a mindlefs flave. 
Or elfe a hovering temporizer, that 
Canft with thine eyes at once fee good and evil. 
Inclining to them both : were my wife's liva: 
Infe6)xd, as her life, fhe would not live 
The running of one glafs. 

Jj deep as that^ tbo" /rjw.] /. e. Your fufpicion it as great a 
£n as would be that (if conunitted) for which you fufped ii^r. 

m. Cam. 
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Cam. Who do\ uifea her ? 
Leo. Why he, that wears her like his medal, hanging 
About his neck ; Bohemia^ — who, if I 
Had fervants true about me, that bare eyes 
To fee alike mine honour, as their profits. 
Their own particular thrifts, they would do That 
Which ihould undo more Doing : I, and thou 
His cup-bearer, (whom I from meaner forme 
HavebcnchM, and rear'd to worfhip ; who may'ftfe^ 
Plainly, as hcav'n fees earth, and earth fees hcav'n. 
How I am gall'd ;) thou might'ft be-fpice a cup. 

To give mine enemy a lading wink j 

Which draught to me were cordiaL 
Cam. Sir, my lord, 

I could do this, and that with no rafli potion, 

^ But with a lingring dram, that ihould not work 

Malicioufly, like poiibn : but I cannot 

Believe this crack to be in my dread miftrefs. 

So fovereignly being honourable. 
Leo. I've lov'd thee. — Make't thy Qucftion, ^ncf 
go rot : 

Do* ft think, I am fo muddy, fo unfettled. 

To a|^int my felf in this vexation ? Sully 

The purity and whitenefs of my (heets, 

(Which to preferve, is fleep -, which being fpotted. 

Is goads, thorns, nettles, tails of wafps :) 

Give fcandal to the blood o'th* Prince, my fon. 

Who, I do think, is mine, and love as mine^ 

6 But tvith a Ungrit^ dram, that JhouU not iveri, 
Malicioufly 9 like foifon : — } The thought is here beautifully 
earprei3ed. He couid do it with a dram that fhould have none of 
thofe viiible efFedts that dete^ the poifoner. Thefe effe£b he fine!/ 
calls the malicious workings of poifon^ as if done with defign to 
hetrajiht ufer. But the Oxford Editor would mend Sbakejpear*% 
expreffion, and reads, 

■ '■ thatjhould mt <work 
Liki a malicioHJ foifon:*^-^ 
So that Camillo*% leafon is quite lod in this happy emendation. 

♦ U a With.! 
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Without ripe moving to't ? would I do this ? 
Could man fo blench ? 

Cani^ I muft believe you. Sir ; ~ 
I do, and will fetch off Bohemia for'c : 
Provided, chat, when he's removed, your Highnefi 
Will take again your Queen, as yours at firft. 
Even for your fon's fake, and thereby for fealing 
The injury of tongues, in Courts and Kingdoms 
Known and ally'd to yours. 

Leo. Thou doft advife me. 
Even fo as I mine own courfe have fet down: 
. rU give no blemi(h to her honour, none. 

Cam. My lord. 
Go then ; and with a countenance as clear 
As friendfhip wears at feafts, keep with Bohemia, 
And with your Queen : I am his cup-bearer ; 
If from me he have wholefome bevcridge. 
Account me not your fervant. 
, Leo. This is all ; 

Do'r, and thou haft the one half of my heart ; 
Do*t not, thou fplit'ft thine own. 

Cam. VH do't, my lord. 

Leo. I will fcem friendly, as thou hafl: advis'd me. 

[£xi/. 

Cam. O miferable lady ! but, for me. 
What cafe ftand I in ? I muft be the poifoner 
Of good Polixenesy and my ground to do't 
Is the obedience to a mafter ; one. 
Who, in rebellion with himfelf, will have 
All that are his, fo too. To do this deed. 
Promotion follows. If I could find example 
Of thoufands, that had ftruck anointed Kings, 
And flourifli'd after, I'd not do't: but fince 
Nor brafs, nor ftone, nor parchment, bears not one; 
Let villany itfelf forfwear't. I muft 
Forfake the Court 5 to do*t, or no, is certain 

To 
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To me a break-neck. Happy ftar reign now ! 
Here comes Bohemia. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Polixencs. 

PoL This is ftrange ! methinks, 
My favour here begins to warp. Not fpeak ?— • 
Good day, Camitlo. 

Cam. Hai], mod royal Sir ! 

Pol. What is the news i*th* court ? 

Cam. None rare, my Lord. 

Pol. The King hath on him fuch a countenance. 
As he had Joft fome province, and a region 
LovM, as he loves himfelf : even now I met him 
With cuftomary compliment, when he. 
Wafting his eyes to th* contrary, and falling 
A lip of much contempt, fpeeds from me, and 
So leaves me to confider what is breeding. 
That changes thus his manners. 

Cam» I dare not know, my Lord, 

PoL How, dare not ? do not ? do you know, and 
dare not } 
Be intelligent to me, 'tis. thereabouts : 
For to yourfclf, what you do know, you mud ; 
And cannot fay, you dare not. Good CamillOy 
Your chang'd complexions are to me a mirror. 
Which (hews me mine changM too ; for I muft* be 
A party in this alteration, finding 
Myfelf thus altered with it. 

Cam. There is a ficknefs 
Which puts fome of us in diftemper j but 
I cannot name the difeale, and it is caught 
Of you that yet are well. 

Pol. How caught of me ? 
Make me not fighted like the bafilisk. 
iVe lookM on thoufands, who have fped the better 

U 3 By 
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By my regard^ but kill*d none fo : Camilla^ 

As you are certainly a gendeman^ 

Clerk-like experienced) (which no lefs adorns 

Our gentry, tnan our parents' noble names» 

In whofe fuccefs we are gende ;) I befeech you. 

If you know aught, which does behove my knowledge 

Thereof to be inform'd, imprifon*t not 

In ignorant concealment. 

Cam. 1 may not anfwcr. 

Pol. A lickneis caught of me, and yet I wdl ? 
I muft be anfwerM. Doft thou hear, Camilla^ 
1 conjure thee by all the parts of man. 
Which honour does acknowledge, (whereof the leaft 
Is not this fuit of mine,) that thou declare^ 
What incidency thou doft guefs of harm 
Is creeping towards me ; how far oflT, how near| 
Which way to be prevented, if it be ^ 
If not, how bell to bear it. 

Cam. Sir, I'U tell you. 
Since I am charged in honour, and by him 
That I think honourable ; therefore, mark my counfel } 
Which muft be ev'n as fwiftiy followed, as 
I mean to utter it ; or both yourfelf and me 
Cry loft, and fo good night. 

Pol. On, good Camillo. 

Cam. I am appointed Him to murder you. 

Pol. By whom, CamUlo? 

Cam. By the King. 

Pol. For what ? 

Cam. He thinks, nay, with all confidence he fwears, 
As he had feen't, or been an inftrument 
^ To vice you to't, that you have toucht his Queen 
Forbiddenly. 

Pol. Oh, then, my beft blood turn 
To an infeftcd gelly, and my name 

7 To Vict you ioU, ] i. e. to draw, perfiiadc you. The dia- 

ta£ter called the Vice, in tiic old plays, was the Timpter to evil. 

Be 
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Be yoak'd with his, that did betray the bell! 
Turn then my frefheft reputation to 
A lavour, that may ftrike the dulled noftril 
Where I arrive ; and my approach be (hun'd. 
Nay, hated too, worfe than the great^ft infection 
That c*er was heard, or read ! 

Cam. Swear [a) this though over 
By each particular flar in heaven, and 
By all their influences ; you may as well 
Forbid the fea for to obey the moon. 
As or by oath remove, or counfel (hake. 
The fabrick of his folly ; whole foundation 
Is pil'd upKon his faith, and will continue 
The ftanding of his body. 

PoL How ihould this grow ? 

Cam. I know not ; but, I'm fure, 'tis fafer to 
Avoid what's grown, than queftion how/tis born. 
If therefore you dare truft my honcfty. 
That lies inclo(ed in this trunk, which you 
Shall bear along impawn'd, away to night ; 
Your followers I will whifper to the bufinefs ; 
And will by twoes, and threes, at feveral pofterns. 
Clear them o*th' city. For myfelf, I'll put * 
My fortunes to your fcrvice, which are here 
By this difcovery loft. Be not uncertain ; 
For by the honour of my parents, I 
Have utter'd truth ; which if you feek to prove, 
I dare not ftand by 5 nor fhall you be fafer. 
Than one condemned by the King's own mouth ; 
Thereon his execution fwom. 

Pol. I do believe thee : 
I (aw his heart in's face. Give me thy hand ; 
Be pilot to me, and thy places fhall 
Still neighbour mine. My fhips are ready, and 
My people did expeft my hence departure 

[ (a) this tbwgb, Mr. Theobald— —Vulg. hU thi^hhl 

U 4 Two 
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Two days ago. — This jealoufie 

Is for a precious creature s as fhe's rare, 

Mud it be great -, and, as his perfon's mighty. 

Mull it be violent ; and, as he does conceive 

He is di(honour*d by a man, which ever 

Profefs*d to him ; why, his revenges muft 

In That be made more bitter. Fear o'er- (hades me: 

* Good expedition be my friend, and comfort 

The gracious Queen's ; part of his theam, but nothing 

Of his ill-ta'en I'ufpicion ! Comc^ Camillo^ 

I will refpeft thee as a father, if 

Thou bear 'ft my life oiF hence. Let us avoid. 

Cam. It is in mine authority to command 
The keys of all the pofterns : pleafe your Highneis, 
To take the urgent hour. Come, Sir, away. lExeuni. 



A C T ir. SCENE!. 

The PALACE. 

Enter Hermione, Mamillius, and Ladies. 

Hermione* 

TAKE the boy to you ; he fo troubles me, 
'Tis paft enduring. 
1 Lady. Come, my gracious Lord. 
Shall I be your play-fellow ? 
Mam. No, I'll none of you. 

I Ladj. 

8 Good expidition be myfriend^ and comfort 

ne gracious S^uitn \ ] But how could his expeditioi 

comfort the Queen ? on the contrary it would increafe her Huf- 
band*s fufpicion. We fhould read, 

— - and eomfort 

ne gracious Queen's j ■■ 
if. #. be expedition my friend, and be comfort the Queen*! b'yci^ 
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1 Lady. Why, my fwect Lord ? 

Main. You'll kifs me hard, arid fpeak to me as if 
1 were a baby ftill ; I love you better. 

2 Lady. And why fo, my L^rd ? 
Mam. Not for bccaufe 

Your brows are blacker; (yet black brows, they fay. 
Become fome women beft ; fb that there be not 
Too much hair there, but in a femicircle, • 

Or a half-moon made with a pen.) 

2 Lady. Who taught you this ? 

Mam. I learned it out of women's faces : pray now, ~ 
What colour be your eye-brows ? 

I Lady. Blue, my Lord. 

Mam. Nay, that's a mock : Pve fccn a lady's nofc 
That has been blue, but not her eye-brows. 

1 Lady. Hark ye. 

The Queen, your mother, rounds apace : we fliall 
Prefent our fervices to a fine new prince 
One of thefe days ; and then you'll wanton with us. 
If we would have you. 

2 Lady. She is fpread of late 

Into a goodly bulk j (good time encounter her !) 

Her. What wifdom ftirs amongft you? come. Sir, 
now 
I am for you again. Pray you fit by us. 
And teirs a tale. 

Mam. Merry, or fad, fball't be ? 

Her. As merry as you will. 

Mem. A fad tale's beft for winter. 
I have one of fprights and goblins. 

Her. Let's have that, good Sir. 
Come on, fit down. Come on, and do your beft 

The Oxford Editor has thought fit to paraphrafe my conedim, 
and fo reads, 

■ Heaven comfitt 
U€ gradw$ Siuiin | ■ » 

To 
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To fright me with your iprights : you're powerful 
at it. 
Mam. There was a man- 
Her. Nay, come fit down ; then on. 
Mam. Dwelt by a church-yard ; — ~ I will tell it 
fofUy : 
Yond crickets ihall not hear it. 
• Her. Come on then, and giTe't me in mine ear. 

S C E N E 11. 

Efiter Leontes, Antigonus, and Lords. 

Leo. Was he met there? his train ? Camillo with 
him? 

Lord. Behind the tuft of pines I met them ; never 
Saw I men fcowr fo on their way : I ey'd them 
Even to their (hips. 

Leo. How bled am I 
In my juft cenfure ! in my true opinion ! 
Alack, for leflcr knowledge, how accursed 
In being fo bjeft! " There may be in the cup 
" A fpider ftecp'd, and one may drink; depart, 
•* And yet partake no venom ; tor his knowledge 
•' Is not infedled : but if one prefcnt 
•* Th' abhorrM ingredient to his eye, make known 
** How he hath drunk, he cracks his gorge, his fides 

«' With violent hefts. I have drunk, and fcen 

the fpider.- 

Camillo was his help in this, his Pander : 
There is a plot againft my life, my crown ; 
All*s true, that is miftrufted : that falfe villain. 
Whom I employed, was pre-employ'd by him : 
* He hath dilcover*d my defign, and I 

1 Ht hath iifcvoir^i nvf defign^ and I 
Rimain a pinch*d thing ; ] AUijidiug to die fuperftiti- 

on of the vulgar, concerning thofe who were ienchanteid, ud frften^ 
jcd to the fpo^ by charms fuperior to their own. 

Remain 
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Remain a pinch'd chiiig ; yea, a very trick 
For them to play at wUl : how came the pofterns 
So eafily open ? 

Lord. By his great authority. 
Which often hath no lefs prevaird than fo 
On your command. 

Leo. I know*t too well. 
Give me the boy ; Tm glad, you did not nurfe him : 
Though he does bear fome figns of me, yet you 
Have too much blood in him.— 

Her. What is this, fport? 

Leo. Bear the Boy hence, he fhall not come about 
her ; 
Away with him, and let her fport herfelf 
With that (he's big with : for 'tis Polixenes ^ 
Has made thee fwell thus. 

Her. But I'd fay, he had not ; 
And, rU be fworn, you would believe my faying, 
Howc'er you lean to th* nay ward. 

Leo. You, my lords. 
Look on her, mark her well ; be but about 
To fay, fhe is a goodly lady, and 
The juftice of your hearts will thereto add, 
'Tis pity, lhe*s not honeft, honourable : 
Praife her but for this her without-door form, 
(Which on my faith deferves high fpeech,) and ftraight 
The (hrug, the hum, or ha, — (thefe petty brands. 
That calumny doth ufe : oh, I am out,— 
That mercy do*s \ for calumny will fear 
Virtue it felf.) Thefe flirugs, thefe hums, and ha's. 
When you have laid (he's goodly, come between, 
Ere you can fay fhe's honefl: : but be*t known, 
(From him, that has moft caufe to grieve it ihould 

be;) 
She's an adultrefs. 

Her. Should a villain fay fb. 
The moft replenilh'd villain in the world. 

He 
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He were as much more villain : you, my lord. 
Do but miftake. 

Leo. You have miftook, my lady, 
Polixenes for Leontes, O thou thing. 
Which rU not call a creature of thy place. 
Left barbarifm, making me the precedent. 
Should a like language ufe to all degrees ; 
And mannerly diftinguilhment leave out 
Betwixt the prince and beggar. — I have faid, 
She^s an adultrefs ; I have faid with whom : 
More ; fhe's a traitor, and Camillo is 
A federary with her ; and one that knows 
What fhe (hould (hame to know herfelf. 
But with her moft vile Principal, that (he's 
A bed-fwerver, even as bad as thofe 
That Vulgars give bold'ft titles-, ay, and privy 
To this their late efcape. 

Her. No, by my life. 
Privy to none of this : how will this grieve you. 
When you Ihall come to clearer knowledge, that 
You thus have publilh*d me ? gentle my lord. 
You fcarce can right me throughly then, to fay 
You did miftake. 

Leo. No, if 1 miftake 
In thefe foundations which I build upon. 
The center is not big enough to bear, 
A fchool- boy's top. Away with her to prifon ; 
He, who fliall fpeak for her, is far off" guilty. 
But that he fpcaks. 

Her. There's fome ill planet reigns ; 
I muft be patient, 'till the heavens look 
With an afpedt more favourable. Good my lords, 
I am not prone to weeping ; (as our fex 
Commonly are,) the want of which vain dew. 
Perchance, fhall dry your pities .; but I have 
That honourable grief lodg'd here, which burns 
Worfe than tears drown : 'befcech you all, my lords, 

Widi 
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With thoughts fo qualified as your charities 
Shall befl: inilruA you, meafure me; and fo 
The King's will be perform'd I— 

Leo. Shall I be heard ? 

Her. Who is*t, that goes with me ? 'befeech your 
Highncls, 
My women may be with me, for, you fee. 
My plight requires it. Do not weep, good fools. 
There is nocaufe ; when you fhall know, your miftrefs 
Has deferv*d prifon, then abound in tears. 
As I come out ; this aftion, I now go on. 
Is for my better grace. Adieu, my lord, 
I never wifli'd to fee you forry ; now, 
I truft, I (hall. My women, — come, you've leave. 

Leo. Go, do your bidding 5 hence. 

[ExU Queen, guarded i and Ladies. 

Lord. 'Befcech your Highncfs call the Queen again. 

Ant. Be certain what you do. Sir, left your juftice 
Prove violence ; in the which three Great ones fuffcr. 
Your felf, your Queen, your fon. 

Lord. For her, my lord, 
I dare my life lay down, and will do*t. Sir, 
Pleafe you t*accept it, that the Queen is fpotleis 
Pth' eyes of heaven, and to yoo, (I mean. 
In this which you accufe her J 

Ant. If it prove 
She's othcrwife, Pll keep my * ftable-ftand where 
I lodge my wife. Til go in couples with her: 
Than when I feel, and fee, no further truft her; 
For every inch of woman in the world. 
Ay, every dram of woman's flefli is falfe. 
If fhe be. 

Leo. Hold your peaces. 

2 'fiabU'fiand—l Stable- ftand is a term of the foreft laws) 

and fignifies a place where a deerilealer fixes his (land, and keep# 
watch for the parpofc of kiUiog deer as they pafs by. Oxford 
Edifr. 

Lord. 
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Lmd. Good my lord,— • 

Ant. It is for you we fpeak^ not lok ourfelvcs : 
You are abused, and by fome putter-on. 
That will be damn'd for*t ; Vould I knew the villain, 
I would land-damm him : be ihe honour-flaw'd, 
I have three daughters ; the eldeft is eleven \ 
The fecond, and the third, nine, and fonfie five ; 
If this prove true, they'll pay for't. By mine honour, 
rU geld 'em all : fourteen they fhall not fee. 
To bring falie generations \ they are coheirs. 
And I had rather glib myfelf, than they 
Should not produce fair iflue. 

Leo. Ceale; no more: 
You fmell this bufinefs with a fenfe as cold 
As is a dead man's nofe \ I feef t and feel% 
As you feel doing thus ; and fee withal 
The inftruments that feel. 

Ant. If it be fo. 
We need no grave to bury honefly ; 
There's not ^ grain of it, the face to fwecten 
Of the whole dungy earth. 

Leo. What ? lack I credit ? 

Lord. I had rather you did lack than I, my lord. 
Upon this ground ; and more it would content me 
To have her honour true, than your fulpicion 5 
Be blam'd for't, how you might. 

Leo. Why, what need we 
Commune with you of this? but rather follow 
Our forceful inftigation ? our prerogative 
Calls not your counfcis, but our natural goodnels 
Imparts this 5 which, if you, (or ftupificd. 
Or leeming fb, in skill,) cannot, or will not 
ftelifh a truth like us^ inform your felves. 
We need no more of your advice 5 the matter. 
The lois, the gain, the ordering on't, is all 
Properly ours. 

Anf. And I wifli, my Liege, 

Tou 
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You had only in your filcnt judgment try'd it. 
Without more overture. 

Leo. How could that be ? 
Either thou art moft ignorant by age. 
Or thou wert born a fool. Camillo's flight. 
Added to their familiarity, 
(Which was as grofi as ever touchM conjedhire. 
That lack'd fight only ; nought for approbation. 
But only feeing ; all odxr circumllances 
Made up to th' deed) doth pu(h on diis proceedings 
Yet for a greater confirmation, 
(For, in an aft of this importance, *twcre 
Moft piteous to be wild) I have difpatch'd in poft. 
To facrcd Delpbosy to Apollo*^ temple, 
Cleomtnes and Dtoriy whom you know 
Of ftufPd fufficiency : Now, from the oracle 
They will bring all : whole fpiritual counfd had, 
ShaU ftop, or $ur me. Have I done well ? 

Lord. Well done, my Lord. 

Leo. Tho* I am fatisfy'd, and need no more 
Than what I know, yet Ihall the oracle 
Give reft to th' minds of others ; fuch as he, 
Whole ignorant credulity will not 
Come up to th* truth. So have we thought it good 
From our free perfon, ihe fhould be confin'd ; 
Left that the treachery of the two, fled hence^ 
Be left her to perform. Come, follow us. 
We are to fpeak in publick ; for this bufinefs 
Will raifc us all. 

Ant. To laughter, as I take it. 
If the good truth were known. [Exettnt, 



SCENE 
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SCENE m. 
Changes to a Prijbn. 

Enter Paulina, and a GentUman. 

Ptf«/.npHE keeper of the prifon, call to him: 

JL \Exit Gentleman. 

Let him have knowledge who I am. Good lady, 
No court in Europe is too good for thee 5 
What doft thou then in prifon? now, good Sir, 
You know me, do you not? 

Re-enter Gentleman^ with the Goaler. 

Goa. For a worthy lady. 
And one whom much I honour. 

PauL Pray you then, 
Condu£l me to the Queen. 

Goa. I may not. Madam ; 
To the contrary I have exprefs commandment. 

Paul. Here's ado to lock up honefty and honour 
from 
Th* accefs of gentle vifitors! Is*t lawful, pray you, 
To fee her women ? any of them ? Emilia ? 

Goa. So pleafc you. Madam, 
To put a-part thefe your attendants, I 
Shall bring Emilia forth. 

Paul. I pray you now, call her : 
Withdraw yourfelves. ^Exeunt Gent. &c 

Goa. And, Madam, 
I muft be prefent at your conference. 

Paul. Well ; be it fo, pr'ythee. 

Enter Emilia. 

Here's fuch ado to make no ftain a ftain. 
As pafles colouring. Dear gentlewoman. 
How &res our gracious lady? 

Efjul. 
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EmiL As well, a&one fo great and fo forlora 
May hold together ; On her frights and griefs, 
(Which never tender lady hath borne greater,) 
She is Ibmething before her time, ddiver'd. 

Paul. A boy? 

EmiL A daughter^ and a goodly babe^ 
Lufty, and like to live: the Queen receives 
Much comfort in^t : fays, My poor prifoncr, 
Pm innocent as you. 

Paul. I dare be fworn : 
Thefe dangerous, unfafc lunes i*th' King! beflirew them$ 
He muft be told on't, and he fliall ; the ofEce 
Becomes a woman beft. Pll take*t upon me. 
If I prove honey-mouth, let my tongue blifteri 
And never to my red-look*d anger be 
The trumpet any more ! Pray you, Emilia^ 
Commend' my bed obedience to the Queen, 
If (he dares trud me with her little babe, 
Pll Ihew't the King, and undertake to be 
Her advocate to th* loud'ft. We do not know^ 
How he may foften at the fight o'th' child : 
The filencc often of pure innocence 
Perfuades, when fpcaking fails. 

Emil. Moft worthy Madam, 
Your honour and your goodncfi is fo evident. 
That your free undertaking cannot mift 
A thriving iflue : there is no lady living 
So meet for this great errand. Pleafe your ladylhip 
To vifit the next room, Pll prefcntly 
Acquaint the Queen of your moft noble offer. 
Who but to day hammered of this defign •, 
But durft not tempt a minifter of honour. 
Left Ihe ihould be deny'd. 

Paul. Tell her, Emilia, 
Pll ufe that tongue I have ; if wit flow from't. 
As bojdneis from my bofom, let't not be. doubted 
J (hall do good. 

Vol. hi. X Emll 
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£mi2. Nov be you bicft for k ! 
rU to the Queen: ideaie you» cdme fiaoMiiii^iiesrer, 

Goa. Madam, tf'^t pleafetbeQueen tofendthe^tmbty 
I know not what I mall ineur^ to jKi& % 
Having no warrant. 

Paid. You need Hoe fear it^ Sir ; 
The child was prifoner to the wonib» and k 
By law and procef$ of great natare thence 
Free*d and enfranchis*d *, not a party to 
The anger of the King, nor guilty of, 
Jf any be, thb trefpafs of the Queen. 

Goa. I do believe it. 

Paul. Do not you fear 5 upon mine honour, I 
Will iland 'twixt you and danger. [ExekHi. 

S e ,E N E IV. 

Changes to the Palace. 

Enter Leontes, Antigonus^ Lords and othet jttlendantu 

Leo. *^T d R night, nor day, no reft ; -— — it is bat 

1.^ weaknefs 
To bear the matter thus ; mecr weaknefs, if 
The caufe were not in being ; part o'th* caufe» . 
She, the adultrefs ; for the Harlot*King . 
Is quite beyond mine arm ; out of the blank 
And level of my brain ; pk>^proof ; but file 
I can hook to me : fay, that (he were gpne^ 
Given to the fire, a mioicty of my reft 
Might come to me again. Who's there ? 

Enter an Attendant. 

Atten. My Lord. 
Leo. How do's the boy ? 
Men. He took good reft to night i ^tis hop*dr 
His licknels is dij[charg*d« 

heo. 
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Jjttt* 76 ftK fan iMHcttiST 
Conceiving the diihonouf of^ h^ itldtA^er, 
He ftraight declined, df(X)p*a, too*: it deeptjrt 
ftrftet/d; artdf fl^'cP the ffiatttf dn^ itt hnfifetf j 
Threw oflF his fpif ic, Itiv^ apatite, Ms fldep^ 
And down-right langui(h*d. Leave me foleNr^ gt>^ 

[Exit Anenaant^ 
Sec hont^ he fere^.-* Pie, fte; no- thought of him ; ■— • 
The very thought of my revenges that way 
RecoyI upon me ; in himfelf tca> mighiy. 
And in his paities, hi^ alKance ; let him be^ 
Until a time may ferve. Fot grcfeht vengeance. 
Take it on her. Camith arid PulmfteS 
Laugh at me { nuke their paftime at my (orrow } 
They ftooH not laugh, if I could reach them j nOt^ 
Shall flie, within iiiy power. 

SCENE V. 

Ef$t4r PaoKito,. mtba CbSd. 

Lord. Yod muff n0t enter. 

Paul. Kay faeher, good my lords, be fedozid f6mc4 
Fear ydtr hi^ tyrannous paUion more^ alas^ 
Than the Queen^s life ? a gracious iiinddent foul. 
More frfctr thaw, he is jealous. 

^/. That's enough. 

yiften. [witbinJ] Madam, he hath not (lept to nlgha 
commanded. 
None fhould come at him. 

Paui. 1^01 lb hot, good Sir ; 
If come to bring him fleep. 'Tis fuch as you, 
Thaitcrc^ like Shadows by him, and db figh 
Ac each his needtefe heavirigs ; fuch as you 
NouriQi the caufe of his* awaking^ 1 
So Gomc with words, as medicinal, a»c#ac$ 

X a Honeft, 
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< Honeft, as either ; to purge him of that humoafy 
That prefles him from fleep. 

Leo. What noife there, ho? 

Paul. No noife, my Lord, but needful conference. 
About fomf gofTips for your Highnefs. 

Leo, How ? 
Away with that audacious lady.— — -^w/g'wax, 
1 charg'd thee, that (he (hould not come about me; 
I knew, Ihe would. 

jini. I told her fo, my Lord, 
On your difpleafure's peril and on mine. 
She Ihould not vifit vou. 

Leo. What? can'n not rule her? 

Paul. From all diflionefty he can ; in this, 
(Pnlefs he take the courfe that you have done. 
Commit me, for committing honour,) truft it. 
He (hall not rule me. 

jinl. Lo-you now, you hear. 
When {he will take the rein, I let her run^ 
But iheMl not ftumble. 

Paul. Gopd. my Liege, I come— — 
And I befeech you, hear me, who profefi 
Myfclf your loyal fervant, your phyfician. 
Your mod obedient counfellor : yet that dares 
Lefs appear fo, in comforting your evils. 
Than fuch as moft feems yours. I fay, I come 
From your good Queen. 
^. Leo. Good Queen ? . 
^ Paul. Good Queen, my Lord, 
Good Queen, I fay, good Queen ; 
♦ And would by combat make her good, fo were I 

A 

3 Honefi, as ehher ; — ] i- « whofe fubjedl is tht Qgoen^s in- 
nocence : otherwife there would be a tautology. , 

4 Jhd iMuld hy combat make htr good, fo ivere 1 

A man, the njMrfi about you.} Paulina fuppofes the King*i 
jealoufy to be raife^ a^d inflamed by the coaniers aboot him ; who» 
ihe finely (kys. 
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A man, on th' word about you. 

Leo. Force her hence. 

Paul. Let him, that makes but trifles of his eyes, 
Firft hand me; on mine own accord, Pll off; 
But firft, Pll do my errand. The good Queen, 
For (he is good, hath brought you forth a daughter 
Here 'tis ; commends it to your bleffing. 

[^Laying down the chila. . ^ 

Leo. Out! 
A mankind witch! hence with her, out o*door: 
A moft incclligencing bawd ! 

Paul Notfo; 
I am as ignorant in That, as you 
In fo intit'ling me ; and no lefs honeft 
Than you are mad j which is enough, V\\ warrant. 
As this world goes, to pafs for honeft. 

Leo. Traitors! 
Will you not pufli her out? give her the baftard. 

\To Antigonus^ 
Thou dotard, thou art \voman-tyr*d ; unroofted 
By thy dame Partlet here. Take up the baftard, 
Takc't up, I fay ; give't to thy croan. 

Paul. For ever 
Unvenerable be thy hands, if thou 
Takc'ft up the Princefs, by that * forced bafencfs 
Which he has put upon't ! 

Leo. He dreads his wife. 

— crap likijhadonvs hy him^ and dofigh 

At each his needUfs btamings : 

Surely then, ihe could not fay, that were (he a man, thi <worft of 
thefe^^G would vindicate her miftrefs's honour againft the King's 
fuipicions, in Angle combat. Sbakefpear^ I am perfuaded, wrote, 

■ ■ - ■ — ' — fiijoeri I 

A man, o n T H* nuorfi about you. 
i. i. were I a man, I would vindicate her honour, on the worft of 
theTe fycophants that are about you. 

5 — — — forced haftmfsl forad for unnatural. 

X J Paul 
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^^»/. So, I would^ >'0M4id: 4^ ^w^e^ajil 
doubCt 
You'd call ypHT.chUcircn 7011ns. 

Leo. 4 ^^ of qr^ytor^ ! 

jinf. I »fn non^9 by this good %l>r* 
I Paul. Nor I ^ aqr wj 

]put one, that's ber<: > aod thia'« bimfe^. For lie 
The ftcred honour xrf ihimfelf, his Queen's, 
Jlis hopeful fon^s, liis babe's, betrays to flM^er, 
Whofe iUiijg is ^arjper than the fwor4'«, a^d will^QP^ 
(For as the cafe now (lands, it is a curfe 
He cannot be compcll'd to't) once rcp|ov« 
The root of his opinion, which fs 4'ottcjn, 
As ever oak or ftone was ibund. 

Leo, A CflrUat 
Pf boundlefs tongue, who late hath beat hcT hu^biod, 
And now baits me ! — This brat is nwt of mioe > 
It is the ifliae oSPdixenes. 
Jience wkh k, and together with the dam^ 
Conunk t^m to the 6rc. 

Paul It is ypqrs 5 
And, might we Jay th- oI4 proverb to your ph^r^^^ 
So like you, 'tis the worfe. Behold, my Jordfc 
Altho^ the print be Jittle, the wMe matter 
And coj^ of the father; eye, nofe, Jip« 
The trick of 's frown, his forehead, nay, the v/iikq^» 
The pretty dimples of his chin, and cheek, his i^iJes, 
The very mould and frame of hand, nail, finger. 
And thou, good Goddefs Nature, which hsA made it 
So like to him that got it, if (hou haft 
The ordering of the mind too, *mongft all colours 
ff o yellow in't ; left &e fulpcft, as be docs, 
^er children not her liysband's. 

Leo. A grofs hag ! 
And, k)?d, thou art worthy to be bang-d, 
^hat wilt not day her tongue. 

4^. (fang aD (he husb^ds^ 

That 
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That cannot do that ftat, youMl leave yourfelf 
Hardly one fubjed. 

Leo. Once more, take her hence. 

Paul. A enoft unworthy and unnatural lord 
Can do no more. 

Leo. Pll ha' thee burnt. * 

Paul. I care not 5 
It is an heretick that makes the fire. 
Not ibc which burns in't. Til dot cacH you tyrant. 
But this^moft cruel ufage of your Queen 
(Not able to produce more accufacion 
Than yourpwn weak-hing*d fancy) fomething favours 
Of tyranny ; and will igndble make you, 
Yea, fcandalous to the world. 

Leo. On your aHcgiance, 
Out of the chamber with her. Were T a tyrant. 
Where were her life? ihe durft not call me fo. 
If ihe did know me one. Away with her. 

Paul. I pray you, do not pulh me, I'll be gone. 
Look to your babe, my lord, *tis yours ; Jove fend her 
A 'bewer guiding (pirit ! What need thefe hands? 
You, that are thus fo tender o'er his follies. 
Will never do him good, not one of you. 
So, fo : farewel, we are gone. [Exit. 

S C E N E VL- 

Leo. Thou, traitor, haft fet on thy wife to this. 
My child ? away with't. Even thou, thou that haft 
A heart fa tender o*er it, take it hence. 
And fee k inftantly confum'd with fire; 
Even Hhou, and none but thou. Take it up ftraight : 
Wkhin this hour bring me word it is done. 
And by good teftimony, or 1*11 fcize thy life. 
With what thou elfe cairft thine: if thou refufe. 
And wilt encounter with my wrath, fay fo : 
The baftard brains wkh thefe my proper hands 

X4 Shall 
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Shall I dafh out : go take it to the fire^ 
For thou fett'ft on thy wife. 

jhi, I did not» Sir; 
Thefe lords^ my noble fellows, if they pleafe, 
Can dear me in't. 

Lord. We can 5 my royal Liege, 
He is not guilty of her coming hither: 

Leo. You're liars ^11. 

//?r^i, 'Befecch your Highneft, give u&hettercredit. 
We've always truly ferv'd you, tind befeech you 
So to cfteem of us : and on our knees we beg, 
(As recompenc:e of our dear ferviccs 
Fad, and to pome) that you do change this pqrpofe, 
Which being fo horrible, fo bloody, muft 
Ixad on to fome foul iffue. We all kneel — ^ — * 

LeOf I am ^ feather for each wind that blow$: 
Shall 1 livp on, to fee this bailard kneel 
And call me father? better burn it now. 
Than curfe it then. But be it •, let it Jive : 
It fl^all not neitber,-r-you, $ir, gome you hither ; 

[To Antigonus. 
You, that hgve been lb tenderly officious 
With lady Margery^ your midwife there. 
To fave this baftard's life ; (for 'ti§ a baftard. 
So fure as this beard's grey) what will you adventurj 
To fave this brgt's life ? 

Am. Any thing, my Lord, 
That my ability may undergo. 
And noblpnefs impofe : at leaft, thus much 5 
I'll pawn the little bjood which I have left. 
To fave the innocent -, any thing poffible. 

JJo. Jt (hall be poffib|e ; fwear by this fword, 
Thou wilt perform my bidding. 

Ant. I will, my Lord. 

l^eg. Mark and perform it j feed thou ? for the fail 
Of any point in't (ball not only be 
Pwth \9 thyfelf, bgt to thy Icwd-fonguM wife, 

' Wliom 
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Whom for this time we pardon. We enjoyn thee. 
As thou art liege-man to us, that thou carry 
This female baftard hence, and that thou bear it 
To fome remote and defart place, quite out 
Of our dominions ; and that there thou leave it, 
(Without more mercy,) to its own protedion 
And favour of the climate. As by^ltrange fortune 
Ic came to us, I do in juftice charge thee. 
On thy foul's peril and thy body's torture. 
That thou commend it ftrangely tp fome place. 
Where chance may nurfe, or end it. Take it up. 

Ant. I fwear to do this : tho' ^ prefent death 
Had been more merciful. Come on, poor babe ; 
Some powerful fpirit inftrud the kites and ravens 
To be thy nurfes! Wolves and bears, they lay, 
(Cafting their favagenefs afide) have done 
Like offices of pity. Sir, be profperous 
In more than this deed does require ; and bleiling, 
Againft this cruelty, 6ght on thy fide ! 
Poor thing condemnM to lofs. — '—r^ 

[Exity with the child. 

Leo. No; I'll not rear 
Another's iffue, 

Enter a MefTer^eK 



Mef. Plcafe your Highnefi, pofts. 
From thofe you fent to th* oracle, are come * 
An hour fince. Cleomines and Dw», 
Being well arrived from Delpbos^ are both landed, 
Hafting to th* court. 

Lord. So plcafe you. Sir, their fpeed » 
Hath been beyond account. 

Leo. Twenty-three days 
They have been abfent: this good fpeed forctels. 
The great Jpolh fuddenly will have 
The truth of this appear. Prepare you, lords. 
Summon a feffion, th^t we may arraign 

Our 
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Our Qioft difii^l Lady $ ^ as^ hafh 

Beenpubljicklysaeciis^d, fyAM€b»hu!K 

A juft aod^pen ti^al. Wbik &e^ws. 

My heart nKiU i» a Ixiitlieii ««o 4xie. Leave me. 

And i^flk^poQ my Inddifig. {Emmifiwra^. 

ACT m SCENE l. 
.. ^ part o/SkHy. pem-^he Sm^^fide. 
JE^/er Qeanynes ,W Dion. 

HEcliroate's.delicatt, the air moft fweet^ 



T 



' Fenile fbe ifle» x\xtxsss^\t much furf;if0ing 
The coKomon or^iifc it hears. 
Dion. * It frames rep^riL 
Foremoft it caught me^ .ibe cdeftjal liabits^ 
(N{(H;hi|ak^ J fo |i¥>uld term them,) and the reverence 

I Firtili thi ifle, '] Bat the temple of JpoUo at JDU^' wai 

BOt in an ifland, bat in Pbocis^ on the continent. Either Shait- 
fpear^ or his Editors* had tW.Jiea^xaiuiiDg on Dehi^ an ifland 
of the Cycladis. If it wa« the Editor's blunder, then Sbakefiiar 
wrote, Firti/e t&e^H^ — j . ■■■ 

which is mqre el^^t too, than the prqfent reading. 

Z I SHALL TifOrt, 

Fon MOST it caught me, &c«] What ,vull he rcaport ? And 
what means this reafon of<his report, that the ceklHal habits moft 
flrack his obfervation ? We ihould read. 

It shames rtpQrt. 

Foremost it caught me, 
Cleomines had juft before faid, that the ^eaf^ mutbfmpaffed the 
common proii/e it hre. The other, very n^tarallyf replies — it 
Jhames report y as hx -fnrpaffingwhat repon faid of it. He then goe5 
on to particitlarize the wonders of the place : Fortmofi, or #rft of 
all, the psieAs garmenes, dwn their (faehavionr, ithor aAxif iacri* 
fice> &r. inreafonaUe goodlocdo-. 

Of 
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Ofthfjgfiwp^wiaiw* O, tte fo g rifi o r ■ 

How ceremoniouKy Ifdaawa^ wdiuicfirtbljr 
It was Tth' ofierii^ ! 

And the earid^Mig v^upe pW ^om(^t 
Kin to Jove's thunder, fo furpriz'd my knk^ 
T^M I was fionlbing. 

Dm. If th* event o*tH' JQwncy 
Prove as fuccefsful to the QjgOfn^ (Q4)jfi't^ Q 
A^ At (kmiIi ^n ,t9<M& 4»«^ JpJi^ani;^ ipwdft 
^ X\he life k wSRth j6fec««B« ipn't. 

<y^(3i. ^«flt 4»i&>^ 

Tmu ^1 io ,th' bfiieki «hfl£e f rci^oKiisiaiVy 
Sp fo^pg &iilt$ li^PH Bermm^ 
Uittl^Ufce. 
iP«M^. Tlip woleot .i«n:ri4ge . j:rf it 

(Thus by -^jp«&*3 ^W iiiv«ie ifcji'd 'HPt) 
Shiil the<9Qfi9nesrdifc;o¥er : ipmrtbAQg r^kre 
Even then will m^ p^ kfmKtodge. Q^ i #€& horie9.4 
And gracious be-tlieii&e! CjE^^WWK 

S .C E N E H. 

Leontes, LQr4s ani Officers^ <i'J^<^^ p^perl^ fi$ui^ 

Leo. ^ HIS feffiqn, (to our great grief, we pro- 

1 fiopnce,) 

Ev'n pufhes 'gaMi our heart. The party iry*d. 
The daugbra* of a King, cur wife, and one 
Of us too much btitov'd ;— 4et us be clearVi 
Of being ty^annoviS) finoe we ibopenly 

3 Thit^xM istumn^thiVLk^nU.'] It&onld bejaft Ac reverfi^ 
%kivlk is m:$r(h ihi time ««V. 
and this.#It«nitiQn the 0;$^^ EdiWiaijpjayai* 

Pro-t 
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Proceed in juftke, which fhall have doe courfc» 
Even to the guilt, or the purgation. 
Ftoduce the prifoner. — 

Offi. It is his Highnefs' pleafure, that the Queen 
Appear in perfon here in court. Silence ! 

Hermiontisbrougkinj guarded I Paulina, and Ladies 
attending. 

Leo. Read the indidment. 

Offi. Hermione, ^ueenJaiieworibyhtontts^ King 
^Sicilia, tbou art here aeeufed and arraigned of high 
treafon^ in committing adultery with Polixenes, King 
of Bohemia, and confpiring with Camillo to take away 
the life of our ftfoertngn lord the King^ thy royal buf 
land ; the pretence whereof being by circumftances partly 
laid open^ tbou^ Hermione, contrary to the faith and 
all^jgiance of a true fubjeS^ didfi counfd and aid tbem^ 
for their better fafety^ to flyaway by night. 

Her. Since what i am to fay, muu be but That 
Which contradiAs my accufation ; and 
The teftimony on my part, no other 
But what comes from myfelf *, it (hall fcarce boot me 
To fay. Not guilty : mine int^rity. 
Being counted falfliood, ihall, as I exprefs it^ 
Be fb receiv*d. But thus, if powers divine 
Behold our human adions, as they do, 
I doubt not then, but innocence mall make 
Falfe acculation blufli, ^^ and tyranny 
•* Tremble at patience. — ^You, my Lord, beft know. 
Who leaft will feem to do fo, my pad life 
Hath been as continent, as chafte^ as true. 
As I am now unhappy \ which is more 
Than hiftory can pattern, tho* devis'd^ 
And play'd, to take fpe^ators. For behold me 
A fellow of the royal bed, which owe 
A moiety of the throne, a great King's daughter. 
The mother to a hopeful Prince, here fianding 

To 



Digitized 



by Google 



Tie WintbrV Talb. 31^ 

To prate and calk for life and lionour, 'fore 

Who pleafe to conae and hear. For life, I prize ie 

As I weigh grief which I would fpare : for honour, 

'Tis a derivative from me to mine. 

And only That J ftand for. I appeal 

To your own confcience. Sir, before PoRxenes 

Came to your com't, how I was in your grace. 

How merited to be fo ; fince he came. 

With what encounter fo uncurrent I 

Have drained ^appear thus ; if one jot beyond 

The bounds of honour, or in a£t, or will 

That way inclining, hardned be the hearts 

Of all that hear me, and my near'ft of kin 

Cry, fie, upon my gmve ! 

Leo. I ne'er heard yet. 
That any of thofe bolder vices wanted 
Leis impudence to gain-fay what they did. 
Than to perform it firft. 

Her. That's true enough ; 
Tho' 'tis a faying, Sir, not due to me. 

Leo. You will net own it. 

Her. More than miftrefs of. 
What comes to me in name of fauk, I muft not 
At all acknowledge. For Polixenes^ 
With whom I am accused, I do confefs, 
1 lov'd him, as in honour he re(]uir*d % 
With fuch a kind of love, as might become 
A lady like me ; with a love, even fuch. 
So and no other, as your felf comnrianded : 
Which not to have done, I think, had been in me 
Both difobedience and ingratitude 
To you, and towards your friend ; whofe love had 

fpoke, 
Even fince it could fpeak, from an infant, freely. 
That it was yours. Now for Confpiracy, 
I know not how it taftes, tho' it be dim'd 
For me to try how » all I know of it, 

Is, 
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And #hy te kftybof Gmm; cite QMb AdiffAlirM^ 
(WdHiiBg m ThBHthin £>> art igiifoi^siffl:;^ 

Leo. You knew of lite dfefMtiM?, A'yUtt iMoW 
What you haveuAdima'en tt> data's M^tufX^ 

Her* Sii^5 
You fpeak ai kmgu^ thaC I ytid^rftftddiwC;^ 
My life ftands iti' the level of yt^Uf drttilM^ 
Which PIl lay down. 

Leo. Your A&kMft ar^ my DMMitt. 
You had a BaOaitf bj^ FoHiime^^ 
And I but ditaM'd it i-^^A- you weM paft sf I^ Aeme, 
(Tbofe of ydir Fad! l»e fy) fi^paft aM tmh t 
Which to deny, concerns mo^e t&an a^ilS:* fe» a$ 
Thy brat hath been caft out, lilVe t& it fidF, 
No father owning il^ (w4lkh % iiideeii. 
More criminal in t!lM& Am ie) fe ctoup 
Shalt feel our juftice i in whale dafiei! palftge 
Jjook for no leis than death. 

Her. Sir, fparfl fiW ehimt»; 
The bug, which you would fi^Mt me wiAi, I MS^ : 
To me can life be no cemmodky'. 
The crown* and^ cemlbrt of my Kfe; yeiur FaVdiA', 
I do give loft ; for I dd feel vi gone. 
But know not how it went^ My fe^Md joy'. 
The firft-fruits of my body, from his pnefente 
Vm barr*d like one infedious. Mfy third comfore, 
(Starred moft unluckily,) is from my hmHi 
(The innocent milk in its moft inn^eent mouth) 
Hal'd out CO murder ; my lelf on evtty p(SR 
Proclaim'd a ftrumpet with immodieft hatfrefd i 
The chilld-bed' privilege deny*d, whfcfr 'loiig^ 
To women of all fafhion : laftly, hurried 
Here to thi&pliace, i^ch' open air, befere 
I have got ftpength of limit. Now, myKege, 
Tell me wha« bkffings I have here alive. 
That I ihould fear to die f tharefcve procned : 

But 
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But yit hear dn)!^ miflakemtfiiot^ iKy] 
I prize it net »1tfiw ; bufi for ndiie koaour. 
Which i wctoldifMB,^ if I fhalibe^iKfeMtfcl 
Upon furmifes, (all proofs^ ileeptag elfe. 
But what your jealouues awakejjt I tell you, 
*Tis Rigour, and-'nt^EaW. Tdtor Honours all, 
I do refer me to the Or^db*: 
j^lpollo bemyjudgp. 

SCENE m. 

Entir Dion and Cleomines. 

Ldfdl Thii^yoWfcquiiflr 
Isalti^ether juff; thettfdre bring fbrtii, 
Antf in MM^% name, his Oracle. 

tier. The Emperttr of Ruffiayfz,^ riiy' fadief. 
Oh, that he were alive, and here beholding. 
His daughter's tryal ; th» he did but fee 
The flatnefs of my mifery ; yet with eyes^ 
QfPity, not Revenger! 

Offt. You hen; Ihair IWcar upion the Sword of 
Jufticc, 
That you, Qeemines^ and Dunty have' 
Been both at Delpbos^ and fix>m thence have brought 
This fcal'd up Otecle, by the hand delivered 
Of great Apollo*^ Prieft ; and that fince then 
You have not dar*d to break the holy Seal, 
Nor read the fecrets in*r. 

Cleo. Dion. All this we fwear. 

Leo. Break up the Seals, and read^ 

Offi. Hermione is cbaftey Polixene? hlameUfs^ Qr- 
millo a true SubjeEtj Leontes a jealous fyranty his 2V4- 
nocent babe trtdy begotten ; and the Kingjbali live with- 
0utanbeir^ if That ^ tiobicbh lojf^bemtfonnd. 

Lords. Now bleflcd be the gucat y^ollo t 

Her. Praifcd ! 

Leo. Haft' thou read tfuth? 
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Offi. Ajf my lord, eyen ib as ft i» here fir down. 
Leo. There is no truth at all i'th* Oracle ; 
The Seflion fliall proceed s this is meer falihood. 

Enter Servant. 

Ser.^ My lord the King, the King,-— 

Leo. What is the bufineis ? 

Ser. O Sir, I fliall be hated to report it. 
The Prince your fon, with meer conceit and fear 
Of the Queen's Speed, is gone. 

Leo. How gone ? 

Ser. Is dead. 

Leo. JfoWs angry, and the heav'ns themfelves 
Do ftrike at my injuftice. — How now, there ? 

[Htr. faints. 

Pau^ This news is mortal to the Queen : look 
down. 
And fee what death is doing. 

Leo. Take her hence \ 
Her heart is but o'cr-charg*d ; flic will recover. 

[Exeunt Paulina and ladies with Hermionc. 

S C E N E IV. 

I have too much believ'd mine own fufpicion : 
'Befecch you, tenderly apply to her 
Some remedies for life. Apollo^ pardon 
My great Prophanenefs 'gainft thine Oracle ! 
I'll reconcile me to Polixenes^ 
New woo my Queen, recal the good Camillo ; 
(Whom I proclaim a man of Truth, of Mercy) 
For being tranlported by my jealoufies 
To bloody thoughts and to revenge, I chofe 
Camillo for the Minifter, to poiibn 
My friend Polixenes ; which bad been done. 
But that the good mind of Camillo tardied 
My fwift Command i tho' I with death, and with 

Reward, 
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Rewiux), did threaten, and encourage him^ 
Not doii^ ir» and being done ; he (mofi humane^ 
And fill'd with Honour) to my kingly Gueft 
Unclafp'd my pradkice, quit his fortunes here. 
Which you knew great, and to the certain hazard 
Of all incertainties himfelf commended. 
No richer than his honour : how he glifters 
Through my dark Ruft ! and how his Piety 
Does my deeds make theWackcr ! ^ 

SCENE V. 

Enter Paulina. 

Pau. Woe the while ! 
O, cut my lace, left my heart, cracking ie, 
Break too. 

Lord. What fit is this, good lady ? 

Pau. What ftudicd torments. Tyrant, luft forme J 
What wheels ? racks? fires? what flaying ? boiling? 

burning 
In leads, or oils ? what old, or newer, torture 
Muft I receive ? whofe every word deferves 
To tafte. of thy moft worft. Thy Tyranny 
Together working with thy Jealoufies, 
("Fancies too weak for boys, too green and idle 
For girls of nine !) O, think, wl^t they have donejj 
And then run mad, indeed ; ftark mad, for all 
Thy by-gone fooleries were but fpices of it. 
That thou betray 'dft Polixenesy 'twas nothing j 
That did but ^ fiiew thee off, a fool, inconftant, 
And damnable ingratefiil : nor was*t much. 
Thou would'ft have poifon'd good Camillo^% honour^ . 
To have him kill a King : poor trefpafles, 

4 — ^#«a;/Awof tf/Stf/— ] So all the copies. We fiiouU 
read, — ^^w tba off^ a fiol^-"^ i. §, rcprtfcot thee im thjr 
tnie colours ; a fool, an inconftant, £^c. 

Vol-. IIIj X Moro 
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More monftrous ftanding by ; whereof I reckon 
The catling forth to crows thy baby-daughter. 
To be, or none, or little ; tho' a devil 
Would have fticd water out of fire, ere don't : 
Nor is *t dircAly laid to thee, the death 
Of the young Prince, whofc honourable thoughts 
(Thoughts high for one fo tender) cleft the heart. 
That could conceive a grofs and fooli(h Sire 
BlemifliM his gracious Dam : this is not, no. 
Laid to thy anfwer ; but the laft, O lords. 
When I havefaid, cry, woe! the Queen, the Queen,— 
The fweetefl, deareft, creature^s dead j and vengeance 

for't 
Not dropt down yet. 

Lord. The higher Powers forbid ! 

Pau. I fay, fhe's dead : TU fwear't : if word, nor 
oath. 
Prevail not, go and fee : if you can bring 
Tinfture or luftre in her lip, her eye. 
Heat outwardly, or breath within, I'll fervc you 
As I would do the Gods. ^ But, O thou tyrant ! 

* Do not repent thefe things ; for they arc heavier 

* Than all thy woes can ftir : therefore betake thee 

* To nothing but Defpair. A thoufand knees, 

* Ten thoufand years together, naked, fading, 

* Upon a barren mountain, and ftill winter 

^ In (lorm perpetual, could not move the Gods 

* To look that way thou wert. 
Leo. Go on, go on : 

Thou canft not fpcak too much ; I have defcrv'd 

All tongues to talk their bitcerell. 

, Lord. Say no more ; 

Howe'cr the bufincfs goes, you have made fault 

Pth* boldnefs of your fpecch, 

Pau. I am forry forjt. 
All faults I make, when I fhall come to know them, 
I do repent : alas, Tve ihcw'd too much 

Tic 
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The raflinels of a woman ; he is touch'd 

To th* noble heart. What*s gone, and what^s paft 

help. 
Should be paft grief. Do not receive afflidion 
At my petition, I befcech you ; rather 
Let me be punifh'd, that have minded you 
Of what you ihould forget. Now, good my liege. 
Sir, royal Sir, forgive a foolifh woman ; 
The love I bore your Queen — lo, fool again !— - 
I'll fpeak of her no more, nor of your children : 
ril not remember you of my own lord. 
Who is loft too. Take you your patience to you. 
And ril fay nothing. 

Leo. Thou didft fpeak but well, 
When moft the truth ; which I receive much better 
Than to be pitied of thee. Pr*ythee, bring me 
To the dead bodies of my Queen and fon ; 
One Grave Ihall be for both. Upon them ftiall 
The caufes of their death appear unto 
Our fhame perpetual ; once a day Til vifit 
The Chapel where they lye, and tears, fhed'there^ 
Shall be my recreation. So long as nature 
Will bear up with this exercif^, fo lo«g 
I daily vow to ufe it. Con^, and lead me 
To ttbcfe forrows. [Exeunt^ 

SCENE VI. 

Changes to Bohemia. A defart Country ; the 
Sea at a little Diftance. 

Enter Antigpnus with a Cbildy and a Mariner. 

Ant. np H O U art perfeft then, our fliip hath 

jL touch'd upon 

The delarts of Bohemia ? 
Mar. Ay, my lord } and fear, 

Y 2 WcVe 



Digitized 



by Google 



^24 The WiNTE8.*f TalJS. 

WeVe landed in ill time: the skies look grtmljr. 
And threaten prefcot blufters. In my coafeicncc. 
The heav'ns with that we have in hand arc angry. 
And frown upon's. 

Jnf. Their facred wills be done ! get thee aboard, 
Look to thy bark^ Til not be long before 
I call upon thee. 

Mar. Majce your bcft haftc, and go.not 
Too far i'th' land ; 'tis like to be loud weather. 
Befides, this place is famous Bx the creatures 
Of prey, that keep upon't. 

4nt. Go thou away, 
ril follow inftantly. 

Mar. Vm glad at heart 
To be fo rid o' th' bufmefs. lExU. 

Ant. Come, poor babe ; 
I have heard, but not believ*d, the fpirits of the dead 
May walk again ; if fuch thing be, thy mother 
Appear'd to me laft night ^ for ne'er was dream 
So tike a waking. To me comes a creature, 
Sopietimes her head on one fide, fome another, 
I never faw a vef£l of like forrow 
So fill'd, and fa becoming ; in pure white robes. 
Like very faniftify, ihe did approach 
My cabin where I lay j thrice bow'd befoce VMy 
And, gafping to begin fbme fpeech, her eyes 
Became two fpouts ; the fury fpent, anon 
Did this break from her. Good yintigonus. 
Since fate, againft thy tetter difpofitign. 
Hath made thy perfon for the throwcr^put 
Of my poor babe, according to thine oath. 
Places remotf enough are in Bobetim^ 
There weep, and leave it crying; and, for the hahc- 
Is counted loft for ever and ever, PerdUay 
I pr*ythce, call't. For this ungentle bufmefs^i 
Put on thee by my lord, thou ne'er fhalt fee 
- Thy wife Paulina more," And fo, with fhrieks, 

. . She 
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Siie meked into atr. Affrighted mtich, 

I did in time colled ^myielf^ and thought 

* Tkb was fo, and no flomber : Dreams are toys. 

Yet for thisonoe, yea, fuperftitiouily, 

I will be fquar'd by chis. I do believe, 

Hermione hath fufferM death ; and that 

ApsUo would, this being indeed the iffue 

Ctf* King PsHxeneSy ic fhould here be laid. 

Either for life or death, upon the earth 

Of its right &ther. Blofibm, fpeed thee well ! 

[Laying down tks cbHd, 
There Jye, and there thy charafter : there thefc, 
Which may, if fortune pleafe, both br^dthee, pretty 

one. 
And ftitt reft thine. The ftorm begins 5 Podr 

wretch. 
That for thy mother's fault art thus exposed 
To lofs, and what may follow, (weep I cannot. 
But my heart bleeds : and mod accurft am I 
To be by oath enjoinM to this.) Farewcl ! 
The day frowns more and more ; thou art like (o 

have 
A lullaby too rough : I never iaw 
The heav'ns lb dim by day. A favage clamour! 
Well may I get aboard I this is the chace ; 
I am gone for ever. [Exiiy purfued by a bean 

SCENE VII. 

Enter an old Shepherd. 

Shep. " I would there were no age between ten and 
" three and twenty, or that youth would fleep out 
" the reft : for there is nothing in the between but 

getting wenches with child, wronging the ancientry. 



C( 



5 This tuas 80, 1 I rather think Shake/fear wrote 8ooth« 

I. €. a truths a reality. 

Y 3 « ftcaling. 
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" ftealing, fighting hark you now!— -would 

«^ any but thefe boil'd brains of nineteen, and two 
*' and twenty, hunt this weather ? They have fcar'd 
«« away two of my bed flieep, which, I fear, the 
** wolf will fooner find than the mafter ; if any where 
*' I have them, 'tis by the fea-fide, brouzing of ivy. 
" Good luck, an't be thy will ! what have we here ? 
" {taking up the cbUdJ] Mercy on's, a bearne! a very 
** pretty bearne ! a boy, or a child, I wonder! a prct- 
" ty one, a very pretty one; fare, fome *fcape: the* 
** I am not bookifti, yet I can read waiting-gentlewo- 
** man in the *fcape* This has been fome ftair-work, 
*« fome trunk-work, fome behind-door-work :*• they 
were warmer that got this, than the poor thing is here. 
I'll take it up for pity, yet Pll tarry 'till my fon come : 
he hollow'd but even now \ Whoa, ho-hoa ! 
Enter Clown, 

Clo. Hilloa, loa! 

Shep. What, art fo near ? if thouMt fee a thing to 
talk on when thou art dead and rotten, come hither. 
What ail*ft thou, man ? 

Clo. 1 have feen two fuch fights, by fea and by land \ 
but I am not to fay, it is a fea ; for it is now the sky \ 
betwixt the firmament and it you cannot thruft a bod- 
kin's point. 

Shep. Why, boy, how is it ? 

Clo. ^^ I would, you did but fee how it chafes, how it 
•* rages, how it takes up the fliore ; but that's not to 
" the point ; oh, the moft piteous cry of the poor 
** fouls, fometimes to fee 'em, and not to fee *cm : 
** now the fhip boring the moon with her main-mail, 
•* and anon fwallow'd with yeft and froth, as vou*d 
*' thruft a cork into a hogfliead. * And then for the 

6 jind thin for the land/er<vicey'] Every one fees the humour 
of this military expreffion of land-fer«vi€t ; and how weU it is 
adapted to the character. Yet the Oxford £di(or alters it to Immd- 

" land 
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•* land-fervice. — to fee how the bear tore out his . 
** (houlder-bone, how he cry'd to me for help, and 
•* faid, his name was Afttigoms^ a nobleman. But to 
** make an end of the ihip, to fee how the fea flap- 
** dragon*d it. But firft, how the poor fouls roar'd, 
*' and the fea mock'd them. And how the poorgcn- 
** tleman roar'd, and the bear mocked him 5 both 
*' roaring louder than the fea, or weather. 

Shep. *Name of mercy, when was this, boy ? 

Clo. Now, now, I have not wink'd fmce I faw thefc 
fights ; the men are not yet cold underwater, nor the 
bear half din*d on the gentleman ; he's at it now. 

Sbep. 'Would, I had been by to have help'd the 
old man. 

Clo.' I would, you had been by the (hip-fide, to have 
help'd her % there your charity would have lack'd foot- 
ing.—— [Jftde. 

Shep. Heavy matters, heavy matters ! but look thee 
here, boy. Nowbkfsthyfelf; thou meet' ft with things 
dying, I with things new born. Here's a fight for thee-, 
look thee, a bearing-cloth for a fquire's child ! look thee 
here ; take up, take up, boy, open't ; fo, let's fee : it 
was told me, 1 (hould be rich by the fairies. This is 
Ibme changling : open't ; what's within, boy ? 

Clo. You're a mad old man ; if the fins of your 
youth are forgiven you, you're well to live. Gold ! 

all gold! 

Sbep. This is fairy gold, boy, and will prove (b. 
Up with it, keep it clofe : home, home, the next way. 
We are lucky, boy ; and to be fo ftill, requires no- 
thing but fecrefie. Let my (heep go i come, good 
boy, the next way home. 

Clo. Go you the next way with your findings, I'U 
go fee if the Bear be gone from the gentleman 5 and 
how much he hath eaten r they are never curft but 
when they are hungry : if there be any of him left, 
I'll bury it. 

Y 4 Sbep. 
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Sbep. That's a good deed If thou may*ft dticern 
by that which is left of hitn, what he is, fetch xne to 
th' fight of him. 

Clo. Ntarry, will I ; and you ifaail help to put him 
i*th' ground. 

Shep. 'Tis a lucky day, boy, and wc?ll do good 
deeds on*t. {^Exeunt. 

Enter Time, as Chorus. 

Time. I, that pleafc fome, try all, bodi joy and 
terror 
OFgood and bad, that make and unfold error ; 
Now take upon me, in the name ofTime^ 
To ufe my wings. Impute it not a crime 
To me, or my fwift paffage, that I Aide 
O'er fixteen years, ^ and leave the gulf untry'd 
Of that wide gap ; fince it is in my power 
To o*crthrow law, and in one felf-born hour 
To plant and o'erwhelm cuftom. Let me pais 
The fame I am, ere ancient'fl: order was. 
Or what is now received. I witnefs to 
The times, that brought them in ; fo fhalj I do 
To th' freflheft things now reigning, and make ftale 
The glittering of this prefent, as my tale 
Now fcems to it : your patience this allowing, 
I turn my glafs ; and give my fcene fuch growing. 
As you had flept between. Leontes leaving 
Th* effefts of his fond jealoufies, fo grieving 
That he fliuts up himfelf ; imagine me. 
Gentle fpe&ators, that I now may be 

7 ■ " and lea'vt tBi gkowth untr^d 

Oftbatijoidfgapi ] ThRgronjutb of what? The reading 

is nonfeBfe. Shake/pear wrote 

-"^-^and leave the cvhv untrfd, i. e, anwaded thro\ By 
this means, too, the uniformity of the metaphor is reAored. All 
the terms of the fentence, relating to a Gu/fi z^fif}ift paffage^"^ 
jlWf w^r — untrf4'^''^nffidt gap. 

In 
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In fiiir Bobemiu ; and remember well, 

I mention here a fon o'ch* King's whom FJmzel 

I now name to you i and with ipeed fo pace 

To fpeak of PerdiSa^ now grown in grace 

Equal with wondring. What of her enfiies, 

I lift not prophefie. But let TimeV news 

Be known, when *cis brought forth. A ifaepherd^ 

dainghter. 
And what to her adheres, which follows after, 
h th^ argument of thne; of thjs allow. 
If ever you have Ipent time worfc ere now : 
If never, yet that Time himfelf doth iay. 
He wiltes carndlly, you never may. [^ExH. 



A C T IV. S C E N E L 

Tie Court of Bohemia. 
JSnUr Polixenes and Camillo. 

POLIXEN£S. 

I Pray thee, good Camillo, be no more importunate ; 
'tis a ficknefs denying thee any thing, a death to 
grant this. 

Cam. It is fifteen years fince I faw my country; 
though I have for the moft part been aired abroad, I 
defire to lay my bones there. Befidesi, the penitent 
King, my mafter, hath fent for me ; to whofe feeling 
forrows I might be fome allay, or I o*erween to think 
fo, which is another fpur to my departure. 

Pol. As thou lov'ft me, Camilla^ wipe not out the 
reft of thy fervices by leaving me now ; the need I 
have of thee, thine own goo(lne& hath made: better 

not 
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not to have had thee, than thus to want thee. Thou 
having made me bufinefles, which none, without thee, 
can fuificiently manage, muft either ftay to execute 
them thy felf, or take away with thee the very fcrvices 
thou haft done ; which if I have not enough confi- 
der'd, (as too much I cannot,) to be more thankful 
to thee Ihall be my ftudy ; * and my profit therein, 
the reaping friend(hips. Of that fatal country Skilia^ 
pr'ythee, fpeak no more ; whofe very naming pu- 
nifhes me with the remembrance of that penitent, as 
thou calPft him, and reconciled King my brodier, 
whofe lois of his moft precious Queen and children are 
even now to be afrelh lamented. Say to me, when 
faw'ft thou the Prince Florizel my fon ? Kings are no 
lefs unhappy, their ilTue not being gracious, than they 
are in lofing them, when they have approved their 
virtues. 

Cam. Sir, it is three days fince I faw the Prince ; 
what his happier affairs may be, are to me unknown : 
* but I have (miffing him) noted, he is of late much re- 
tired from court, and !$ Icfs frequent to his princely 
exercifcs than formerly he hath appeared. 

PoL I have confider*d fo much, Camillo, and with 
fome care fo far, that I have eyes under my fervice, 
which look upon his removednefsj from whom I 

1 afid my profit thirtin, the H E a pi nc friendjhips, ] Thb is non- 
fenfe. We ihould read, reaping friendjhifs^ 1 he King had 
laid his fludy ftiould be to reward his friend^s deferts ; and thea 
condudesy that his profit in this fludy (hould be reaping the 
fruits of his friend's attachment to him ; which refers to what he 
had before (aid of the neceificy of Camillo^ ilay, or otherwife he 
could not reap the fraic of thofe bufinejfes^ which Camillo had 
cut out. 

2 but I ha<ve (missingly) note J,'] We (hould xtzd^bHi I have 
(missing him) noted. This accounts for the reafon of bis 
taking note, becaufe he often milled him, that is, wanted his agreea- 
ble company. For a compliment is intended ; and, in that fenfe, 
it is to be underftood« The Ojcford Editor reads, mujingfy mted. 

have 
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have this intelligence, that he is feldom from the houfe 
of a moft homely (hepherd ; a man, they fay, that 
from very nothing, and beyond the imagination of 
his neighbours, is grown into an unfpeakable eftate. 

Cam. I have heard. Sir, of fuch a man, who hath 
a daughter of moft rare note; the report of her is ex* 
tended more than can be thought to begin from fuch 
a cottage. 

PoL That^s Hkewife a part of my intelligence i but» 
I fear, the Angle that plucks our fon thither. Thou 
Ihalt accompany us to the place, where we will (not 
appearing what we are) have fome queftion with the 
fhepherd; from whofe fimplicity, I think it not un- 
cafie to get the caufe of my fon's refort thither. Pr*y- 
thee, be my prefent partner in this bulinefs, and lay 
afide the thoughts of Sicilia. 

Cam. I willingly obey your command. 

PoL My beft Camilla — we muft difguifc ourfelves, 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

Changes to the Country. 

Enter Autolicus ftnging. 

WHEN daffadils begin to peere^ 
Withy heigh ! the doxy over the dale^ 
^ fFby^ then come in thefiveet o'th' year ; 
^Fore the red blood reins-in the winter pale. 

3 J^h» then COMES in thef<weet o^tF yeari 

tar the red blood KEiGfts in the w interns fale.} I think 
this nonfenie ihould be read thas, 

JThy^ then comb in the fiweet oUF year ; 

*Fo R E the red blood r E i N s-Zn the winter pale. 
i. e. Why then come in, or let us enjoy, pleafure, while the feafoa 
fervcs, beibre pale winter reins-in the red or youthful bhodi as 
much as to fay, let us enjoy life in youths before old age comes 
and freezes up the blood. 

^ the 
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^i white fieet hUaciing m the bedge^ 

fyitbj bey ! ibejwia Urds^ O Me; tbeyfi^q^ ! 
Dotb fit viy [a) proggntg tooth on edgi : 

For a quart of aUUm^ Sfifcfr m Idf^. 
fbelarkj that tirra-fyra chants, 

With^bey! xvithj bey! tbetbrujh ani^hiej^y: 
Ar9 futnmer fongs for me and my otMs^ 

fFbile we lie tumbling in the hay. 

1 have ferved Prince Florizelj and in my timie wore 
three-pile, but now I am out of fervice. 

Bidjhall I go mourn for that^ my dear f 

The pale moonjhines by night : 
And when I wander here and therty 

1 then do go moft right. 
Jf tinkers may have leave to live^ 

And bear the Jow^skin budget ; 
Then my account I well may give^ 

And in the ftocks avouch it. 

My traffick is fliects ; when the kite builds, look to 
lefler linnen. * My father nam'd me Autolicus^ 
being litter'd under Mercury ; who, as I am, was like- 
wife a fnapper-up of unconfidcr'd trifles : with die and 
drab, I purchased this caparifon ; and * my revenue 

is 

4 My father nantd me AutoliCDS, &r,] Mr. Theobald fays, the 
tdlufion is un^efti9HahIy to Ovid, He is millaketi. Not only the 
alliinon, but the whole fpeech is taken from Lucian ; who appears 
to have been one of our Foetus favourite authors, as may be col- 
leded from feveral places of his works. It is from bis dsfe9urj€ om 
judicial ^rohgy^ whexe Jutolicus talks much in the fame manner; 
and 'tis only on this account that he is called the fon of M^rcary by 
the ancients, namely becaufe he was born under that planet. And 
as the infant was fuppofed by the Aftrologers to communicate of 
the nature of the uar which predominated^ fo Jutoliciu was a 
tiuef* 

5 my revenue is the fiHy cheat. 1 Silly is ufed by the writcn of 
par author's time, for fimple, low; mean ; and in this the humour 

of 
£ W pro^it^-^ Oxford Edition— Vulg. pt^ing.l 
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i$ the GilY cheat. Gallows^ and knock, are coo power- 
ful on the high-way ; beating and hanging are terrors 
to me : for the life to come* I fleep out the thought 
of JL — A prize ! a prize! 

SCENE HI. 

Enfir Clown. 

C^. Let me (ee,-*— Every eleven weather todr# 
every tod yields pound and odd ihilling ; fifteen hucH 
dred fhorn, what comes the wool too ? 

yiul. If the fprindge hold, the cock's mine.--- 

Ch. I cannot do*t without compters. Let me fee» 
what am I to bay for our fheep^fhearing feaft, three 
pound of fugar, fiye pound of currants, rice— — — 
what will this fifler of mine do with rice ? but my father 
hath made her mifbeis of the feaft, and (he lays it on. 
She hath made me four and twenty no(e-gays for the 
flieasers; three-man fong«men att, and very good 
ones, but they are mod of them means and baies ; but 
one Puritan among them, and he fings pfalms to horn- 
pipes. I muft have fafFron to colour the warden-pies, 

mace dates none — that's out of my note: 

nutmegs, fcven ; a race or two of ginger, but thdt I 
may beg ; four pound of prunes, and as many raifins 
o* th* fun. 

Aut. Oh, that ever I was born ! 

[Groveling on the ground: 

C/^. Pth* name of me — —— ^ 

j4ut. Oh, help me, help me: pluck but off theft 
rags, and then death, death ■ 

of the fpeech c6nfifl8. I doa'i afpire to arduous and high thugs, 
as bridewell or the gallows ; I am coment with this humble aa^ 
low way of life, as a fnapper up of unconjtder'd trifles. But the 
Qxf9ri Editor, who, by his em«n4atipxi$, fcems to have dcelared 
war againft all Shakejpear'% humour, alters it to, thejly (bua. 

J Clo. 
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Ck. Alack » poor ibul, thou haft need of wort rags 
to lay on thee, rather than have thefe off. 

yhi* Ob, Sir, the loathfomnefs of them oCl^nds me, 
more than the ftripes I have received, which are mighty 
ones, and millions. 

Ch* Alas» poor man ! a million of beating may 
come to a great matter. 

jhi. I am robb'd. Sir, and beaten ; mv mony and 
tpparel ta*en from me, and thefe dutdablt things put 
) upon me. 

Clo. What, by a horfe-man, or a footman ? 

AuL A footman, fweet Sir, a footman. 

Clo. Indeed, he (hould be a foot-man, by the gar- 
ments he hath left with thee ; if this be a horfe-man's 
coat, it hath feen very hot fevice. Lend me thy hand, 
rU help thee. Come, lend me thy hand. 

iHdpi$^ bim up. 

Aut. Oh! good Sir, tenderly, oh! 

Cto. Alas, poor foul. 

Jiut. O good Sir, foftly, good Sir : I fear. Sir, my 
ihoulder^blaide is out. 

Clo. How now? canftftand? 

Aut. Softly, dear Sir; good Sir foftly; yog ha* 
done me a charitable office. 

Qo. Doft lack any mony ? I have a little mony for 
thee. 

Aut. No, good fweet Sir; no, I befeech you. Sir; 
I have a kinlman not pad three quarters of a mile 
hence, unto whom I was going, I fhall there have 
mony, or any thing I want : offer me no mony, I 
pray you ; that kills my heart. 

Uo. What manner of fellow was he that robb'd 
you? 

Aut. ^^ A fellow, Sir, that I have known to go 
<* about ^ with trol-my-dames : I knew him once a 

6 nmtb frolmy'damesi} Trott-madam$^ French. The game of 
nine-holes. 

** fcrvant 
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" fervant of the prince ; I cannot tell, good Sir, for 
" which of his virtues it was, but he was ccrtainlj 
" whipp'd out of the court. 

Qo. " His vices, you would fay ; there's no virtue 
" whipp'd out of the court ; they cherifli it to make 
" it ftay. there, and yet it will no more but abide. 

Aut. Vices I would fay, Sir. I know this man well, 
" he hath been fince an ape-bearer, then a procefs- 
** ferver, a bailiff; then he compafs'd a ^ motion of 
^^ the prodigal fon, and married a tinker*s wife within 
** a mile where my land and living lies ; and, having 
" flown over many knavifti profeflions, he fettled 
" only in a rogue 5** fome call him Autolicus. 

do. Out upon him, prig! for my life, prig •, ■ 

he haunts wakes, fairs, and bear-baitings. 

jiut. V6ry true. Sir-, he, Sir, he-, that's the rogue, 
that put me into this apparel, 

Clo. Not a more cowardly rogue in all Bohemia ; 
if you had but look'd big, and fpit at him, he'd have 
run. 

Aut. I muft confefs to you. Sir, I am no fighter ; 
I am falfe of heart that way, and that he knew, I 
warrant him. 

Clo. How do you now ? 

Aut. Sweet Sir, much better than I was; I can 
ftand, and walk ; I will even take my leave of you, 
and pace fofdy towards my kinfman's. 

Clo. Shall I bring thee on thy way ? 

Aut. No, good-fac'd Sir > no, fweet Sir. 

Clo. Then, farewel, I muft go to buy fpices for our 
iheep- fhearing. [^Exit. 

Aut. Profper you, fweet Sir ! Your purfe is not hot 
enough to purchafe your fpice. Til be with you at 
your (heep-ihearing too: if I make not this cheat 

7 motion of the prodigal f on ^ i. f. the Pufpii'fie«w, then called 
Motions. A term freijuently occurring in our Author. 

bring 
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bring out another, and the lliearcrs. prove fheep, ' let 
xat be unroU'd, and my name put loto the bciok of 
virtue! 

SONG. 

Jog oHy jog oftj the foot-path way^ 

And merrily bent tbefiiU-a. 
A merry heart goes all the day^ 

Tour fad tires in a mile-a. CExk. 

SCENE IV. 
The Propel of a Shepherd's Cotfe. 

Enter Florizel and Ferdka* 

fh. T^HESE your unufual weeds to each part of 

A you 

Do give a life : no Ihepherdefs, but Bora 
Peering in ApriPs front. This your fhcep-fhearing 
Is as a meeting of the petty gods. 
And you the Queen on't. 

Per. Sir, my gracious lord. 
To chide at your extreams it not becomes me : 
Oh pardon, that I name them : your high felf. 
The gracious mark o'th* land, you have obfcur'd 
With a fwain's wearing ; and me, poor lowly maid, 
Mod goddefs-like prank'd up. But that our ieafts 
In every mefs have folly, and the feeders 
Digeft it with a cuftom, I fhould blufh 
To fee you fo attired ; f fworn, I think. 

To 

S ki me he unrolVd, and my name put into the hook ^ 'virtue /J 
Begging gipfiesy in the time of our author, were in gangs and com- 
panies, that had (bmething of the fhcw of an incorpotatad Bod 
From this noble fociety he wishes he may be omoUfid if he dwi 
not fo and fo. 

9 ■ Jhvomt I thinks 

Tajhetv myfelf a glafs^ i. e. one would think that in ^-^'^ 
to this habit of a ihepherd, you had fworn to put me 0^. v 

C. : 
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To (hew myfclf a glals. 

Flo. I blefs the time, 
When my good falcon made her flight ^-croft ;, 
Thy father*s ground. 

Per. Now Jove afford you cai^fc ! 
To me the diflFcrencc forges dread, your greatncfs 
Hath not been us^d to fear j even now I tremble 
To think, your -father, by fome accident. 
Should pafs this way, as you did : oh, the fates! 
How would he look,. to fee his work^ Co noble, 
Vildly bound up ! what would he fay ! or hoi^ 
Should I in thefe my borrowed flaunts behold 
The ilernnefs of his prefence I 

Flo. Apprehend 
Nothing .but jollity: the Gods themfelves. 
Humbling their deities to love, have taken 
The Ihapes of beafts upon them. Jupiter 
Became a bull, and bellow'd ; the green Neptune 
A ram, and bleated ; and the fire-roWd God, 
Golden ^polloy a poor humble fwain. 
As I fcem nO,w. Their/transfornjation^ 
Were never for a piece of beauty rarer, 
Nor in a way fo chafte : finqc my defires 
Run notbefpre^mine honour, nor my lufts 
Bum hotter than my faith. 

Per. P, but, dear Sir, 
Your refolution cannot hold, when ?tis 
Opposed, as it muft be, by th* power o' th^^ing. 

coantcaance p for in this, as in a glafs, you ihcw mc how much be- 
low yoitffelf yoamuil dcfcend brfbre you can get upon a level with 
. ne. The. {eatiment is fine, and exprefles all the delicacy, as well 
as lran\hIe'modefly of the cbaraaer. But the Oxfini Editor aUen 
it to^ 

m I fwoon^ I think f 

ToJht*m my f elf a glafs^ 
What he means I don^tknow. But Feriita was not fo much giren 
to fwoontng, as appears by hfr behaviour .at theXiug^s threats, when 
^ the intrigue was difcovercd. - ^ 

Vol. III. Z One 
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One of thcfe two muft be ncceffities. 

Which then will fpeak, that you muft change this 

purpofe. 
Or I my life. 

Flo. Thou dcareft Perdita^ 
With thefe forcM thoughts, 1 pr'ythee, darken not 
The mirth o*th'> feaft •, or I'll be thine, my fair. 
Or not my father's. For I cannot be 
Mine own, nor any thing to any, if 
I be not thine. To this I am moft conftant, 
Tho* dcftiny fay no. Be merry, (Gentle,) 
Strangle fuch thoughts as thefe, with any thing 
That you behold the while. Your guefls are coming: 
Lift up your countenance, as 'twere the day 
Of celebration of that nuptial, which 
We two have fworn (hall come. 

Per. O lady fortune. 
Stand you aufpicious! 

SCENE V. 

Enter Shepherd^ Clown^ Mopfa, Dorcas, Servants i 
with Folixenes and Camiilo difguis'd. 

Flo. See, your gucfts approach ? 
Addrefs yourfelf to entertain them Iprightly, 
And let's be red with mirth. 

She. *' Fie, daughter ; when my old wife liv'd, upon 
*' This day fhe .was both pantler, butler, cook, 
*' Both dame and fervant •, welcom'd all, ferv'd all; 
** Would fing her fong, and dance her turn ; now here 
" At upper end o'th* table, now i'th* middle: 
" On his (houlder, and his ; her face o* fire 
*' With labour ; and the thing (he took to quench it 
*' She would to each one fip/' You arc retired. 
As if you were a feafted one, and not 
The hoftefs of the meeting: pray you, bid 

thefe 
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Thcfe unknown friends to*s welcome, for it is 
A way to make us better friends, more known. 
Come, quench your blufties, and prefent yourfelf 
That which you are, miftrefs o'th' feaft. Come on. 
And bid us welcome to your fheep-fhearing. 
As your good flock (hall profper. 

Per. Sirs, welcome. [Tl? Pol. and Canw 

It is my father's will, I fhould take on me 
The hoftefsftiip o'th'day •, you're welcome. Sirs. 
Give me thofe flowers there, Dorcas — Reverend S\t%^ 
•* For you there's rofemary and rue, thefe keep 
*' Seeming and favour all the winter long : 
*' Grace and remembrance be unto you both, 
** And welcome to our {hearing ! 

PoL Shepherdefs, 
(A fair one are you,) well you fit our ages 
With flowers of winter. 

Per. " Sir, the year growing ancient, 
*' Not yet on fummer's death, nor on the birth 
" Of trembling winter, the fairefl: flowers o*th* feafoai 
** Are our carnations, and ftreak*d gilly- flowers, 
*' Which fome call nature's baftards : of that kind 
*' Our ruftick garden's barren, and I care not 
•• To get flips of them. 

PoL Wherefore, gentle maiden. 
Do you negleft them ? 

Per. " For I have heard it faid, ^ 
«' There is an art, which in their piedencfs (harct 
«* With great creating nature. 

PoL Say, there be ; 
*• Yet nature is made better by no mean, 
•* But nature makes that mean 5 fo over that art> 
*' Which, you fay, adds to nature, is an art 
•* That nature makes -, you fee, fweet maid, wc marrf 
** A gentle fcyon to the wildeft ftock ; 
•* And make conceive a bark of bafer kind 
•« By bud of nobler race. This is an art, 

Z 2 « Whick 
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" Which does mend nature, change it rather 5 but 
** The art itfclf is nature. 

Per. So it is. 

Pol. Theft make your garden rich in gilly-flowers, 
And do not call them baftards. 

Per. " ril not put 
•* The dibble in earth, to fet one flip of them : 
*"* No more than, were I painted, I would wifli 
•* This youth fliould fay, 'twere well j and only thcre- 

« fore 
^ Defire to breed by me. — Here's flowers for you-, 
" Hot lavender, mints, favoury, marjoram, 
*' The mary-gold, that goes to bed with th' fun, 
** And with him rifcs, weeping : thefc are flowers 
•* Of middle fummer, and I think, they arc given 
•^ To men of middle age." Y'are very welcome 

Cam. I flabuld leave grazing, were I of your flock, 
And only live by gazing. 

Per^ '• Out, alas I 
•* You'd be fo lean, that bhfts of January 
*' Would blow you through and through. Now, my 

faireft friend, 
" *1 would, I had fome flowers o'th' fpring, that might 
*' Become your time of day ; and yours, and yours, 
*' That wear upon your virgin-branches yet 
*' Your maiden-heads growing : O Projerpina^ 
" For the flowers now, that, frighted, thou Ict'ft fall 
" From 2>/Vs waggon I daffodils, 
'* That come before the fwallow dares, and take 
" The winds of March with beauty; violets din% 
" But fweeter than the lids of Juno*s eyes, 
«« Or Cylherea^s breath ; pale primrofes, 
*' Ttiat die unmarried, ere they can behold 
\' l^rightPba^bus in his ftrength; (a malady 
** Mott incident to maids 5^ (a). gold oxlips, and 



r {a) gold, Oxford Editor Vulg^ BoU. ] 
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«* Th« crown-imperial ; lillics of all kinds, 
" The flowcr-de-lis being one. O thcfe, I lack 
^' To make you garlands of, and, my fweec friend, 
** To ftrow him o'er and o'er. 

Flo. What ? like a coarfe ? 

Per. No, like a bank, for love to He and play on 5 
Not like a coarfe ; or if, — not to be buried 
But quick, and in mine arms. Come, take your flowers ; 
Methinks, I play as I have feen them do 
In whitfon paftorals : fure, this robe of mine 
Does change my difpofition. 

Flo. What you da. 
Still betters what is done. When you (peak, (fwect) 
Pd have you do it ever ; when you fing, 
rd have you buy and fell fo •, fo, give alms; ' 

Pray, fo ; and for the ord'ring your affairs. 
To fing them too. When you do dance, I wifli you 
A wave o'th' fea, that you might ever do 
Nothing but that *, move dill, ftill fo, 
And own no other funftion. Each your doing. 
So lingular in each particular. 
Crowns what you're doing in the prefent deeds, 
'That all your ads are Queens. 

Per. O Doricles^ 
Your oraifes are too large 5 but that your youth, 
And the true blood, which peeps forth fairly through \fy 
Do plainly give you out an ynftain'd fliephcrd i 
With wifdom I might fear, my DoricUs^ 
You woo'd me the falfe way. 

Fh. * I think, you have 
As little skill to fear, as I have purpofe 

I / think, you have 

Js litth skill tofiar ] Tq hmti skill t9 do a thing wat a 

pbrafe then in ufe equivalent to our to ba*ve reafon to do a tbixg. 
The Oxford £dUor, ifi;norant of this, alters it to. 

As littU skill infiart " 
which ha3 no kind of fenfe in this place. 

Z3 To 
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To put you to't. But, come 5 our dance, I pray y 
Your hand, my Perdita ; fo turtles pair. 
That never mean to part. 

Per. rU fwear For *em. 

Pol. '* This is the prettied low-born lafe, that ever 
*« Ran on the green- ford ; nothing fhe does, or fecms, 
But fmacks of ibmething greater than her felf. 
Too noble for this place. 

Cam. He tells her fomething, 
That makes her blood look {a) out : good fboth, 

(he is 
The Queen of curds and cream; 1 

Clo. Come on, ftrike up. i 

^ Dor. Mopfa mull be your miftrefs ; Riarry, garlick | 
to mend her kifling with ■ 

Mop. Now, in good time! 

Clo. Not a word, a word ; we (land upon our man- 
ners ; come, (Irfke up. 

Here a dance of Shepherds and Sbepherdtffes. 

Pol. Pray, good (hepherd. what fair fwain is this 
Who dances with your daughter ? 

Shep. They call him Doricles^ and he boafts himfelf 
To have * a worthy breeding ; but I have it 
Upon his own report, and I believe it : 
He looks like footh ; he fays, he loves my daughter, 
I think fo too ; for never gaz'd the moon 
Upon the water, as he'll dand and read 
As 'twere my daughter's eyes ; and, to be plain, 
I think, there is not half a kifs to chufc 
Who loves another beft. 

Pol. She dances featly. 

Shep. She does any thing, tho' I report k 
. That (hould be filcnt ; if young Darkles 



2 -^atvortfy PEEMNOj] certainly breeding. 
[ (aj cut. Mr. ntol^al^ -^Yulg, oxt\ J 
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Do light upon her^ flie fhall bring him That 
Which he not dreams of. 

s c E N E vr. 

Entir a Servant. 

Ser. O maftcr, if you did but hear the pedler at 
the door, yon would nevfcr dance again after a tabor 
and pipe : no, the bag-pipe could not move you \ he 
fings fcveral tunes, faftcr tha;n youMl tell mony ; he 
utters them as he had eaten ballads,, and all mens* ears 
grew to his tunes. / 

Clo. He could never come better ; he fhall come 
in; I love a ballad but even too well, if it be dole- 
ful matter merrily fet down ; or a very plcafant thing 
indeed, and Tung lamentably. 

Ser. He hath fongs for man, or woman, of all fizes ; 
no milliner can fo fit his cuftomers with gloves : he 
has the prettieft love-fongs for maids, fo without 
bawdry, (which is ftrange) with fuch delicate burthens 
of dil-do's and fa-ding*s: jump her and thump her: 
and where fome ftrcrch-moothM rafcal would, as it 
were, mean mifchief, and break a foul gap into the 
matter, he makes the maid to anfwer. Whoops do me 
no barmy good man \ puts him off, flights him, with 
Whoops do me no barm^ good man. 

PoU This is a brave fellow. 

Clo. Believe me, thou talkeft of an admirable-con- 
ceited fellow ; has he any ynbraided wares ?.. 

Ser. He hath ribbons of all the colours ?ch' rainbow 5 
points, more than all the lawyers in Bohemia can learn- 
edly handle, though they come to him by the grofs ; 
inkles, caddiflcs, cambricks, lawns 5 why, he fingsh 
them over, as they were Gods and Goddefles ; you. 
would think a fmock were a (he-angel, he fo chants to * 
the {a) fleeve-band and the work about the fquare on'c 

[ (a) Jleeveband, Oxford Editor -.Vttlg./*#w-^<»»^. ] 

Z 4 Ch. 
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Clo. Pr*y thee, bring hith in j and let hini ippWach, 
ringing. 

Per. Forewarn hirxi) that he ufe np fcurrilous words 
in*s tunes. 

Oo. You have of theft f)edters that have more in 
*;en> than you'd think, fifter. 

Per. Ay, good brethery or go about to thi^k* 

£Mer Atttolicus ftngij^. 

Lawn as white as driven /now 
.... 'Cyprus black as e^£r was cfowy 
Gk'ves asfweei as damask rofeSj 
Masks for fac^s and for nofes ; 
Bugle hraceleist neck-lace dmler^ 
Perfume for a 'lady*s chamber : 
Golden quoifs^ and Jiomdchers^ 
j^or my lads ia ^ve their dears : 
Pins^ and poaking'jlicks of fieeU 
iVhat maids lack from head lo heel : 
Come buy of me^ corAe : come huy^ come buy^ 
Buyy lads J or elfeyour lajfes ery. 
X^ome buy, &c^ 

Clo, if t weffe noUn love with Mopfa^ thou flioultfj^ 
take no npiony of me ; (nit being enthrall'd as I am, 
ijtj will alio be the bcmdage of certain ribbons and 
gloves. 

. Mop: I was promisM them againft the feaft, but 
they come not too late now, 

. Dor. He hath promis'd you, more than that, or 
^ere be liars. ; , 

; Mop. He hatt paid you all he promised you : 'may 
♦ ^, he has paid you more s which will fhame you to 
gjvie. him again, 

Clo. Is th^rc no manners left among maids? will 
they Vlrcaf their jplack'ets, where they lliould wear their 

faces ? 
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Faces ? is there not milking- time, when you are going 
to bed, orkiU-hble, to whiftle of thefefecrets, but you 
muft be tittle-tattling before all our guefts ? *tis well, 
they are whifpring : f clamour your tongues, and not 
a word more. 

Mop. I have done : come, yofi promised me a taw- 
dry lace, and a pair of fweet gloves. 

Ch: Have I not told thee how I was cozen'd by the 
way, and loft all my mony ? 

jfuL And, indeed. Sir, there are cozeners abroad, 
therefore it behoves men to be wary. 

Qo. Fear not thou, man, thou ihalt lofe i^othing 
here* 

AuL I hope fo. Sir, for I have about me many 
parcels of charge. 

Ch. What haft here ? ballads ? 

Mop. Pray now, buy feme ; I love a ballad in 
print, or a life •, for then we are fure they arc true. 

jfuL Here's one to a very doleful tune, how a iifurcr's 
wife was brought to bed with twenty mony bags at a 
burthen ; and. how (he long'd to cat adders' heads, and 
toads carbonado'd. 

Mop. Is it true, think you ? 

yfo/. Very true, and but a month old. 

Dor. Blefs me from marrying a ufurer! 

jht. Here's the widwife's name to't, one miftrefi 
Tale^porter^ and five or fix honcfl: wives that were 
prefent. Why (hould I carry lies abroad? 

Mop. Pray you now, buy it. 

do. Come on, lay it by \ and let's firft iee more 
ballads; we'll buy the other things anon. 

jiut. Here's another ballad, of a fifli that appeared 
upon the coaft, on Wednefday the fourfcore <^ Jlpril^ 

3 Clamoar your tot^ues,! The phrafe is taken from ringing. 
When bells arc at the height, in order to ccafe thcm^ the repeti- 
tion of the ftrokes becomes muth quicker tloA before ; this is 
called clamQuring them. The allufion if hamouroua» 

forty 
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forty thoufand fadom above water, and fung this bal- 
lad againft the hard hearts of maids ; it was thought, 
fbe was a woman, and was turn*d into a cold fifh, for 
Ihe would not exchange flcfh with one that lov'd her: 
the ballad is very pitiful, and as tfue. 

Dor. Is it true too, think you? 

jfut. Five juftices hands at it \ and witneflcs more 
than my pack will hold. 

Clo. Lay it by too: another,-— 
. Aut. This is a merry ballad, but a very pretty one. 

Mop. Let's have fome merry ones. 

4ut. Why, this is a pafling merry one, and goes to 
the tune of ^wo maids wooing a man ; there's fcarce a 
maid weftward, but ihe fings it ; 'tis in requeft, I can 
tell you. 

Mop. We can both fing it ; if thou'It bear a part, 
thou (halt hear, 'tis in three parts. 

Dor. We had the tune on*c a month ago. 

jfuL I can bear my part ; you muft know, \i% my 
occupation : have at it with you, 

Aut. Get you bence^ for Imuji go^ 
Where it fits not you to knov^. 

Dor. Whither? 

Mop. O whitber? 
. Dor. IVhitber ? 

Mop. // hecomes thy oath full mell^ 
Thou to me thy fecretsielL 

Dor. Me too, let me go thither: 

Mop. 0^ thou goefi to the grange^ or mill^ 

Dor. V If to either thoii doft ill : 

Aut. Neither. 

Dor. What neither f 

Aut. Neither. 

Dor. Thou hajifworn my love to he ; 

Mop. Thou bajlfworn it more to me: 

Then whither goefi? fay y whither i 

a. 
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CIo. We'll have this fong out anon by ourfelves : 
my father and the gentlemen are in fad talk, and 
we'll not trouble them : come, bring away thy pack 
after me. Wenchei, Pll buy for you both: Pedler, 
let's have the firft choice : follow me, girls. 

jfuL And you (hall pay well for 'cm. 

S O N G. ^ 

fFill you buy any tapCy or lace for your cape^ 

Mf dainty duck^ my dear-ai 
jindjilkj and thready any toys for your bead 

Of the nevffi^ and fin* ft y fin'fi wear-a ? 
Come to the Pedler •, monj/*s a medler^ 

That doth utter all mens ware-a. 

\E9ie. Clown, Autolicus, Dorcas, and Mop&. 

SCENE VIL 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser. Matter, there are three carters, three Ihep- 
herds, three neat-herds, and three fwine-herds, that 
h^ve made themfelves * all men of hair, they call them- 
fci ves Saltiers : and they have a dance, which the wenches 
fey is a gallymaufry of gambols, becaufe they are not 
in't: but they themfelves areo'th' mind, (if it be not 
top rough for fome, that know little but bowliftg,) it 
ifriil pleafe plentifullv. 

Shep. Away ! we'll none on't ; here has been too much 
}iomely fookry already. I know. Sir, we weary you; 

Pol. You weary thofe, that refrefh us : *pray, let** 
(ec thefc four-threes of herdfmen. 

Ser. 'One three of them, by their own report, Sir, 
hath danc'd before the King •, and not the worft of the 
three but jumps twelve foot and a half by th' fquare. 

4 all men of hair,'] J. e, nimble, that leap as if th^ rebounded: 
The phrafe is taken from tennis'ialls, which were ftumd with hair. 
So in Henty V. it is faid of a courier. 

Hi pounds as if his entrails were iairu 
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Sbep. Leave your prating; fince thefe good men arc 
plcasM:^ let them come in j but quickly now. 

Here a Dance of tvtehe Satyrs. 

* Pol. O, father, you'll know more of tliat hereafter. 
Is it not too far gone ? 'tis rime to part them ; 
He's fim pie, and tells much. --^—- How now, fair 

ihcpherd ? 
Your heart is full of fomething, that doth take 
Your mind from feafting. Sooth, when I was youngs 
And handed love, as you do, I was wont 
To load my (he with knacks : I would have ran&ck'd 
The pedlcr's filken treafury, and have pour'd it 
To her acceptance \ you have let him go. 
And nothing marted with him. If your lais 
interpretation (hould abufe, and call this 
Your lack of love or bounty 5 you were ftraited 
For a reply, at leaft, if you make care 
Of happy holding her. 

Flo. OJd Sir, I know. 
She prizes not fuch trifles as thefe are ; 
The gifts, flie looks from me, are packt and lockt 
Up in my heart, which I have given already. 
But not delivered. O, hear me breathe my love 
Before this ancient Sir, who, it ihould feem, 
Hath fometime lov'd. I take thy hand, this hand> 
As foft as dove's down, and as white as it. 
Or Etbiopianh tooth, '' or the fann'd fnow 
,♦* That's bolted by the northern bjafl: twice o'er. 

Pol. What follows this ? 
How prettily the ^'oung fwain fcems to waflj 
The hand, was fair before ! I've put you out •% 
But, to your proteftation : let mc hear 

. 5 Pol. O^faiherfyou^ II k90^ more of tb^t hereafter. 1 This is 
jepJied by the King in anfwer to the ih^-phcrd's faying, ^wr^ thefe 
good men are pleafed. Yet the Oxford Editor, I can't tell why, gives 
thi<( line to FUrizei^ iioce Fkrixel and the old wan were not in 
fpaiKerfation. 

' ' What 
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What you profcft. 

Flo. Do, and be witnefs to't, 

Pol. And this my neighbour too ? 

Flo. And he, and more 
Than he, and men ; the earth, and heavens, and alls 
That were I crown'd the mod imperial monarch 
Thereof moft worthy, were I the faireft youth 
That ever made eye fwerve, had force and knowledge 
More than was ever man's, I would not prize them 
Without her love j for her imploy them all ; 
Commend them, and condemn them, to her fervice. 
Or to their own perdition. 

Pol. Fairly offer'd. 

Cam. This ihews a found affedlon. 

Shep. But, my daughter. 
Say you the like to him i 

Per. I cannot fpeak 
So well, nothing fo well, no, nor mean better. 
By th* pattern of mine own thoughts I cut out 
The purity of his. 

Sbep. Take hands, a bargain ; 
And, friends unknown, you flull bear witnefs to't; 
I give my daughter to him, and will make 
Her portion equal his. 

Flo. O, that muft be 
I'th* virtue of your daughter ; one being dead, 
I fhall have more than you can dream of yet. 
Enough then for your wonder : but come on, 
Cbntradl us *fore thefe witnelies. 

Sbep. Come, your hand. 
And, daughter, yours. 

Pol. Soft,fwain, a-while; 'befeech you. 
Have you a father ? 

Flo. I have •, but what of liim ? 

Pol. Knows he of this ? 

Flo. He neither does, nor flialL 

Pol. Methinks a father 

Is, 
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Is, at the nuptiaJ of his Ton, a guefl: 

That beft becomes the table : 'pray you once more. 

Is not your father grown incapable 

Of reafonable affairs ? is he not ftupid 

With age, and alt*ring rheums? can he Ipeak? hear? 

Know man from man ? difpute his own eftate ? 

Lies he not bed-rid ? and, again, does nothing. 

But what he did being childim ? 

Flo. No, good Sir j 
He has his health, and ampler Itrength, indeed. 
Than moft have of hii age. 

Fol. By my white beard. 
You offer him, if this be fo, a wrong 
Something unfilial : Reafon, my fon 
Should chufe himfelf a wife; but as good reaibn. 
The father (all whofe joy is nothing elfe 
But fair pofterity) fhould hold fome counfel 
In fuch a bufinefs. 

Flo. I yield all this ; 
But for fome other reafons, my grave Sir, 
Which 'tis not fit you know, I not acquaint 
My father of this bufinefs. 

Pol. Let him know't, 

Flo. He fhall not. 

PoL Pry'thee, let him. 

Flo. No ; he muft not. 

Shep. Let him, my fon, he fhall not need to griev« 
At knowing of thy choice. 

Flo. Come, come, he muft not : 
Mark our contraft. 

PoU Mark your divorce, young Sir, 

\Difco'\jmng himfelf. 
Whom fon I dare not call: thou art too bafc 
To be acknowledged. Thou a fcepter*s heir. 
That thus affecl'fl a Iheep-hook ! Thou old traytor, 
Tm forry, that, by hanging thee, I can but 
Shorten thy life one week. And thou frefh piece 

Of 
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OF excellent witchcraft, who of force muft know 
The royal fool thou coap*ft with 

'Sbep, O my heart! 

Pol. ril have thy beauty fcratchM with briars, and 
made 
More homely than thy ftate. For thee, fond boy. 
If I may ever know thou doft but figh 
That thou no more Ihalt fee this knack, as never 
I mean thou ihalt, we*ll bar thee from fucceffion ; 
Not hold thee of our blood, no, not our kin. 
Far* than Deucalion off: mark thou my words 5 
Follow us to the court. Thou churl, for this time, 
Tbo' full of our difpleafure, yet we free thee 
From the dead blow of it : and you, enchantment. 
Worthy enough a herdfman ; yea him too. 
That makes himfclf, but for our honour therein. 
Unworthy thee ; if ever, henceforth, thou 
Thefe rural latches to his entrance open. 
Or hoope his body more with thy embraces, 
I will devife a death as cruel for thee. 
As thou art tender to it. \ExiU 

SCENE VIII. 

Per. Even here undone : 
" * I was not much afraid 5 for once or twice 
" I was about to fpeak, and tell him plainly, 
" The felf-fame fun, that fliines upon his court, 
" Hides not his vifage from our cottage, but 
" Looks on alike. — Wik pleafe you, Sir, be gone? ' 

[To FlorizeK 
I told you, what would come of this. 'Befeech you. 
Of your own ftate take care : this dream of mine, 

6 1 was not much afraid \ &€.] The Ciiaradler is here finely fuf- 
tained. To have made her quice aftoniOied on the king^s difco* 
very of himfelf, had not become her birch ; and to have given her 
prefence of mind to have made this reply to the King, had not 
become her education. 

«' Being 
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** Being now awake. Til queen it no inch farther, 
** But milk my ewes, and weep *• 

Cam. Why, how now, father? 
Speak, ere thou dieft, 

Shep. I cannot fpeak, nor think. 
Nor dare to know That which I jcnow. O Sir, 

[^0 Florizcl. 
«« 7 You have undone a man of fourfcore three, 
«* That thought to fill his grave in quiet ; yea, 
" To die upon the bed my father dy'd, 
•* To lye clofe by his honcft bones*, but now 
•« Some hangman muft put on my fhrowd, and lay mc 
«« Where no prieft fhoveis induft. Ocurfed wretch! 

[To Perdita, 
That knew*ft, This was the Prince 5 and would'ft ad- 
venture 
To mingle faith with him. Undone, undone! 
If I might die within this hour, I have liv'd 
To die when I dcfirc. X^^^- 

SCENE IX. 

Fb. Why look you fo upon me? 
I am but forry, not afraid ; delayed. 
But nothing alter'd : what I was, I am ; 
More draining on, for plucking back \ not follo.wing 
My leafh unwillingly. 

Cam. Gracious my Lord, J 

You know your father's temper: at this time | 

He will allow no fpeech, (which I do guefs, 1 

You do not purpofe to him ;) and as hardly | 

Will he endure your fight, as yet I fear; 

7 Tau have umtf^m a mum 9ff9urfc$re thret^ ^c] Th^ fall' 
ments, which the Poet has heighcen*d by a ftrain of ridknle thit 
runs thro* them, admirably chara^erize the fpealoer ; whofe iel- 
fiihnefs is feen in coocealing the adventure of Birdita % aod hoe 
Aipfx>rted, by (hewing no regard for his fon or her, bstbeiiig taken 
up entirely with himieif, ^m^fiurffntbnu 

Then, 
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Then, •till the fury of his Highnefs fettle. 
Come not before him. 

Flo. I not purpofe it. 
I think, Camilh'-'''^ 

Cam. Even he, my Lord. 

Per. How often have I told you, •twould be thus \ 
How often faid, my dignity would kfl: 
But 'till 'twere known ? 

Flo. It cannot fail, but by 
The violation of my faith, and then 
Let nature crufli the fides o'th* earth together. 
And mar the feeds within!— —Lift upthy looks!— ^ 
From my fucceffion wipe me, father, I 
Am heir to my affedtion. 

Cam. Be advis'd. 

Flo. I am i and by my fancy ; if my reafon 
Will thereto be obedient, I have reafon ; 
If not, my fenfes, better pleas*d with madnefs. 
Do bid it welcome. 

Cam. This is dcfperate. Sir. 
Flo. So call it ; but it does fulfil my vow ; 
I needs muft think it honefty. Camillo^ 
Not for Bohemia^ nor the pomp that may 
Be thereat glean*d ; for all the fun fees, or 
The clofe earth wombs, or the profound feas hide 
In unknown fadoms, will 1 break my oath 
To this my fair belov'd ; therefore, I pray you. 
As you have ever been my father's friend, 
When he fhall mifs me, (as, in faith, I mean not 
To fee him any more) cafl: your good counfels 
Upon his paflion ; let myfelf and fortune 
Tug for the time to come. This you may know. 
And fo deliver, I am put to fea 
With her, whom here I cannot hold on fliorc i 
And, moft opportune to our need, I have 
A veffel rides faft by, but not prepar'd 
For thisdefign. What courfe I mean to hold 

Vox.. III. A a Shall 
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Shall nothing benefit your knowledgCf nor 
Concern me the reporting. 

dm. O my lord, 
I would your fpirit were eafier for advice. 
Or ftrongcr for your need. 
*' Fio. Hark, Perdiia 
I'll hear you by and by. £317 Car 

Cam. He's irremoveable, 
Rcfolv'd for flight : now were I happy, if 
His going I could frame to ferve my turn ; 
Save him from danger, do him love and honour ; 
Purchafe the fight again of dear Sidliaj 
And that unhappy king, my matter, whom , 

I fo much thirlt to fee. [^J/tJe. 

Flo. Now, good Camillo ; I 

I am fo fraught with curious bufinefs, that 
I leave out ceremony. 

Cam. Sir, I think. 
You have heard of my poor ferviccs, i*th* love 
That I have borne your father? 

Flo. Very nobly 
Have you deferv'd : it is my father's muGck 
To fpeak your deeds, not little of his care 
To have them recompensed, as thought on* 

Cam Well, my lord. 
If you may plcafe to think I love the King, 
And through him, what*s nearcft to him, which is 
Your gracious felf, embrace but my direction i 
(If your more ponderous and fettled projed 
May fuffcr alteration,) on mine honour, 
ril point you where you (hall have fuch receiving 
Aa Ihall become your highnefs, where you may 
Enjoy your miftrefs ; from the whom, I fee. 
There's, no disjundion to be made, but by 
(As, heav'ns forefend !) your ruin. Marry her. 
And with my beft endeavours, in your abfence. 
Your difcontcntcd father V\\ ftrivc to qualifie. 

And 
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And bring hinr ap to liking. 

Eo. How^ Camlloj 
May this, almoll a miracle, be done? 
That I may call thee fomecfaingmore than man, 
And after That truft to thee? 

Cam. Have you thought on 
A place whereto you'll go ? 

Fh, Not any yet : 
But as th*unthought-on accident is guilty 
Of what we wildly do, fo we profefs 
Ourfelves to be the (laves of chance, and flies 
Of every wind that blows. 

Cam. Then lift to me: 
This follows, if you will not change your purpoie. 
But undergo this flight, make for Sicilian 
And there prefent yourfelf, and your fair Princefi 
(For fo, I fee, flie muft be) 'fore Leontesy 
She ihall be habited, as it becomes 
The partner of your bed. Methinks, 1 fee 
Leontes opening his free arms, and weeping 
His welcomes forth ; asks thee, the fon, forgivenefs. 
As 'twere i'th* father's perfon ; kifles the hands 
Of your frefh Princefs ; o'er and o*er divides him^ 
Twixt his unkindnefs, and his kindnefs : th* one 
He chides to hell, and bids the other grow 
Faftcr than thought or time. 

Flo, Worthy Camiilo^ 
What colour for my vifitation Ihall I 
Hold up before him ? 

Cam. Sent by the King your father 
To greet him, and to give him comforts. Sir, 
The manner of your Bearing towards him, with 
What you, as from your father, fhall deliver. 
Things known betwixt us three, 1*11 write you down % 
• The which (hall point you forth at every fitting. 

What 

8 The *iAfhichJhali flint you firth at enfiry ^Ititigy'] Every Jitting, 

fays Mr. JheobaU, mt thinks, gt*ves us but a very poor idea. £uc a poor 

A a 2 idea 
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What you muft (ay ; that he (hall not perceive. 
But that you have your fathei^s bofocn there^ 
And fpeak his very heart. 

Flo. I am bound to you: 
There is fome Tap in this. 

Cam. A courfe more promifing 
Than a wild dedication of your felves 
To unpathM waters, undreamed (hones; moft ceruin. 
To mi(eries enough : no hope to help you. 
But as you (hake off one, to take another : 
Nothing fo certain as your anchors, who 
Do their bell office, if they can but (lay you 
Where youMJ be loth to be: befides, you know» 
Profperity*s the very bond of love, 
Whofe fre0i complexion and whofe heart together 
Affliflion alters. 

Per. One of thefe is true: 
I think, afflidion may fubdue the cheek> 
But not take in the mind* 

Cam. Yea, fay you fo ? 
There (hall not at your fiuher's houfe, theie feven 

years. 
Be born another fuch. 

Flo. My good Camillo^ 
She is as forward of her Breeding, as 
She is i*th' rear o* our birth. 

Cam. I cannot fay, 'tis Pity 
She lacks indruftions, for (he (eems a miftrefs 
To mod that teach. 

Per. Your pardon. Sir, for this : 
ril bludi you thanks. 

idea is better than none ; which it comes to, when he has alterM it 
. to every fating. The truth is, the common reading is very ez* 
preiTive » and means, at every audience you ihall have of thekisg 
and Council. The Council-days being, in oar aathor*s time, cal- 
led, in common fpeech, the Sittings, 

Fk. 
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Flo. My prettieft Pcrdita 
But» oh, the thorns we ftand upon ! Camilb, 
Prcfcrvcr of my father, now of me ; 
The medicine of our Houfe ! how {hall we do ? 
We are not furnifli'd like Bohemia's fon. 
Nor ihall appear in Sicily 

Cam. My lord. 
Fear none of this : I think, you know, my fortunes 
Do all lye there : it (hall be fo my care 
To have you royally appointed, as if 
The Scene, you play, were mine. For inftance. Sir, 
That you may know you Ihall not want ; one word.— « 

{J%ey tali afide. 

S C EN E X. 

Enter Autolicus. 

AuL Ha, ha, what a fool Honefty is ! and Truft, 
his fworn brother, a very fimple gentleman! I have 
fold all my trumpery \ not a counterfeit ftone, not a 
ribbon, glafs, pomander, browch, table-bo«k, ballad, 
knife, tape, glove, flioe-tye, bracelet, horn- ring to 
keep my Pack from fading : they thrgng who fiiould 
buy firft, as if my trinkets had beep hallowed, and 
brought a benedidtion to the buyer ; by which, means, 
I faw whofc purfe was beft in pifture; and what I 
faw, to my good ufe, I remembered. My good 
Clown (who wants but fomething to be a reaibnable 
man) grew fo in love with the wenches fong, that he 
would not flir his pettitoes 'till he had both tune and 
words ; which fo drew the reft of the herd to me, that 
all their other fenfes ftuck in ears ; you might have 
pinchM a placket, it was fenfelcfs ; 'twas nothing to 
geld a codpiece of a pdrfe ; I would have filed keys 
off, that hung in chains : no hearing, no (eeling, but 
my Sir's fong, and admiring the nothing of it. So 
that in this time of lethargy, I pick'd and cut moft 

A a 3 of 



Digitized 



by Google 



35jB ^^ WintekV Talb. 

of their feftival puries: and bad not the dd man come 
in with a whoo-bub againft his daughter and the 
King's fon, and firar'd my choughs from the chaff, 
I had not kft a purfe alive in the whole army. 

[Camillo, Flor. and Perd. comeforward. 

Cam. Nay; bnt my letters by this means being 
there. 
So (bon as you arrive, ihall clear that Doubt. 

Fkr. And tbofe that you'll procure from King Li- 
antes. 

Cam. Shall (atisfie your father. 

Per. Happy be you! 
All that you fpeak fhews fair. 

Cam. Who have we here ? [Seeing Autol, 

We'll make an inftrument of this ; omit 
Nothing may give us aid. 

jiuL If they have over* heard me now : why, hanging. 

lyl/tde. 

Cam. How now, good fellow. 
Why fliak'ft thou fo i fear not, man, 
Herefs no 4)arm intended to thee. 

Aut. I am a poor fellow. Sir. 

Cam. Why, be fo fiill i here's no bodv will ileal 
That from thee 5 yet for the outfide of thy poverty, 
we muft make an exchange ; therefore diicafe thee in- 
fiantly : (thou mufl: think, there's neceffity in't) and 
change garments with this gentleman : tho' the penny- 
worth, on his fide, be the worft, yet hold thee, there's 
Ibme boot. 

jfut. I am a poor fellow. Sir; (I know ye well 
enough.) 

Cam. Nay, pr*ythee, difpatch : the gentleman is 
half flead already. 

jiut. Are you in earned. Sir ? (I fmell the trick 
on't.). 



fh. Difpatch, I pr'ythee. 



Jut, 
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Aut. Indeed, I have hadEarneft, but I cannot with 
confcience take it. 

Cam. Unbuckle, unbuckle. 
Fortunate Miftreft! (let my Prophecy 
Come home to ye,) you muft retire yourfclf 
Into fome covert ; take your fweet-heart's hat. 
And pluck it o'er your brows ; muffle your face, 
Difmantle you ; and, as you can, difliken 
The truth of your own Seeming } that^you may 
(For I do fear eyes over you) tq (hip-board 
Get undefcry'd. 

Per. I fee, the Play fo lyes. 
That I muft bear a Part. 
Cam. No remedy—-— 
Have you done there ? 

Mo. Should I now meet my father. 
He would not call me fon. 

Cam. Nay, you ihall have no hat : 
Come, lady, come : farewel, my friend. 
jfu(. Adieu, Sir. 

Flo. O Perdita^ what have we twain forgot ? 
Pray you, a word. 

Cam. What I do next, (hall be to tell the King 

[Aftdi. 
Of this Efcape, and whither they are bound : 
Whercih tny hope is, I (hall fo prevail 
To force him after ; in whole company 
I (hall review Sicilia ; for whofe fight 
I have a woman^s Longing. 

plo. Fortune fpeed us ! 
Thus we fet on, Camilloj to th' fea-fide. 

[Exit Flor, with Per. 
Cam. The fwifter fpeed, the better. lExit: 

S C E N E XL 

Jut. I undcrftand the bufmcfs, I hear it: to have 

an open ear, a quick eye, and a nimble hand, is ne- 

A a 4 ce(rary 
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ceflary for a cuc<*purfe ; a good nofe is requifite alio, 
to fmcll out work for th* other fenfes, I fee, this is 
the tim; that the unjufl: man doth thrive. What an 
exchange had this been, without boot? what a boot is 
here, witTi'tbis exchange ? fure, the Gods do this year 
connive at us, and we may do any thing extempore. 
The Prince hmfclf is about a piece of iniquity ; fteal- 
ing away from his father,, with his clog at his heels. 
{a) If I thought it were not a piece of honefty to ac- 
quaint the King witha}, I would do't ; I hold it the 
more knavery to conceal it •, and therein am 1 con- 
ftant to my Profeffion. 

Enter Clown and Shepherd. 

Afide, afide, — here*s more matter for a hot brain ( 
every lane's end, every Ihop, church, feflion, hanging, 
yields a careful man work. 

Col. See, fee ; what a man you are now! there is 
no other way, but to tell the King Ihe's a Changling, 
and none of your flefh and blood. 

Shep. Nay, but hear me. 

Clo. Nay, but hear me. 

Shep. Go to then. 

Qo. She being none of your flefli and blood, your 
flefli and blood has not offended the King ; and, fo, 
your flefh and blood is not to be puniih*d by him. 
Shew thofc things you found about her, thofc fccret 
things, all but what (he has with her ; this being done, 
let the law go whiftle ; I warrant you. 

Sbep. I will tell the King all, every wohl, yea, and 
his fon*s pranks too ; " who, 1 may fay, is no honeil 
*• man neither to his father, nor to me, to go about 
*« to make me the King's brother-in-law." 

Clo. " Indeed, brother-in-law was the fartheft off 
•* you could have been t6 him ; and then your blood 

[a) Oxford Edition — Vulg. If I thought it ijoeri apiece ofhomfiy 
U acquaint the King nvithat, I wouid not do it. 

" had 
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** had been the dearer by I know how much an 
*' ounce.'* 

Jut. Very wifely, puppies ! [AJide. 

Shep. Well ; let us to the King ; there is That in 
this Farthel will make him fcratch his beard. 

Jut. I know not, what impediment this Complidnc 
may be to the flight of my matter. 

Qo. •Pray heartily, he be at the Palace. 

Aut. The' I am not naturally honeft, I am lb 
fometimes by chance : let me poclcet up my Pedler*s 
excrement. How now, ruftiques, whither are you 
bound ? 

Sbep. To th* Palace, an it like your Worfhip. 

Jut. Your affairs there, what, "with whom» the 
condition of that farthel, the place of your dwellings 
your names, your age, of what having, breeding, 
and any thing that is fitting for to be known, diP 
cover. 

Clo. We are but plain fellows^ Sir. 

Jut. A lie ; you are rough and hairy ; let me have 
no lying ; it becomes none but tradefmen^ and they 
often give us foldiers the lie ; but we pay them for 
it with damped coin, not dabbing Heel, ^ therefore 
they do give us the lie* 

Clo. Your Worfhip had like to have given us one, 
if you had not taken your felf with the manner. 

Shep. Are you a Courtier, an like you, Sir^ 

Jut. Whether it like me, or no, I am a Courtier. 
Sceft thou not the air of the Court in thefc enfoldings ? 
hath not my gate in it the meafure of the Court? re* 
ceives not thy nofe court-odour from me ? reflefl: I 
not, on thy bafenefs, court- contempt? think'ft thou, 
for that I infmuate, or toze from thee thy bufinefs, I 

9 Thirefiri thiy do not grvi us the Hi. 1 Deli the negative : the 
fenie requires it. The joke is this, they haye a profit in lying to 
us. by advancing the price of their commodities ; therefore uiey 
do lie. 

am 
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am therefore no Courtier? I am courtier, Cap^fi-, 
2nd one that will either puih on, or pluck back thy 
bufinefs there i whereupon I command thee to open 
thy afiair. 
Sbep. My bufipefs. Sir, is to the King. 
Aut^ What Advocate haft thou to him ? 
Sbep. I know not, an't like you. 
Ch. * Advocate^s the court-wond for a pheaiant ; 
iay, you have none. 
Sbep. None, Sir ^ I have no pheafant cock, nor hen. 
^i, ^* How blefsM are we, that are not fimple men ! 
^ Yet Nature might have made me as thefe are, 
«' Theitfoie I will not diidain.^ 
Cb. This cannot be but a great Courtier. 
Sbep. His garments are rich, but he wears them 
not handfomly. 

Qo. ** He feems to be the more noble in being 
^^ fantaftical 1 a Great man, I'll warrant ; I know, by 
** the picking on*s teeth/* 

ML The farthel there ? what's i*th' farthet ? 
Wherefore that box ? 

Sbep. Sir, there lyes fuch fecrets in this farthel and 
box, which none muft know but the King ; and which 
he (hall know within this hour, if I may come to th* 
fpeechof him. 
Jul Age, thou haft loft thy labour. 
Sbep. Why, Sir? 

jfuL The King is not at the Palace ; he is gone 
aboard a new (hip, to purge melancholy and air him- 
fdf ; for if thou be'ft capable of things ferious, thou 
muft know, the King is full of grief. 

Sbep. So 'tis faid. Sir, about his ibn that (hould 
have married a fhef^erd's daughter. 

I Jd9ocMte*j ihi €9aH'^U)9r4i fir u pheafinttJ} This iktirey on 
the bribery of courts^ not anpleafant. 

Jul 
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Aut. If that ihq>herd be not in ha|(^-fi^ let him 
fly i the curfes be UiaU have, the toitures he (hail fed^ 
will break the back of man, the heart of monfter. 

Clo. Think you fo. Sir? I 

jiui. Not he alone ihaU fiififcr wklt wit can make 
heavy, and vengeance bitter ; but thofe that are g^- 
mane to him, tho' removed fifty timb, fliall all come 
under the hangman i which tho* it be great pity, yet it 
is neceflary. An old Sheep* whifUing rogue, a ram- 
tender, to offer to have his daughter come into g^ace ! 
fome %, he fhall be fton'd ; but that death is too 
foft for him, fay I : draw our throne intoa Iheep-coatf 
all deaths are too few, the fluupeft too eafie. 

Clo. Has the old man e*er a IbO) Sir, do you hear^ 
an't like you. Sir? 

jtut. He has a fon, who fhail be flay*d alive, then 
*noinred over with honey, fet on the bead of a wafp's 
neft, then (land 'till he be three quarters and a dram 
dead ; then recovered again with jf^OrV^a^ or fome 
other hoc infufion ; then, raw as he is, (and in the hot« 
teft day prognoftication proclaims) (hs^l he be (et a^ 
gainft a brick- wall, the Sun looking with a fouthward 
eye upon him, where he is to behold him, with fliet 
blown to death. But what talk we of thde traitorly 
rafcals, whofe miferies are to be fmiPd at, their ofien* 
CCS being fo capiul ? Tell me, (for you (eem to be ho* 
neft plain men) what you have to the King i being 
fbmething gently confider*d, PU bring you where he is 
aboard, tender your perfons to his pre(ence, whifper 
him in your behalf, and if it be in man, befides the 
King to efieft your (bits, here is a man (hall do it. 

Qo. He (eems to be d* great authority ; clofe with 
him, give him gold ; ^< and tho* authority be a ftub- 
** bom Bear, yet he is oft led by the nofe with gold •,'* 
(hew the infide of your pur(e to the outfide of his 
hand, and no more ado. Remember, fton'd, andfiay'd 

alive 

Sbepn 
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Sbep. An'c pleafe you, Sir^ to undertake the bufinefs 
for us, here is that gold I have % I'll make it as much 
more, and kave this young man in pawn 'till I bring 
it you. 

Mt. After I have done what I promifed ? 

Shep. Ay, Sir. 

jiut. Well, give me the moiety. Are you a party 
in this bufinefs ? 

Ch. " In fome fort. Sir; but tho* my cafe be a pi- 
*^ tiful one, I hope I (hall not be flay*d out of it. 

Ant. Oh, that's the cafe of the ihepherd*s fon ; 
bang him, he*Jl be made an example. 

Clo. Comfort, good comfort ; we muft to the King, 
and fhew our ftrange %hts ; he muft know, *tis none 
of your daughter, nor my filler ; we are gone elfe. 
Sir, I will give you as much as this old man docs, 
when the bulineis is performed ; and remain, as he 
feys, your Pawn 'till it be brought you. 

Aut. I will truft you, walk before toward the fea- 
fide, go on the right hand ; I will but look upon the 
hedge and follow you. 

Oo. We are blefs*d in this man, as I may fay, even 
bkfs'd. 

Sbep. Let's before, as he bids us ; he was provided 
to do us good. [^Exeunt Shep. and Ciown. 

AuL If I had a mind to be honeft, I fee. Fortune 
would not fuffer me ^ {he drops booties in my mouth. 
I am courted now with a double occafion : gold, and 
a means to do the Prince my mafter good ; ixrhich, 
who knows how That may turn back to my ad* 
vancement ? I will bring thefe two moles, thefe blind 
ones, aboard him ; if he think it fit to fhoar them a- 
gain, and that the complaint they have to the King 
concerns him nothing, let him call me rogue, for be- 
ing fo far officious ; for I am proof againft that Tide, 
and what fliame elfe belongs to't : to him will I pre- 
lent them, there may be matter in it. fExil. 

ACT 
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ACT V. SCENE L 

Changes to Si cilia. 

Enter Leontes, Cleomines, Dion, Paulina, and 
Servants. 

Cleominks. 

SI R, you have done enough, and have perform^ 
A faint-like forrow : no fault could you make. 
Which you have not redeem'd ^ indeed, paid dowa 
More penitence, than done trefpa(s. At the laft. 
Do as the heavens have done, forget your evil i 
With them, forgive yourfelf. 

Leo. Whilft I remember 
Her and her virtues, I cannot forgpt 
My blemiihes in them, and fo ftill think of 
The wrong I did myfelf ; which was fo much. 
That heir-lefs it hath made my Kingdom ; and 
Dcftroy'd the fwcet'ft companion, that e*er maa 
Bred his hopes out of. 

Pau. True, too true, my lord ; 
If one by one you wedded all the world, 
Or, from the All that are, took fomething good. 
To make a perfeft woman ; Ihe, you kilTdi 
Would be unparalJclM. 

Leo. I think fo. Kiird ? 
Kill'd ? fhe I killM ? I did fo, but thou ftrik^ft me 
Sorely, to fay I did ; it is as bitter 
Upon thy tongue, as in my thought. Now, good now. 
Say fo but feldom. 

Cle. Not at all, good lady ; 
You might have fpokc a thoufahd jhings, that would 
Have done the time more benefit, and grac*d 
Your kindnefs better, 

Pau. 
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Pau. You are one of thoie. 
Would have him wed ag^in. 

I)io» If you would not fo, 
Tou pity not the fiate, nor the ranembrance 
Of his moft Ibvereigp name ; confider little,. 
What dangers (by his h^JuiefsT &il of ifliie) 
May drop upon his kingdom, and devour 
Incertain lookers on. What were more holy, 
* Than to rejoice the fixrmer Queon ? This will. 
What holier, than for royalty's repair. 
For prefent comfort, ana for future good, 
To blels the bed of Majefty again 
With a fweet fellow to't? 

Pau. There is none worthy, 
Refpefting her that's gone ; bdides, the Gods 
Will have fulfiird their fccrctr purpofes: 
For has not the divine ApeUo (aid, 
Is*t not the tenour of his oracle. 
That King Leonies Ihall not have an heir, 
nrill his loft child be found f which, that it (hall. 
Is all as monftrous to our human reafon, 

I nan to rejoice^ tb$firmgr ^een t s WB L l ?] The fpeaker » 
here giving reafons why the King fhoald marry again. One reafon 
is, pity to the State; another ^ regard to the continuance of the royal 
ftmily; and the tbird, comfort and confolation to the King*s af- 
fli£iion. All hitherto is plain, and becoming a Privy-counfeUor. 
Bat now comes in, what he calls, a holy argument for it, and tb^^t 
is a rejoicing that the former ^ueem is njoell and at reft. To make 
this argument of force, we muft conclude that the fpeaker went 
upon this opinion, that a widower can never heartily rejoice that 
his former wife is at reft, till he has got another. Without doubt 
Shake/pear wrote, 

What were more holy, 

nan to rejoice the former ^een ? This will. 
What, iays the fpeaker, can be a more holy motive to a new 
choice than that it will glad the fpirit of the former Queen ? !or 
ihe was of fo excellent a difpofition that the happinefs of the King 
and Kingdom, to be procured by it, will give ' her extreme plca- 
fure. The Poet goes upon the general opinion, that the fpirits of 
the happy in the other world are concerned for the condition of 
their furviving friends. 

As 
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As my dntigonus to break his grave, 
An4 come again to me \ who, on ^ly life^ 
Pid periih with the infant ^Tis your col|^le^, 
My lord fhould tp the heav*ns l)e cmtrary ; 
Oppofe againft their wills.— -Care not fqr i^ije; 

{"to th^ King. 
The crown will find an heir. Great jtlexander 
Left his to th'worthieft; (o his (uccefibr 
Was like to be the beft. 

Leo. Good PauHna^ 
Who haft the memory of Hermione^ 
I know, in honoijr : O, that ever I 
Had fquar'd me to thy counfel!' then, even now 
I might have look'd upon my Queen's full cyc% 
Have taken treafure from her lip^! 

Pau. And left them 
More rich, for what they yidded« 

L^o. Thou fpeak'ft truth : 
No more fuch wives, therefore no wife ; one worft^ 
And better us'd, would make her &mted ^irit 
Again poflefs her corps ; and on this ftage, 
C Where we (a) offend her now) appear foul-vezt^ 
And begin. Why to me?— — 

Pau, Had Ihe fuch power. 
She had juft caufe. 

Leo. She had, and would incenie me 
To murder her I married. 

Pau. I ihould fo : 
Were I the ghoft that walked, Vd bid you mark 
Her eye, and tell me, for what dull part in't 
You chofe her ; tlien Pd (hriek, that even your eais 
Shou'd rift to hear me, and the words that foJlowi'd 
Should be. Remember mine. 

Leo. Stars, ftars. 
And all eyes elfe, dead coals: fe^ thou no wife: 
I'll have no v/ifcy Paulina. 

[ (a) offtndbtr. Mr, Theobald— —Vulg. offenders. 

Pan. 
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Pau. Will you fwear 
Never to marry, but by my free leave ? 

Ia(^. Never, Paulina ; fo be blefs'd my fpirit ! 

IPau. Then» good my lords, bear wicnefs to his oatli. 

Cko. You tempt him over-much. 

fau. Unleis another. 
As like Hermione as is her pifture. 
Affront his eye. 

Clio. Good Madam, pray, have done. 

Pau. Yet, if my lord will marry ; if you will. Sir •, 
No remedy, but you will ; give me che office 
To diufe you a Qieen ; ihe fhall not be fo young 
As was your former ; but ihe ihall be fuch, 
^ As, walkM your firft Queen's ghoft, it ihould take joy 
To fee her in your arms. 

Leo. My true Paulina^ 
We flialJ not marry, 'till thou bid'ft us. 

Pau. That 
Shall be, when your firft Queen's again in breath : 
Never till then. 

SCENE II. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Gent. One that gives out himfelf prince FlarizeU 
Son of Polixenes^ with his princefs ((he. 
The faireft I have yet beheld) defires accefi. 
To your high prefence. 

Leo. What with him ? he comes not 
Like to his father^s greatnefs ; his approach. 
So out of circumftance and fudden, tells us, 
'Tis not a vifitation fram'd, but forc'd 
By need and accident. What train ? 

Gent. But few. 
And thofe but mean. 

Leo. His princefs, fay you, with him ? 

Gent. 
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Genf. Yes ; the moft peerlefs piece of earthy I think. 
That e'er the fun Ihone bright on. 

Pau, 0\i Hermione^ 
As arery prefect time doth boaft itfelf 
Above a better, gone; * fo mud thy grave 
Give way to what's fcen now. Sir, you yourfelf 
Have faid, and writ fo ; but your writing now 
Is colder than that theme ; Jbe bad not been. 
Nor was Jbe to be equalled i thus your verfc 
Flow'd with her beauty once; *tis IhrewdJy cbtfd. 
To fay, you've {t^n a better. 

Gent. Pardon, Madam ; 
The one I have almoft forgot, (your pardon) 
The other, when (he has obtained your eye. 
Will have your tongue too. This is a creature. 
Would ihe begin a fe<5t, might quench the zeal 
Of all profeflbrs elfe, make profelites 
Of who ihe but bid follow. 

Pau. How? not women? 

Gent. Women will love her, that ihe is a woman 
More worth than any man : men, that ihe i^ 
The rareft of all women. 

Uo. Go, Cleominesi 
Ypurfelf (aififted with your honoured friends) 
Bring them to our embracement. Still 'tis ftrange 
He thus ihould ileal upon us. [^Exit Clco* 

Pau. Had our prince 
(Jewel of children) feen this hour, he had pair'd 
Well with this lord s there was not full a month 
Between their births. 

Leo. Pr'ythee, no more j ceaie j thou know'ftt 
He dies to me again, when talk'd of: fure. 
When I ihall fee this gentleman, thy fpecches 
Will bring me to coniider that which may 
Unfurniih me of reafon. They are come. 

z fi muft thy granji] Granji for Efitafb. 

Vol. III. Bb SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

Enter Florizel, Plerdifa, Qeotnines^ md others^ 

Your mother waa mofl: true to wedlock, prince. 
For iflie did print your royal fethcr off. 
Conceiving you. Were I but twenty one. 
Your fathcr^s image is fo hit in you. 
His very air, that I Ihould call you brother. 
As I did him, and fpcdk of fomething wildly 
By us perform'd before. Moft dearly welcome. 
As your fair princefs, goddefs! — oh! alas! 
I loft a couple, that *twixt heav'n and earth 
Might thus have flood begetting wonder, as 
You gracious couple do ; and then I loft 
(All riiine own folly I ) the fodety. 
Amity too of your brave father, whom 
(Tho* bearing mifery) I defire my Hfc 
Once more to look on. 

Fh. Sir, by his comnrand 
Have I here touched Sicilia^ and from hhn 
Give you all greetings, that a King, (at friend) 
C^n fend his brother ; and but infirmity. 
Which waits upon worn times, hath fomething feiz*d 
Hi^ wift'd abihtjr, he bad himfelf 
The lands and waters 'twhrt your throne and bis 
Meafur'd, to look upon you ; whom he Iovq, 
He bad me fey fo, more than all the fcepters. 
And thofe that bear them living. 

Leo. Oh, my brother! 
Goorf gentleman, the wrongs I have done thee ftir 
Afrcfh within me ; and thcfe thy offices. 
So rarely kind, arc as interpreters 
Of my behind-hand ftackncfs. Welcome hither. 
As is the fpring to th» earth. And hath he too 
Exposed this pafagoa to th* fearful ul^e 

::.-:. (At 
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(At Icaft, urigcntlej ©f' the dreadful NeptuHey 
To greet a man, not worth her pains; much left, 
Th* adventure of her perfon? 

Flo. Good my ford. 
She came from libya. 

Leo. Where the vfttWkt Smalus^ 
ThAt noble honoor'd lofd, is fear*d, and lov'd ? 

Flo. Mod royal Sir, 
From thence ; from him, whofe daughter 
His tears proclaim'^ his parting with her ; thence 
(A profperous foiith-wmd friendly) we have croft'd^' 
To execute the charge my father gave me. 
For vifiting your highnefe-, my bed train 
I have from your Sicilian Ihorcs difthtfs^d. 
Who for Bohemia bend, to fignifie 
Not only thy fucceftjn lihya^ Sir, 
But my arrival, and my wife's, in lafety 
Here, where we arc, 

Leo. The bleflcd Gods 
Purge all infeftion from our air, whilft you 
Do climate here! You have a holy father, 
A gracefol gentleman, againft whofe perfon^ 
So iacml as it is, I have done fin ; 
For which the heavens, taking angry note. 
Have left me iflue-Iefs ; and your fathers Ueli'd^ 
As he from heaven merits it, with you. 
Worthy his goodnefs. What rnigm I have been. 
Might I a fon and daughter now have look'd ont 
Such goodly things as you? 

S C E N E IV. 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord. Moft noble Sir, 
That, which I Ihall report, will bear no credit. 
Were not the proof fo high. Plcaie you, great Sir, 

B b 2 Bobemi^i 
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Bohemia greets you from hitnlelf» by me ; ^ 
Defires you to attach his fon, who has^ 
His dignity and duty both caft ofF^ 
Fled from his father, from his hopes, and with 
A fhepherd's daughter. 

Leo. Whtrt*s Bohemia? {pezk. 
Lord. Here in your city } I now came from bim, 
I fpeak amazedly, and it becomes 
My marvel, and my meffage : to your court 
Whilft he was haftning, in the chafe, h feems. 
Of this fair couple, meets he on the way 
The father of this feeming lady, and 
Her brother, having both their country quitted 
With this young Prince. 

Flo. Camilio has betray'd me ; 
Whofe honour and whofe honefty 'till now 
EndurM all weathers. 

Lord. Lay*t fo to his charge ; 
He's with the king your father. 

Leo. Who? Camilio? 

Lord. CamUlOt Sir, I fpake with him ; who now 
Has thefe poor men in queftion. Never faw I - 
Wretches fo quake; j they kneel, t^ey kifs the earth ; 
Forfwear themfelves, as often as they fpeak: 
Bohemia ftops his ears, and thr&itens them 
With divers deaths, in death. 

Per. Oh, my poor father ! 
The heav'n fets fpies upon us^ will not have 
Our contract celebrated. 

Leo. You are marry*d ? 

Flo. We are not. Sir, nor are we like to be 5 
The ftars, I fee, will kifs the valleys firftj 
The odds for high and low's alike. 

Leo. My lord. 
Is this the daughter of a King? ' 

Flo. She is, 
When once Ihe is my wife. •. 
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Leo* That onc«, I fee, by your good father's fpeed^ 
Will come on very flov^Iy. I am forry, 
(Moft forry) you have broken fi-om his liking; 
Where you were tyM in duty ; and as forry, 
' Your choice is not fo rich in birth as beauty. 
That you might well enjoy her. 

Flo. Dear, look up ; /L. 

Though Fortune^ vifible an enemy, . 

Should chafe us, wkh my father; power no jot 
Hath (he to change our loves, *Bcfcecli you, Sir, 
Remember, fince you ow*d no more to time 
Than I do now ; with thought of fuch affeftions. 
Step forth mine advocate ; at your requeft. 
My father will grant precious things, as trifles. 

Leo. Would he do lo, Pd beg your precious miftrefi^ 
Which he counts but a trifle. 

Pau. Sir, my liege. 
Your eye hath too much youth tn*t ; not a month 
*Forc your Queen dy'd, (he was more worth fuch gaxel 
Than what you look on now. 

Leo. I thought of her. 
Even in thefe k)oks I made — But your petition 

ITo Fiorizel. 
Is yet unanfwer'd ; I will to your father ; 
Your honour not overthrown by your defires, • 
Fm friend to them and you ; upon which errand 
I now go toward him, therefore follow me. 
And mark what way I make : come, good my lord. 

[Exeunt. 

5 Twr choici is not fi rich in woetk- ns iiont^,} Thi^ PoeC 
snaft have wrote^ 

Tour cboici is not fo rich in B I R T H «/ btnu^ | 
Becaafe Leontes was fo hx from difparagine, or tmnking mcanl/ 
of her worth, that, on the contrary, he ra£ar efteemt iSu a trcft* 
feme I and, in his next fpeech to (he Prince, calls her his fredons 
miflri/i. 

Bb3 SCENE 
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. . ■ S- C E • N ■ E V. • 
Near the Court i;t Sicilia. 

J .E^ter Autolicus, and a Gentleman. 

'Jut. T5 Efeech ybu. Sir, were yqu prcfeiit 41 thfe re* 
J3 lation? 

I Gcf^. I w^ by at the opwjipg pf the fv.thel,.bwrd 
the old Ihepherd tleliver the mariner hpw he fymA k % 
vrhereupQO,;^&er a little ;^inai^df)ei$) we wv« aJJ cpm- 
xnanded out of tl^e chamber: oqly this, tnecbougbCs I 
heard the £bepherd fay, he found the child. 

Aut. I would moft gladly know the ilTue of Jt. 

I Gent. I make a broken delivery of the bi^fioeis ; 
But the changes I jperceived in, the King, and QamiVo^ 
were very notes of admiration \ they feeip'd s^bnpftf 
with flaring on one another, to tear the cafes c^ tbetr 
fS^ Thqre was fpeech in t|idr di^bneis, . likyigiikige 
in* their very gefturc •, they loQk*d,,,a$ they bad beard 
of a world ranfom'd, or one d^royVl i a notable pat* 
fion of wonder appeared in th^oi ^ bi|t the wi^^ be* 
bolder, that knew no more but feeing, could not &y 
if th* importance were joy ox for^ow j bw in thi e«* 
tremicy of the one» it mull n^ed^ bp. 

\ . : . :. Enter anotbet^ Cenikinan. 

Hpre comes a gentknunj that, happily, knows more: 
the news, i?(?^^^? 

' 2 Gent. Nothing but bonfires : the oracle is fulfilled j 
d^s^ Kin^s daughter is found ; fuch a deal of wonder 
is broken out within this hour^ that ballad-makers can- 
not be able to exprefs it. 

Sinter another Gentleman; 

Here comes the lady Paulina*^ Steward, he can de- 
liver you more* How goes it now. Sir? this news, 

whkb 
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wfaidi is callM true, is fb like an old tale, that the 
verity of it is in ftrong fufpicion ; has the King found 
his heir? 

3 GfnL Mpft true, if ^ver truth were pregnant by 
circumftance: That which vouhear, you'll fwear you 
fee, there is foch unity in the proofs. The mantle of 
Queen Hertmne — her jewel about the neck of it — 
the ItxxtT^of Antigonus found with it, which they know 
to be bis charaffcer, — * the majefty of the creature, in 
refemfadance of the mother, — the afFcfition of noble- 
neis, which nature ihews above her breeding,— -and 
many other evidences proclaim her with all certainty 
to be the King's dai^ter. Did you fee the meeting 
of the two Kings? 

2 Gem. No. 

3 GefU. Then have you loft a fight, which was to be 
ieen, cannot be fpoken of. There might you have 
beheld one joy crown another, fo and in fuch manner, 
that it fcem'd, forrow wept to take leave of them, for 
their joy waded in tears. There was calling up of 
eyes, hotdii^ up of hands, with countenance of luch 
diftradion, chat they were to be known by garment, 
not by favour. Our King being ready to leap out of 
himiedf, for joy of his found daughter ; as if that joy 
were now become a lofi, cries, oh, thy mother, thy 
mother I then zsks Bohemia forgivenefs } then embraces 
his fon-in-law ; then again worries he his daughter, 
with clippmg hen Now he thanks the old ihepherd, 
who fbmds by, " like a weather-beaten conduit of 
** many Kings' reigns.** I never heard of fuch another 
encounter, which lames report to follow it, and un* 
does defeription to do it. 

2 GetU. What, pray you, became of Antigonusy that 
carry'd hence the child ? 

3 Gent. Like an old tale ftill, whkh will have mat* 
ters to rehearfe, tho* credit be afleep, and not an ear 
open s he was torn to pieces with a bear \ this avouches 

B b 4 the 
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the (hephcrd*s Ton, who has not only his inhoccha, 
which feems nauch to jullifie him, but- a^handkerchief 
and rings of his, that Paulina knows. 

I Gent. What became of his bark, and his fol- 
lowers ? 

3 Gent. Wreckt the fame inftant of their mafier's 
death, and in the view of the fliepherd ; {o that all 
the inftruments, which aided to expofe the child, 
were even then loft, when it was found. But, oh, 
the noble combat, that 'twbct joy and forrow was 
fought in Paulina I She had one eye dedinM for the 
lofsof her husband, another elevated that the Oracle 
was fulfilled. She lifted the Princefs from the earth, 
and fo locks her in embracing, as if ihe would pin 
her to her heart, that fhe might no more be in danger 
of lofing* 

I Gent. The dignity of this aft was worth the au- 
dience of Kings and Princes^ for by fuch was it 
adlcd, 

3 Gent. One of the prettieft touches of all, and that 
♦ which angled for mine eyes, was, whra at the rela- 
tion of the Queen's death, with the manner how Ihe 
came to it, bravely confefs'd, and lamented by the 
King, how attentivencfs wounded his daughter I *till, 
from one fign of dolour to another, ihe did with an, 
alas ! I would fain lay, bleed tears ; for, I am fure, 
my heart wept blood. Who was moft marble^ there 
changed colour ; fome fwooned, all forrowed % if all 
the world could have feen% the woe had been uni- 
verfal. 

I Gent. Are they returned to the court ? 
3 Gent. No. The Princefs hearing of her mother's 
ftatue, which is in the keeping of Paulina^ a piece 

4 tvhicb angled fir mini eyes, [caught tbi njuatir, ibo* net tbe^i] 
was, &c.] I dare pronounce what is here in hooks, a ^oft ftupid 
interpolation of fome player, that angled for a wittkifm s and there- 
fore have ftruck it out of the (ext. 

many 
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many years in doing, and now newly pcrformM by 
^ that rare ItaUan mafter, Julio Romano ; who, had 
he himfelf eternity, and could put breath into his 
work, would beguile nature of her cuftom, fo per- 
fedly he is her ape : He fb near to Hermione hath done 
Hermione^ that they fay, one would fpeak to her, and 
ftand in hope of anfwcr : Thither with all greedinels 
of afFeftion are they gone, and there they intend to 
fup. 

2 Gent. I thought, (he had fome great matter there 
in hand, for flie hath privately twice or thrice a-day, 
ever fince the death of Hermione^ vifited that removed 
houfe. Shall we thither, and with our company piece 
the rejoycing? 

I Gent. Who would be thence, that has the benefit 
of accefs ? every wink of an eye, fome new grace will 
be born : our abfence makes us unthrifty to our know- 
ledge. Let's along. [^Exeunt. 

Aut, Now, had I not the dalh of my former life in 
me, would prefernaent drop on my head. I brought 
the old man and his fon aboard the Prince ; told him, 
1 heard them talk of a farthel, and I know not what; 
but he at that time, over-fond of the fhepherd*s 
daughter, (fo he then took her to be) who began to 
be much fea-fick, and himfelf little better, extremity 
of weather continuing, this myftery remained undif- 

5 that ran Italian mafter^ Julio Romano; Cffr.] Mr. Theobold 
fays. All the encomiums put together t that have been conferred m 
this excellent artift in painting and arcbiteBure^ do not amount t9 
the fine praife here given him by our Author. Bat he is ever the an- 
lacKieft of all cri ticks when he paifes judgment on beauties and de- 
feds. The pailkge happens to be quite unworthy Shake/pear, i . He 
makes his fpeal^r fay, that was J alio Romano the God of Nature^ 
he would outdo Nature. For this is the plain meaning of the words, 
bad he himfelf eternity^ and could put breath into bis work, he nvomli 
beguile Nature of her cuflom, idh. He makes of this fiunooi 
Painter, a Statuary; 1 fuppofe conrounding liim with Michael Am* 
gelo ; but, what is woril of all, a painter of ftatuis^ like Mrs. Sal* 
«tf» of her wax-work. 

covered^ 
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covered. Bot ^is all om to me ; for had I been the 
finder out of this fecret, it would not have reliih'd 
dinong tny other difcredita. 

SCENE VI. 

Enter Shepherd and Clown. 

Here come thofe I have done good to againft my 
will, and already appearing in tSe blolToms of their 
fortune. 

Step. Come« boy, I am paft more children ; but 
thy fops and daughters will be ail gentlemen born. 

Clo. " You are well met, Sir j you denied to fight 
*^ with me this other day, becaufe I was no gentleman 
" born: fee you thefe cloaths? lay, you feethem not, 
. *^ and think me flill no gentleman born. You were 
^' be^ fay, thefe robes are not gentlemen born. Give 
^^ me the lie ; do, and try whether I am not now a 
•* gentleman born. 

Aut. I know you ^re now, Sir, a gentleman bom; 

Clo. Ay, and have been fo any time thefe four 
hours. 

Shep. And fo have I, boy. 

Clo. So you have ^ but I was a gentleman born be- 
fore my father % for the King's fon took me by the 
hand, and call'd me brother ; and then the two Kings 
call'd my father brother 5 and then the Prince my bro- 
ther, and the Princefs my lifter, caird my father, fa- 
ther, and fo we wept ; *' and there was the firft gen- 
•* tieman-like tears that ever we ihed; 

Shep. We may live, fon, to (bed many more. 

Clo. Ay, or elfe 'twere hard luck, being in fo pre- 
pofterous eftate as we are. 

Aut. I humbly befeech you. Sir, to pardon me all 
the faults I have committed to your worfhip, and to 
give me your good report to the Prince, my mafler« 

Ship. 
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Sh^f. 'Fr'ythee, fon, do; &r ve muft ; be gentlc't 
now we are gentlemen. 

Clo. Thou wilt amend thy life? 

jiuf. Ay> an it like your good worlhip* 

Clo. Give me thy hand ; I will fwcar to the PrlQc^ 
thou art as honed a true fellow as any is in Bobemiam 

Step. You may fay it, but not fwe^ it. 

Clo. Not fwear it, now I am a gentleman? kt 
boors and franklins fay it. Til fwe^ it* 

Sb^. How if it be falfe, fon ? 

Clo. If it be ne'er fo falle, a true gontleman msif 
fwear it in the behalf of his friend : and 1*11 fw«at: to 
the Prince, thou art a tall fellow of thy hand^, and 
that thou wilt hot be drunk ; but I know, thou art no 
tall fellow of thy hands ; and that thou wilt be drunk i 
but rif fwear it ; and, I would, thou would*ft be t 
tall fellow of thy hands. 

^f. 1 will prove fo. Sir, to my power. 

Clo. Ay, by any means prove a tall fellow, if I 
do not wonder how diou dar*ft venture to be drunk, 
not being a tall fellow, truli: me not. Hark, the Kiitgl 
and the Princes, our kindred, are going to fee the 
Queen's pifture. Come, follow us: we'll be thy 
good mafters. {^Ex^nf. 

S C . E N E VIL 

Changes to PaulinaV Houfe. 

Enter Leontes, Polixenes, Florizel, Perdifa, Camillo, 
Paulina, Lords and Attendants. 

Leo.f^ Grave and good Paulina^ the great comfort 
KJ That I have had of thecl 
Paul. What, fovereign Sir^ 
I did not well, I meant well ; all my fenrices 
You have paid home. But that you have vouchiaf M» 

Widi 
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•With your crowned brother, and thefe your contraded 
Heirs of your kingdoms, my poor houfe to vilit ; 
It is a furplus of your Grace, which never 
My life may lafl: to anfwer. 
t' Leo. O Paulina^ 

We honour you with trouble 5 but we came 
To fee the ftatue of our Queen. Your gallery 
Have we pais'd through, not without much content. 
In many ungularkies ; but we fa>y not 
That, which my daughter came tp look upon. 
The ftatue of her mother. 
« : Paul. As fhe liv'd peerlefs. 
So her dead likenefs, I do well believe. 
Excels whatever yet you look'd upon. 
Or hand of man hath done ; ^ therefore I keep it 
Lovely, apart. But here it is ; prepare 
To fee the life as lively mock'd, as ever 
Still fleep mock'd death ; behold, and fay, 'tis well! 
[Paulina draws a curkuHj and difccyen 
Htrmiont ftandingOke ajiaiue. 
I like your filencci it the more fliews off 
Your wonder; but yet Ipeak, firft you, my Llege^ 
Comes it not fbmething near? 

Z>^. Her natural pofture! 
Chide me, dear ftone, that I may fay, indeed. 
Thou art Hermione ; or rather, thou art Ihe, 
In thy not chiding ; for fhe was as tender 
As infancy and grace. But yet, Paulina^ 
Hermione was not fo much wrinkled, nothing 
So aged as this feems. 

Pol. Oh, not by much. 

Paul. So much the more our cajrver's excell^cc^ 

6 — — — ihirtfire I keep it 

Lovely^ «^af/.— ] Lpvefy, h e. charily, with more thaii 
onliiurx r^^ ^^ tendei^fsf. Tiie Oscfwd Editor read^ 

As if it could be apart without being alom. 

Which 
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Which lets go by fome fizteen years ; and makes her^ 
As ilie liv*d now. < 

Leo. As now flic might have done, ' 

So much to my^ good comfort, as it is 
Now piercing to my foul. Oh, thus flie ftood i 
Even with fuch life of Majefty, (warm life, 
As now it coldly ftarids) when firft I woo'd her* 
I am afliam'd ; do's not the ftone rebuke me. 
For being more ftone than it? oh, royal piece ! 
There's magick in thy Majefty^ which has 
My evils conjured to remembrance ; and 
From my admiring daughter took the fpirits. 
Standing like ftone with thee. 

Per. And give mc leave. 
And do not fay 'tis fuperftition, that 
I kneel, and then implore her bleffing.— Lady, 
Dear Queen, that ended when I but began. 
Give me that hand of yours to kifs. 

Paul. O, patience J—— 
The ftatue is but newly fix'd 5 the colour's 
Not dry. 

Cam. My Lord, your ibrrow was too fore laid on^ 
Which fizteen winters canriot blow away. 
So many fummers dry : fcarce any joy 
Did ever lb long live ; no lbrrow» 
But kiird itfelf much (boner. 

Pol. Dear my brother. 
Let him, that was the caufe of this, have power 
To take off fo much grief from you, as he 
Will piece up in himfelf. 

Paul. Indeed, my Lord, 
If I had thought, the fight of my poor image 
Would thus have wrought you, (for the ftone is mine,) 
I'd not have fliew'd it. 

Leo. Do not draw the curtain. 
Paul. No longer fhall you gaze on'c« left your fancy 
May think anon, it move. 

Leo. 
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7 Would I were dead, but that, methmks^ already— « 
What was^e, that <&} make k? fee, my Lotd, 
Would you not deem, it bfleath'd^ andthat chofe veins 
Did ?CriIy bedr bloods 

Pel Mafterly donel 
The very life feems warm upon her lip. 

hn. ^ The fixure of her eye has mocbn in't. 
As we were mockM with art. 

faul. Pll draw the ctirtain* 
My Lord's almoft fo &r tranfported; that 
He'll think anon, it lives. 

Leo. O fweet Paulina^ 
Make me to think fo twenty years together : 
No fettled fenfes of the world cad match 
The pleafure of that madnefs. Let*t alone. 

Paul. \*m forty, Sk*, I hare thus hr ftirr'd yod ; but 
9 I could afilid: you further* 

Leo. Do, Paulina*^ 
For this aftiftibn haJi si (afte as fweet 
As any cordial comfort. Still, methinks, 
Thcfre Is an air comes from her. What fine chkesel 
Could ever yet cut breath? kt no man mock me. 
For I will kifs her. 

7 JFou/J I tvin duui, iut tUt, mttklnh, atnaijf^'] Tie i» 
tence compleated is» 

«— ^ but fhat^ mitbittkff alreadj I cgnver/mrndf tii diod. 
But tkcM his paffion made him bredk off. 

8 ne FIX V ax if hit ey$ &m moiion mi,} Thm k M nedadc: 
We flioQld ready 

The vi9SVKU9f bir eyi'^-^^ 
i, e. the focket» the place where the eye is. 

9 / ktmJdMi^you/attbA^.'} If it had not beeir for die aiifiver« 
^Be Ihottld have conchidcd the Poet had wrote, mff$aym% kow- 
ever he ufes affiia in the ienfe of affiQ. Thit is oolj obfared ft> 
ihew, that when we find words to which we moil put an nnDfiul 
fignification to makp fea6, that we oug^t to conclude Sbakt^imr 
ie6dfc that Ubertyt and fliac the teitt is not corrupted. A thing the 
Oxford Editor iwdd have confidered. 

Paul. 
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Paul. Good my lord, forbear ; 
The ruddinefs upon her lip is wet ; 
You'll marr it, if you kifs it; (tain your own 
With oily painting ; fhall I draw the curtain ? 
Leo. Nos not thefe twenty years. 
Per. So long could I 
Stand by, a looker on. 
Paul. Either forbear^ 
Quit prefently the chapel^ or rcfdve you 
For more amazemmt ; if you can behold ir» 
I'll make the flatue n:iove, indeed ; deicend. 
And take you by the hand -, but then you'U think. 
Which I proteft againft, I am affifted 
By wicked powers. 

Leo. What you can make her do^ 
I am content to look on ; what to fpeak, 
I am content to hear : for 'tis as eafic 
To make her fpeak, as move. 

Paui. It is requirM, 
You do awake your faith ; then, all ftand ftill : 
And thofe^ that think it is unlawful bufineis 
I am alXHic, let them depart. 

Leo. Proceed ; 
No foot; Ihall ftir. 

Paul. Mufick; awake her: ftrike; [^Mu/ck. 

'Tis time, defcend ; be ftoneno more; approach. 
Strike all that look upon with marvel. Come, 
ril fill youF grave up: ftir ; nay, come away: 
Bequeath to death your numbnefs ; for from him 
Dear life redeems you ; you perceive, (he ftirs ; 

[Hermione comes down. 
Start not 1^ her aAions (hall be holy, as. 
You hear, my fpell is lawful ; do not ihun her, 
Untill you (ee her die again, for then 
You kill her double. Nay, prefent your hand ; 
When Ihe was young, you woo'd her ; now in age. 
Is (ke become the fuitor. 

Leo* 
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Lfo. Oh, (he's warm j [^Emhracing her. 

If this be magick, let it be an art 
Lawful as eating. 

PoL She embraces him. 

Cam. She hangs about his neck ; 
If fhe pertain to life, let her fpeak too. 

Pol. Ay, and make it manifeft where fhe has liv'd. 
Or how ftorn from the dead? 

Paul. That fhe is living, 
' Were it but told you, fhould be hooted at 
Like an old tale ; but it appears, flie lives, 
Tho' yet fhe fpeak not. Mark a little while. 
Pleaie you to interpofe, fair Madam, kneel. 
And pray your mother's bleffing i turn, good Lady : 
Our Perdita is found. 

{Prefenting Perdita, who kneels to Hcrm. 

Her. You Gods, look down. 
And from your facred vials pour your graces 
Upon my daughter's head % tell me, mine own. 
Where haft thou been prefcrv'd ? where liv*d ? how 

found 
Thy father's court ; for thou fhalt hear^ that I, 
Knowing by Paulina that the Oracle 
Gave hope thou waft in being, have preferv'd 
Myfelf, to fee the ifTue. 

Paul. There's time enough for That % 
Left they defire, upon this pu(h, to trouble 
Your joys with like relation. Go together. 
You precious winners all, your exultation 
Partake to every one ; ^* I, an old turtle, 
^^ Will wing me to ibme withered bough, and there 
*^ My mate, that's never to be found again, 
" Lament 'till I am loft. 

Lso. O peace, Paulina: 
Thou fhouldft a husband take by my confent. 
As I by thine, a wife. This is a match. 
And made between's by vows. Thou haft found mioe^ 

But 
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But how, is to be queftion'd ; for I faw her. 

As I thought, dead ; and have, in vain, faid many 

A prayer upon her grave. I'll not feek far 

(For him, I partly know his mind) to find thee 

An honourable husband. Come, Camtllo^ 

And take her by the hand ; whofc worth and honefty 

Is richly noted ; and here juftified 

By us, a pair of Kin^s. Let*s from this place. 

What? look upon my brother: Both your pardons. 

That e'er I put between your holy looks 

My ill fufpicion: this, your fon-in-law. 

And fon unto the King ■ whom heav*ns direfting. 

Is troth-plight to your daughter. Good Paulina^ 

Lead us from hence, where we may Icifurely 

Each one demand, and anfwer to his part 

Performed in this wide gap of time, fince firft 

We were diflever*d. Haftily lead away. 

[Exeunt omnei. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON2E. 

KING John. 

Prince Henry, Son to the Khg. 

Arthur, Duke of Brctagne, and Nephew to the Kin^. 

Pembroke, ^ 

Effex, / 

Salisbury, > Englifh Z^pr///. 

Hubert, ( - ^ 

Bigot, J 

Faulconbridgc, Baftard-Son to Richard the Ftrft. 

Robert Faulconbridge, fuppos'd Brother to the Baftard. 

James Gurncy, Servant to the Lady Faulconbridgp. 

Peter of Pomfret, a Prophet. 

Philip, King of France, 

Lewis, /i&^ Dauphin. 

Arch-Duke of Auftria. • - • 

Cardinal Pandulpho, the Pope^s Legate. 

Melun, a French Lord. 

Chatilion, Amhaffador from France to King John. 

Elinor, ^een-Mother of England. 

Conftance, Mother to Arthur, 

Blanch, Daughter to Alphonfo King of Caftile, and 

Neice to King John. 
Lady Faulconbridge, Mother to the Baftard^ and 

Robert Faulconbridge. 

Citizens of Anglers, Heralds^ Executioners^ Mejfengers^ 
Soldiers y and other Attendants. 

the SCENE, fometimes in England, andfometimes 
in France. 
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^The LIFE and DEATH of 

KING JOHN. 



A C T I. S C E N E L 

ne Court of England. 

Enter ICmg John, ^een Elinor, Pembroke, Eflex, 
^}/?i Salisbury, ^/i» Cbatilion^ 

JG/g" John. 

I O W, fey, CbatilioHy what would France 
with us ? 
Chat. Thus, after greeting, fpeaks the 
King of France J 
In my behaviour, to the Majefty, 
The borrowed Majefty of England here. 

Eli. A ftrange beginnings borrowed Majefty ! 
K. John* Silence, good mother 5 hear the embaflie. 

I The troublefome Reign of King John was written in two parts, 
by ^ Shake/pear and W, Rowley^ and printed 1611. Bat the 
prefent Play is intirely different^ and infinitely fuperior to it. 

Mr. Pope. 

Cc 3 Chat. 
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Chat. Philip of France^ in right and true bdialf 
Of thy dcceafcd brother Geffref% fon, 
Arthur Plant^enef^ lays lawful claim 
To this fair i&nd, and the territories: 
To Ireland^ PoiHierSj Anjoa^ ^ouraine^ Maim: 
Dcfiring thee to lay afide the fword, 
Which fways ufurpingly thefe feveral titles ; 
And put the lame into young Arthur^% hand» 
Thy nephew, and right-royal Sovereign. 

K. John. What follows, if we difallow of this ? 

Chat. The proud controul of fierce and bloody war, 
T* inforce thefe rights fo forcibly with-hcld. 

K. John. Here have we war for war, and blood 
for blood, 
Cbntroulment for controulment ; ib anfwer France. 

Chat. Then take my King's defiance from my mouth. 
The fartheit Umiit of my embaflle. 

K. John. Bear mine to him, and fo depart in peace. 
Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France^ 
For ere thou cahft report, I will be there. 
The thunder of my cannon Ihall be heard. 
So, hence ! be thou the trumpet of our wrath. 
And fullen prefage of your own decay. 
An honourable conduA let bim have, 
Pembroke^ look to't; farcwel, Chatilion. 

[Exeunt Chdti and Vtm. 

Eli. What now, my fon, have I not ever faid. 
How that ambitious Conftance would not ceafc. 
Till (he had kindled France and all the world. 
Upon the right and party of her fon ? 
This might have been prevented, and made wholb 
With very eafy arguments of love ; 
Which now the manage of two kingdoms mufl: 
With fearful, bloody, iflue arbitrate. 

K.John. Our ftrong pofleflion, and our right for us — 

Eli. Your ftrong po£fe(Iion much more than your 
right, 

Or 
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Or cJfe it muft go wroog with you and me r 
So much my conicience whifpers in your ear» . 
Which none but heair'n^ a^d you, and I Ihall hear. 

Efepe. My Liege, here i$ tte ftrai^eft coqtraver fie. 
Come from the country to be jqdg'd by you^ 
That e'er I heard : fhall I produce th^ lOen ? 

K. John. Let them approadi. 
Our abbies and our priories ihall pay 
This expedition's charge— ~»- What men are you? 

SCENE n. 

Enter Robert Faulconbridgp, Md Philip, Ms Brother p 
the Baftard. 

Phil. Your faithful fubje(5l:, I, a ^ntleman 
Born in Northampton/hire^ and cldeft fon. 
As I fuppofe, to Robert Faulconbridgey 
A foldier, by the honour-giving hand 
Of C(eur-de4ion knighted in the field. 

K. John. What art thou ? 

Robert. The fon and heir to that hmtFatdconbridge. 

K. John. Is that the elder, and art thou the heir? 
You came not of one mother then, it feems? 

Pbil. Moft certain of one mother, mighty King, 
That is well known \ and, as I think, one father : 
But for the certain knowledge of that truth, 
I put you o'er to heav'n, and to my mother \ 
Of that I doubt, as all mens* children may. 

Eli. Out on thee, rude man ! thou doft fliame thy 
mother. 
And wound her honour with this diffidence. 

Phil. I, Madam ? no, I have no reafon for it ; 
That is my brother's plea, and none of mine ; 
The which if he can prove, he pops me out 
At leaft from fair five hundred pound a year : 
Hcav'n guard my mother's honour, and my land? 

Cc 4 Y:..Job^. 
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K. Jobft. A good blunt fellow ; why, being younger 
born. 
Doth he lay claim to thine inheritance ? 

Phil. I know not why, except to get the land ; 
But, once, he flander'd me with baftardy : 
But whether I be true begot or no, 
That ftill I lay upon my mother*s head j 
But that I am as* well begot, my Liege, 
(l^air fall the bone«, that took the pains for me !) 
Compare our faces, and be judge yourfelf. 
If old Sir Robert did beget us both. 
And were our father, and this fon like him ; 

old Sir Robert, father, on my knee 

1 give heav'n thanks, I was not like to thee. 

K. John. Why, what a mad-cap hath heav'n lent 
us here ? 

Eli. He hath a trick of Caur'de4ion*s face. 
The accent of his tongue afFcdeth him : 
Do you not read fome tokens of my fon 
In the large compofition of this man ? 

K.Jabn. Mine .eye .hath well examined his parts. 
And finds them perfeft Richard: Sirrah, fpeak. 
What doth move you to claim your brother's land ? 

Phil. Becaufe he hath a half-face, like my father. 
With that half- face would he have all my land ? 
. A half-fac'd groat, five hundred pound a year! 

Rob. My gracious Liiege, when that my father liv'd. 
Your brother did imploy my fathtr much ; ■ ■ 

Phil. Well, Sir, by this you cannot get my land. 
• If our tale mull be, how he imploy*d my mother. 

Rob. And once di(patch*d him in an cmbaflic 
To Germany ; there with the Emperor 
To treat of high affairs touching that time : 
Th' advantage of his abfence took the King, 
And in the mean time fojourn'd at my father's ; 
Where, how he did prevail, I (liame to fpeak : 
But truth is truth ; large lengths of feas and ihores 

Between 
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Between my father and my mother lay, 
(As 1 have heard my father fpeak himfelf ) 
When this fame lufty gentleman was got. 
Upon his death- bed he by will bequeathed 
His lands to me ; and took it on his death. 
That this, my mother's fon, was none of his j 
And if he were, he came into the world 
Full fourteen weeks before the courfc of time; 
Then, good my Liege, let me have what is mine. 
My father's land, as was my father's will. 

K. John. Sirrah, your brother is legitimate ; 
Your father's wife did after wedlock bear him : 
And if fhe did play falfe, the fauk was hers ; 
Which fauk lyes on the hazard of all husbands. 
That marry wives. Tell me, how if my brother. 
Who, as you fay, took pains to get this fon. 
Had of your father claimed this fon for his ? 
In footh, good friend, your father might have kept 
This calf, bred from his cow, from all the world. 
In (both, he might ; then, if he were my brother's. 
My brother might not claim him ; nor your father. 
Being none of his, refufe him ; this concludes. 
My mother's fon did get your father's heir. 
Your father's heir muft have your father's land. 

Rob. Shall then my father's Will be of no force 
To difpoflefs that child, which is not his? 

Pbit. Of no more force to difpoflefs me. Sir, 
Than was his will to get hie, as I think. , 

Eli. Whether hadft thou rather be a Faulconhridge^ 
And, like thy brother, to enjoy thy land: 
Or the reputed Son of Caur-deMon^ 
* Lord of the prefcnce, and no land befide ? 

2 Lord of TKY prefinety and no land hefift ?] lard of thy pre^' 
fines can fignify only, Mafttr of thy f elf y and it is a ftrange ex* 
preilion to figrvify even that. However that he might be, with- 
out parting with his land. We (hoald read. 

Lord of* THE prefencig ^ 

I. #. Prince of the Blood. 

Pbil. 
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Phil. Madam» aind if my brother had my ih^» 
And I had bis. Sir Robert his^ like him ; 
And if my lem were two fuch riding rods. 
My arms fgcb eel-sktm ftuft i ' mv face fo thin, 
^ That in mine ear I durft not ftick a rofe. 
Left men (hould fay, ^^ look, where three &rtbingi 

goes! 
«< And to his ihape were heir to all this land •,'* 
'Would, I might never ftir from off* this place» 
rd give it ev*ry foot to have this face : 
I would not be Sir Nobbe in any cafe* 

EIL I like thee well ; wilt thou forfake thy fortune^ 
Bequeath thy land to him, and follow me ? 
I am a fbldier, and now bound to France. 

PbU. Brother^ take you my land, I'll take my 
chance; 
Your face hath got five hundred pound a year^ 
Yet fell your face for five pence, and 'tis dear. 
Madam, PU follow you unto the death. 

£li. Nay, I would have you go before me thither. 



wyface fo tbln^ 



nai in mine ear I durft mi ftick a ro(e» 

Left mm fipuid fof^ Iwk^ wbert chroe^-faitliiBgB goes /] 
We mufl obferve» to explain tkis allufion, that Qoeen KUxaUA 
was the firft, and indeed the only Prince who coin'd in England 
three-halfpence, and three-farthing pieces. She at one and the 
fame time coin*d (hiUingSy fixpences, greats, three- pences^ two- 
pencesy riuee-half-penoe, pence, thrae-nfthingt» and ha^pence: 
And thefe pieces ail had her bead, and were aUtrmaie^ with 
the Refe behind, and without the 'Rofe. The (hilling, graac^ two- 
pence, penny, and half-penny had it not : The otJier interme- 
diate coins, <z;/s, the fix-penoe, three-pence, three-haif-pence, and 
three- farthings had the Rofe. Mr. nathald. 

4 That in mm ear / durft mt ftick a rofe.] The ticking Re^s 
aboDt tbcm was then all the court-MMon, as appears fiom tUs 
paiSige of the Cowfeffiw Caiboliqne du S. di San^^ 1. 2. c« i. Jc 
lay ayappris a mettredesRosEs^r /Mii/riCMirx, i.e. ime^otrj 
place about him, fays the Speaker, of one to whom he had tau^t 
ail the court-^ihions. 

Phil. 
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Phil. Our Gountry manners give our bettor way. 

K. Jcbn. What is thy name ? 

Pbil. Pbilipf my Liege» fo is my name begun ; 
Ptilipi good old Sir y2^^^/*s wife's cldcftfon. 

K. Jolm. From henceforth bear his name, whole 
form thou bear'ft : 
Kneel thou down PUKp^ but rife up more great ; 
Arife Sir Ricbard^ and Plantagenet. 

Pint. Brother by th* mother's fide, give me your 
hand; 
My father gave me honour, yours gave land. 
Now bkfled be the hour, by night or day. 
When I was got. Sir Robert was away ! 

ER. The very fpirit of Plantagenet ! 
I am thy grandam \ Richard^ cm me io. 

PbU. Madam, by chance, but not by truth ; what 
though ? 
Something about, a little from the right. 

In at the window, or elfe o'er the hatch : 
Who dares not ftir by day, muft walk by nighty 

And have his have, however men do catch \ 
Near or far off, well won is Hill well (hot ; 
And I am I, howe'er I was begot. 

K. John. Go, Faukanbridge^novr haft thou thy defire ; 
A landiefs Knight makes thee a landed 'Squire : 
Come, Madam ; and come, Richard ; we muft fpeed 
For France f for ^France •, for it is more than need. 

PbiL Brother, adieu i good fortune come to thee. 
For thou was got i'th way of honefty • 

lExeunt all hut Philip. 

SCENE III. 

A foot of honour better than I was. 
But many a many foot of land the worfe ! 
Well, now can 1 make any Joan a lady. 

« Good 
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" Good^cn, Sir i2/Vi&^rJ,— — Godamcrcy, feJJow; 

" And if his name bQ-Georgey Vll call' him Pefer 5 

** For new-made honour doth forget mens.' names : 

•* *Tis too refpeftive and unfociable. 

*' For your converfing. Now your traveller, 

*' He and his tooth-pick at my worfliip's mefs ; 

*^ And when my knightly ftomach is fufEc'd, 

*' Why then I fuck my teeth, and catechife 

** My * piked man of countries ; — rMy dear Sir, 

** (Thus leaning on mine elbow, I begin) 

** I (hall befeech you,-— that is qucftion now 5 

*^ And then comes anfwer like an ABC-book : 

*' O Sir, fays anfwer, at your befl: command, 

** At your employment, at your fervice. Sir :■ 

^ No, Sir, fays queftion, I, fwect Sir, at yours,—— 

♦* ^ And fo e'er anfwer knows what queftion would, 

*' Saving in dialogue of compliment ; 

** And talking of the Jlps and Apennines^ 

** The Pyrenean and the river Po ; 

•* It draws, towards fupper in conclufion, fo. 

But 

5 Pike J many'] i.e. formally bearded. Mr.P^e. 

6 Anifo ier answer knows *whai queftion tjoould^ 

Saving /« dialogue of compliment.] In Chis£ne fpeech, fauU 
tonhridge would (hew the advantages and prerogatives of mm rf 
luorfiip. He obferves, particularly, that be has the Traveller at 
command; (people at that time, when a new world was difcover- 
ingy in the higheft eflimation) At the firfl intimation of his deiire, 
to hear ftrange flories, the Traveller complies, and will (carce give 
him leave to make his queftion, but e'er anfwer knows fwhai quef 
tion fwould — What then, why, according to the prefent reading, 
it grows towards fupper-time : And is not this ^worjhifful fociety ? 
To fpend all the time between dinner and fupper before either of 
them knows what the other would be at. Read serving infiead 
aifavingy and all this nonfenfe is avoided ; and the account ftands 
thus, " £*er anfwer knows what queftion would be at, my travel- 
** Itvferves in bis dialogue of compliment ^ which is his ftanding 
*^ di(h at all tables ; then he comes to talk of the Alps and Ape- 
*' nines^ 8cc, and, by the time this difcoarfe concludes, it draws 

" towards^ 
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•* But this is worlhipfol fociety^ 

And fits the mounting fpirit Jike myfelf: 

For he is but a baftard to the time^ 

That doth not fipack of obfervation ; ^ 

[7 And fo am I, whether I fmack or no:] 

And not alone in habit and device^. 

Exterior form, outward accoutrontient 5 

But from the inward motion to deliver 

Sweet, fweet, fwect' poifon for the age*s to6th j 

Which tho* Iwill not praftife to deceive. 

Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn ; 

For it fliall flirew the footftep^ of my rifing. 

But who comes in fuch hafte^ in riding robes ? 

What woman-poft is this? hath ihe no hu3band9 . 

That will take pains to blorw a horn before her? 

O me! it is my mother ; now, good Jady, 

What brings you here to court fo haftily ? 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Lady Faulconbridge, and James. Gurney. 

Lady. Where is that flave, thy brother, where is he. 
That holds in chafe mine honour up and down?' 

PbiL My brother Robert, old Sir Robert's fon, - 
Colbrand the grant, that fame mighty man. 
Is it Sir Robert's fon, that you feek fo? 

'* towards Tapper.^' All this is fenfible and humorous ; and the 
phrafe of forcing in is a very pleafant one to denote that this was 
his worlhip's fecond cour/e. What follows fticws the romantic turn 
of the voyagers of that time; how greedily their relations were 
fwallowed, which he calls /weet foifm for tbi agts tooib ; and 
how acceptable it made men at court — For it Jhall fire^ thi 

footfteps of my rifing. And yet the Oxford Editor fays, by thit 

fijoeet poifin is meant flattery. 

7 Anifo am I, nxihether I fmack or no.l A fionfenfical line of the 
''Slayers. 

Lady. 
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Lady. Sir Rolerfs t^^t > ay» thou unrev^rend boy. 
Sir Roberts fon : why fcorn'll thdu tt Sir Robert f 
He is Sir Roberts fbn i and fo art thoa. 

Phil. James Gumey^ wilt thou give Us leaye a while? 

Gur. Good leave, good Philip. 

Phil. • Philip ! — • fpare me, James 5 
There's toys abroad; anon Pll tell thee more. 

[£jar James. 
^ Madam) I was not old Sir Roberts fon. 
Sir Robert might have eac his part in me 
Upon Good-Frtdof^ and ne'er broke his faft: 
Sir Robert could d6 well ; marry, confefs ! 
Cbuld he g!st me ? Sir Robert could not do it ; 
We knew his handy- work ; therefore^ good mother. 
To whom am I beholden for chefe lim^? 
Sir Robert never holpe to make this leg. 

Lady. Haft thou confpir*d with thy brother too. 
That, for thine pwn gain, fhould'ft defend mine honour ? 
What means this fcorn, thou moft untoward knave? 

Phil ' Knight, Knight, good mother Bafilifco 

like. 
What! I am dub*d; I have it on my fhoulder: 
But, mother, I am not Sir Robert'^ fon ; 
I have diiclaim'd Sir Robert j and my land ; 
Legitimation, name, and all is gone: 
Then, good my mother, let me know my father ; 
Some proper man, I hope •, who was it, mother ? 

S fhilip, fparrow, James.'] I think the Poet wrote, 
Philip ! fpare me, James. 

i, r. don^t affront me with an appellation that comes from a Fa- 
mily which 1 difclaim. 

9 Knighi, Knight, good «f(7/i&/r— Bafilifco like ] The wonis al- 
lude to an exprefilon in an old foolifh play, then the common hot 
of ridicule. But the beauty of the pailkge confifb in his allo^)' 
ing, at the fame time, t5 his high orlginiU. Hi$ &ther, Richard 
ihe/rjlf was furnamed Ceeur elelint. And the Ccr Le^mis, a %ui 
ibrof the £rfl magnitude, in the iign lio, is called BapU/e: 
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Lady. Haft thou deny'd thy felf a Faulconhrit^e ? 

fihU. As IButhfiilly^ as I deny the dtvil. 

Lady. King Richard Caur-de-lion was thy father 5 
By JonfiL and vefaemBnt fuir^ I was feduC'd 
To make roonni for him in my husband's bed. 
Heav'n lay not my tranigreffioh 10 aiy chftrg^ ! 
Thou art the iflbe of my dear oSeAce» 
Which was fo (Irongly ui^*d paft my defence. 

Phil. Now, by this ligbt^ ^Ikrt I to get again. 
Madam, I would not wiih a better father. 
Some fins do bear their privilege on earth, , 

And fo doth yours ; your 4ult was not your folly > 
Needs muft you lay your heart at his difpoft. 
Subjected tribute to commanding love ; 
Againft whofe fury, atid unmatched force. 
The awleis lion could hOt wage the fight ; 
Nor keep his princely heart froni Ricbar/ts liands,^ 
He, that perforce robs lions of their hearts^ 
May eafily win a woman^3. Ay, my mother. 
With all my heart, I thank thee for my father. 
Who lives and dares but iay^ thou dklfl: not well 
When I was cot, Pll fend his foul to hell. 
Come, lady, I will Ihew thee to my kin. 

And they Ihall fay, when Richard me begot. 
If thou hadit faid hitnnay^ it had been fin ; 

Who fays, it was, he lyes 5 I fay, 'twas not. 

\^Ex€unL 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 

Before the Walk of Anglers in France. 

Enter Philip King o^ France, Lewiis the Dauphin, the 
ArcbduKe of Auftria, Conllance, and Arthur. 

Lewis. 

BEFORE Anglers well met, .brave Auftria. 
Arthur I that great fore-runner of thy blood 
Ricbardy that robb'd the lion of bis heart. 
And fought the holy wars in Pakjline^ 
By this brave Duke came early to his grave : 
And for amends to his pofterity, 
At our importance hither is he come, 
T6 fpread his colours, boy, in thy behalf 5 
And to rebuke the ufurpation 
Of thy unnatural uncle, EngUJh John. 
Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither. 

Artb. God (hall forgive you Cceur-deylion^s death 
The rather, that you give his ofF-fpring life ; 
Shadowing their right under your wings of war. 
I give you welcome with a pow*rlefs hand. 
But with a heart full of unftained love : 
Welcome before the gates of Anglers^ Duke. 

Lewis. A noble boy ! who would not do thee right ? 

Aujl. Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kils. 
As feal to this indenture of my love ; 
That to my home I will no more return. 
Till Anglers and the right thou haft in France^ 
Together with that pale, that white-fac'd (here, 
Whofe foot fpurns back the ocean's roaring tides. 
And coops from other lands her iflanders ; 
Ev*n till that England^ hedged in with the main. 
That water-wallcd bulwark, ftill fecure 

And 
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And confident from foreign purpofcs, 
J£v*n till that outmoft corner of the weft. 
Salute thee for her King. Till then, fair boy. 
Will I not think of home, but follow arms. 

Coftfi. O, take his mother's thanks, a widow's thanks. 
Till your ftrong hand Ihall help to give him ftrength. 
To make a more requital to your love. 

^uft. The peace of heav'n is theirs, who lift their 
fwords 
In fuch a juft and charitable war. 

K. Pbilip. Well then, to work ; our engines (hall 
be bent 
Againft the brows of this relifting town ; 
Call for our chiefeft men of difcipline. 
To cull the plots of bed advantages. 
We^Jl lay before this town our royal bones, 
Wade to the market- place in Frencb-tnens* blood, . 
But we will make it fubjeft to this boy. 

Conft. Suy for an anfwer to your Embaflie, 
Left unadvised you ftain your fwords wich blood. 
My lord Cbaiilion may from England bring 
That right in peace, which here we urge in war ; 
And then we ihall repent each drop of blood. 
That hot raih hafte fo indiredly flied. 

Enter Chatilion. 

K. Pbilip. A wonder, lady! lo, upon thy wifli 
Our meffenger Cbatilim is arrived ; 
What England fays, fay briefly, gentle lord. 
We coldly paule for thee. Qfalilion^ fpeak. 

ChaL Then turn your forces from this paultry fiege. 
And ftir them up againft a mightier task. 
England^ impatient of your juft demands, 
Hath put himfelf in arms; the adverie winds, 
Whofe leifure I have ftaid, have giv'n him time 
To land his legions all as ibon as I. 
His marches are expedient' to this town, 

Vou IIL Dd His 
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His forces ftrong, his foldiers canfident. 
With him along is come the mother Queen j 
An Jle^ ftirring him to blood and ftrife. 
With her, her ncicc, the lady Blmcb of Spain ; 
>Vith them a baftard of the King deceased, 
j^nd all th' unfettlcd humours df the land^ 
Rafli, inconfidVate, fiery vohintartes, *" 

With ladies* fapes, and fierce dragons' fplccns. 
Have fold their fortunes at their native homes. 
Bearing their birthri^its proudly on then- backs. 
To make a hazard of new fortunes here. 
In brief, a braver choice of dauntlefs fpirits. 
Than now the Engli/h bottoms have waft o'er, 
' Did never float upon the fwelling tide. 
To do offence and fcathe in chriHendom. 
The interruption of then- chwlifh drums [Drumt heat. 
Cuts off more circumftance; they are at band. 
To parly, or to fight, therefore prepare. 

K. Philip. How much unlook'd , for is this ex- 
pedition ! 

Auft. By how much uncxpefted, by fo much 
We muft awake endeavour for defence ; 
For courage mounteth whh occafxon : 
Let them be wetpome then, we arc prepared. " 

SCENE 11. 

Enter King (/ England, Faulcohbridge, Elinor, Blanch, 
Pembroke, and others. 
K. John. Peac^ he to France; if France ^ in peace 
permit 
Our juft and lineal entrance to our own : 
If not, bleed France^ and peace afcend to heav'n, 
Whilfl we, God's wrathful agent, do correct 
Their proud contempt that beats his peace to hcav'n. 
K. Philip. Peace be to Engiandj if that war return 
From France to England^ there to live in peace ! 

England 
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England wc love ; and for that England's falce 
With burthen of our armour here we fweac ^ 
This toil of ours fliould be a work of thine. 
But thou from loving England art fo far. 
That thou haft under-wrought its lawful King ; 
Cut off the fcqucnce of poftcrityj 
Out-faced infant ftate ) and done a rape 
Upon the maiden virtue of the crown. 
Look here upon thy brother Geffreys face. 
Thefe eyes, thefe brows, were moulded out of his > 
This little abftrad doth contain that large. 
Which dy'd in Geffrty\ and the hand of time 
Shall draw this brief into as large a volume. 
That Geffrey was thy elder brother born. 
And this his fon ; England was Geffrey\ right. 
And this is Geffref^ \ in the name of God, 
How comes it then, that thou art call'd a King, 
When living blood doth in thefe temples beat. 
Which own the crown that thou o'er-maftcreft? 

K. John. From whom haft thou this great commif- 
fion, France^ 
To draw my anfwer to thy articles ? 

K, Philtp. From that fup^rnal judge, that ftirs good 
thoughts 
In any breaft of ftrong authority. 
To look into the bolts and ftains of right. 
That judge hath made me guardian to this boy ; 
Under whofe warrant I impeach thy wrong. 
And by whofe help I mean to chaftife it. 

K. John, Alack, thou doft ufurp authority. 

K. Philip. Excufe it, 'tis to beat ufurping down. 

Elu Who is't, that thou doft call ufurper, France ? 

C$nft. Let me make anfwer : thy ufurping fon.-— ~- 

Eli. Out, infolent ! thy baftard (hall be King, 
That thou may'ft be a Queen, and check the world ! 

Conft. My bed was ever to thy fon as true. 
As thine was to thy husband ; and this boy, 
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l.ikcr in feature to his father Geffrey^ 

Than thou and Jobn^ in manners being as like 

As rain to water, or devil to his dam. 

My boy a baftard! by my foul» I think. 

His father never was, fo true-bcgot; 

It cannot be, an if thou wert his mother. 

Eli. There's a good mother, boy, that blots thy father. i 
Conji. There's a good grandam, boy, that would 

' blot thee. 
jhfi. Peacc' 
Faulc. Hear the crier. 
Juji. What the devil art thou ? 
Faulc. One that will play the devil. Sir, with you. 
An a'may catch your hide and you alone. 
You are the hare, of whom the proverb goes, 
Whofe valour plucks dead Lions by the beard ; 
rU fmoak your skin-coat, an I catch you rights 
Sirrah, look to't ; Tfaith, I will, i' faith. 

Blanch. O, well did he become that Lion*s robe, , 
That did difrobe the Lion of that robe. I 

Faulc. It lyes as fightly on the back of him. 
As great Alcides* ' (hews upon an a(s ; 
But, afs, rU take that burthen from your back. 
Or lay on that, fhall make your (houlders crack. 

Auft. What cracker is this fame, that deafs our ears 
With this abundance of fuperfluous breath ? 
King Philips determine what we (hall do ftrair. 
K. PhiUp. Women and fools, break off your con- ; 
ference. ' 

King Jobn^ this is the very fum of all ; 
England^ and Ireland^ Anjou^ Touraine^ Maine^ 
In right of Arthur I do claim of thee : j 

Wilt thou refign them, and lay down thy arms ? | 

K. John. My life as foon.— -I do dcfie thee, France. 
Arthur of Britain^ yield thee to my hand ; . 
And out of my dear love PU give thee more, 

I Sheivi] Spelt right by Mr. Theobald. 
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Than e'er the coward-hand of France can win. 
Submit thee, boy. 

EU. Come to thy grandam, child. 

Conjt. Do, child, go to it grandam, child. 
Give grandam kingdom, and it grandam will 
Give it a plum, a cherry, and a fig ; 
There's a good grandam. 

j^tb. Good my mother, peace -, 
I would, that I were low laid in my grave ; 
I am not worth this coil, that's made for me. 

Eli. His mother fhames him fo, poor boy, he weeps. 

Conji. Now fliamc upon you,. wheVe fhe does or no ! 
His grandam's wrong, and not his mother's (hames. 
Draws thofe heav'n- moving pearls from his poor eyes. 
Which heav'n Ihall take in nature of a fee : 
Ay, with thefe cryftal beads heav'n fliall be brib'd 
To do him juftice, and revenge on you. 

Eti. Thou monftrous flanderer of heav'n and earth ! 

ConJl. Thou monftrous injurer of heav'n and earth I 
Call me not flanderer ; thou, and thine, ufurp 
The domination, royalties and rights 
Of this opprefled boy ; this is thy eldeft fon's fon, 
Infortunate in nothing but in thee : 
Thy fins are vifited in this poor child 5 
The canon of the law is laid on him ^ 
Being but the fecond generation 
Removed from thy fin-conceiving womb. 

K. John. Bedlam, have done. 

Conft. I have but this to fay. 
That he is not only plagued for her fin. 
But God hath made her fin and hertheplagqe 
On this removed iflfue, plagu'd for her. 
And with her plague her fin 5 his injury. 
Her injury, thfi beadle to her fin, 
All punilh'd in the perfon of this child, 
And all for her, a plague upon her! 

MU. Thou unadvisM fcold, I can produce 
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A will, that bars the title of thy fon. 

Conjl. Ay^ who doubts that ? a will ! — a wicked will i 
A woman's will, a cankrcd grandam's will. 

K. Phil. Peace, Lady j paufc, or be more temperate : 
It ill befccms this prefcnce to cry Aim 
To thefc ill-tuned repetitions. 
Some trumpet fummon hither to the walls 
Thefe men of Jngiers ; let us hear them fpeak^ 
Whofe title they admit, Arthur*^ or John^s. 

[Trumpet founds. 

SCENE HI. 

Enter a Citizen upon the Walls. 

Cit. Who is it, that hath warn*d us to the walls ? 

K. Pbilip, *Tis France J for England. 

K. John. England for itfelf ; 
You men of Anglers and my loving fubjefts u . ^ ■ 

K. Philip, You loving men of Jngiers^ jirtbur^% 
fubjefts, 
Our trumpet call'd you to this gentle parle— '•^ — 

K. Jobn^ For our advantage ; therefore hear us firft ; 
Thefe flags of France^ that are advanced here 
Before the eye and profpeft of your town. 
Have hither march'd to your endamagement. 
The cannons have their bowels full of wrath ir 
And ready mounted are they to fpit forth 
Their iron indignation 'gainfl: your walls ; 
All preparations for a bloody liege 
And mercilefs proceeding, by thefc French^ 
Confront your city's eyes, your winking gates 5 
And, but for our approach, thofe flecping floneSs 
That as a wafte do girdle you about. 
By the compulfion of their ordinance • 
By this time from their fixed beds of lime 
Had been diihabited, and wide havock made 
Far bloody power to rufh upon your peace* 

But 
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But on tbe fight of us your lawful King, 
(Who p^nfully w,kh much expedient march 
Have brought a counter-check before your gates. 
To fave unfcratchM your city's threatned checks) 
Behold, the Frencbj amaz'd, vouchfafe a parle; 
And now, inftead of bullets wrap*d in fire. 
To make, a Ihaking fever in your walls. 
They fhoot but calm worck folded up in fmoak. 
To make a faithlefs error in your ears *, 
Whi^h'truft accordingly, kind ckizehs ; 
And let in us, your King, whofe laboured fpirits, 
FoBO-weary'd in this aftion of fwift fpecd, 
CraiEe liarbQurage within your city- wails. 

K. Philip. When I have faid, make anfwcr to us 
both. 
Lo! in this right hand, whofe protedion 
Is mpft divinely vow'd upon the right 
Of him it holds, ftarids young Platitagemt 5 
Son to the elder brother of this nian. 
And King o'er htm, and all that he enjoys. 
For this down-trodden equity, we tread 
In warlike nurch chefe greens before your town : 
<Being no further enemy to you. 
Than the conftraint of hofpitable zeal. 
In the relief of this opprelfed child, 
Reltgioufly provokes. Be pkafed then 
To pay that duty, which you truly owe 
To him that owns it ; namely, this young prince. 
And then our arms, like to a muzzled bear. 
Save in afpeft, hath all offence feal'd up: 
Our cannons' malice vainly fhall be fpcnt 
Agaipft th* invulnerable clouds of heaven} 
And with a bleffid, and unvext retire. 
With unhack'd fwords, and helmets sJl unbruis*d» 
We will bear home that lufty blood again. 
Which here we came to fpout againft your town 1 
And leave your children, wives, and you in peace* 
D d 4 But 
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But if you fondly pafs our proffer'd ofiir, 
' Tis not the rounder of your old-fac*d walls 
Can hide you from our meflengers of war : 
Tho* all thcfe Englijb^ and their difcipline. 
Were harbour'd in their rude circumference. 
Then tell us, fhall your city call us lord, 
In that behalf which we have challenged it? 
Or fhall we give the fignal to our rage. 
And ftalk in blood to oar pofieifion ? 

Cit. In brief,^ we are the King oi EnglanistvkydBtsi 
For him, and in his right, we hold this town* 

K. John. Acknowledge then the King, and let me in. 

Cit. That can we not; but he that proves the 
King, ... 

To him will we prove loyal ; 'till that time. 
Have we ramm*d up our gates againfl the world. 

K. John. Doth not the crown of England prort 
the King? 
And if not that, I bring you witnelles. 
Twice fifteen thoufand hearts of Engkmd^s breeds*-*— 

Faulc. (Baflards, and elfe.) 

K. John. To verify our title with their lives. 

K. Philip. As many, ajid as well-born bloods as 
thofe— : 

Faulc. (Some baftards too.) 

K. Philip. Stand in his face to contradiA his claim. 

Cif. Till you compound, whofe right is wcxrchi^ 
We for the worthieft hold the right from both. 

K. John. Then God for^ve the fin of all thofe 
fouls. 
That to their everlafling refidence. 
Before the dew of evening fall, fhall fleet. 
In dreadful tryal of our kingdom's King ! 

JC. Philip. ^iw^ii,yff»tf«.——— Mount chevaliers, to 
arms! 

Faulc. Saint George that fwing'd the dragon, and 
e'er fince 

Sits 
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Sits on his horfeback at mine hofteis^ door. 

Teach us fome fehce. Sirrah, were I at home 

At your den, firrah, with your Lionels, 

I'd fet an ox^head to your Lion's hide. 

And make a monfier of you.-—— [To Auftria. 

/iuji. Peace, no more. 

Faulc: O, tremble 5 for you hear the Lion roar. 

K. yobn. Up higher to the plain, where we'll fet 
forth 
In beft appointment all our reginients. 

FauU. Speed then to take th* advantage of the field. 

K. Pbil^. It fliall be fo ; and at the other hill 
Command the reft to ftand. God, and our right! 

[Exeunt. 

S C E N E IV. 

'^hng Charge founded : tben^ after excurfwns^ enter the 
Herald of FnncQ with trumpets to the gates. 

F. Her. You men ofJngiersj open wide your gates. 
And let young Jrthur Duke of Bretagne in 5 
Who by the hand o{ France this day hath made 
Much work for tears in many an Englijh mother^ 
Whofe fons lye fcatter'd on the bleeding ground : 
And many a widow's husl^nd groveling Iie^ 
Cojdly embracing the difcolour'd earth ; 
While viftory with little lofs doth play 
Upon the dancing banners of the Frenck% 
Who are at hand triumphantly difplay'd^ 
To enter conquerors ; and to proclaim 
Arthur of Bretagne^ England*s King, and yours. 

Enter EngWh Herald with Trumpets* 

E. Her. Rejoice, you men ofJngiersi ring yoitt 
bells ; 
Kingjohnj your King mdEngland% doth approach. 
Commander of this hot malicious day. 

Their 
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Their armours, that march'd hence fo filver- bright. 

Hither return all gilt ia Frembmens* blood. 

There ftruck no plume in any Ef^li/b Crcft, 

That is removed by a ftaff of France. 

Our Colours do return in thofe lame hands ; 

That did dilplay them, when wc firft march'd forth ; 

And, like a jolly troop of buatfmen, come 

Our lufty Englijh^ all with purpkd hands ; 

D/d in the dying flaughter of their foes. 

Open your gates, and give the vidors way. 

Ctt, Heralds, from off our tow'rs we might behold. 
From firft to laft, the Onfet and Retire 
Of' both your armies, whofe equality 
By our beft eyes cannot be cenfured ; 
Blood hath bought blood, and bkvws have anfwer^d 

blows \ 
Slre(^h matched with ftrength, and power confrontiji 

power. 
Both are alike, and both alike we like; 
One muft prove greateft. While they weigh fo cven^ i 
Wc hold our town for neither; yet for both, 

S C E N E V. I 

Enttr the two Kings with their Powers^ at fcverai \ 
Doors. 
K. John. France^ haft thou yet more blood to caft 
away ? 
Say, Ihall the current of our Right run on ? 
Whole paflage, vext with thy impediment. 
Shall leave his native channel, and o'er-fwell 
With courfe difturb'd ev*n thy confining ih^res^ 
Unlefs thou let his filver water keep . 
A peaceful progrefs to the ocean, 
• K. Philip. ^England^ thou haft not fav'd one drop 
of blood 
In this hot tryal^ more than we oi France \ 

Rather 



Digitized 



by Google 



King J OH N. 411 

Rather loft more. And by this hand I fwcar, 

1 hat fways the earth this climate overlooks. 

Before we will lay by our juft-bornc arms, 

WcMl put thee down, 'gainft whom thefe arms we bear % 

Or add a royal number to the dead ; 

Gracing the fcroul, that tells of this war's lofs. 

With flaughter coupled to the name of Kings. 

Faulc. Ha! Majcfty, — how high thy glory towers. 
When the rich blood of Kings is fet on fire ! 
Oh, now doth Death line his dead chaps with fteel ; 
The fwonds of foldiers are his teeth, his phangs 5 
And now he feafts, mouthing the flelh of men 
In undetermiaM diff'rences of Kings. 
Why ftand thefe royal Fronts amazed thus ? 
Cry havock, Kiogs ; back to the ftained fields 
You equal Potents, fiery-kindled fpirits! 
Then let Confufion of one part confirm 
The other's peace ; till then, blows, blood, and death. 

K. John. Whofe party do the townfmen yet admit ? 

K. Pbilip. Speak, Citizens, for England^ who's your 
King? 

O/. The King of England^ when we know the 
King? 

K. PbiRp. Know him in us, that here hold up hi$ 
Right. 

K. John. In us, that are our own great deputy. 
And bear pofieflion of our peribn here ; 
Lord of our prelence. Anglers^ and of you. 

Gl * a greater pow'r, than ye, denies all this $ 
And till it be undoubted, we do lock 
Our former fcruple in our ftrong-barr'd gates. 
Kings are our fears,*——— until our fears refolvM 

2 J greater fonxj^r^ than we, denies all thtsi 

Kings nv Gur fears, — ] We Ihould read than ye. What 

power was this ? ihtir fears. It is plain therefore we fhoqld read 
Kings are ourfears, 

i, 0. our feats lure the Kings which ^t prefent rale i|s. 

Be 
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Be by jibme certain King purgM and deposM. 

Faulc. By hcav*n, the Scroyles of Anglers flout you, 
Kings, 
And ftand fccurely on their battlements. 
As in a Theatre, whence they gape and point 
At your induftrious Scenes and Acts of death. 
You royal prefcnccs, be rul'd by me ; I 

Do like the Mutines of Jerufalem^ \ 

Be friends a while, and both conjointly bend 
Your (harpcft deeds of malice on this town. 
By eaft and weft let France and England mount 
Their battering cannon charged to the mouths ; 
Till their foul-fearing clamours have braul'd down 
The flinty ribs of this contemptuous City, 
rd play inceflantly upon thefe jades ; 
Even till unfenced defolation 
Leave them as naked as the vulgar air. 
That done, diflever your united ftrengths. 
And part your mingled Colours once again ; 
Turn fa.ce to face, and bloody point to point. I 

Then in a moment fortune fhall cull forth 
Out of one fide her happy minion 5 
To whom in favour Ihe fliall give the day. 
And kiis him with a glorious Vidory. 
How like you this wild counfcl, mighty States ? 1 

Sniaqks it not fomething of the Policy ? 

K. Jckn. Now by the sky, that hangs above our j 

heads, 

I lilte jt well. France^ fhall we knit our PowVs, 1 

And lay this Anglers even with the ground, ' 

Then, after, fight who fhall be King of it? j 

Faulc., And if thou haft the mettle of a King^ | 

Being wronged as we are by this peevifh town. 
Turn thou the mouth of thy artillery, 
As we will ours, againft thefe fawcy walls; 
And when that we have dafh'd them to the ground. 
Why, then defie each other 5 and, pell-mell, 
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Make work upon ourfelves fgr heav'n or hell. 

K. Philip. Let it be fo ; fay, where will youaffault ? 

K. John. We from the weft will fend deftrudion 
Into this City's bofom. 

jiuji. I from the north. 

K, Philip. Our thunder from the fouth 
Shall rain their drift of bullets on this town. 

Faulc. O prudent difcipline ! from North to South ; 
Aujiria and France flioot in each other's mouth. 
I'll ftir them to it ; come, away, away ! 

Cit. Hear us, great Kings ; vouchfafe a while to 
ftay. 
And I Ihall fhew you peace, and fair-fac'd league ; 
Win you this city without ftroak or wound 5 
Refcue thofe breathing lives to die in beds. 
That here come facrifices for the field ; 
Perfevcr nor, but hear me, mighty Kings. 

K. John. Speak on, with favour 5 we are bent to 
hear. 

Gt. That daughter there of Spain^ the lady Blanchy 
Is near to England 5 look upon the years 
Of Lewis the Dauphin, and that lovely maid. 
If lufty love fliould go in queft of beauty. 
Where fhould he find it fairer than in Blanch ? 
If zealous love Ihould go in fearch of virtue. 
Where ihould he find it purer than in Blanch ? 
If love, ambitious, fought a match of Birth, 
Whofe veins bound richer blood than lady Blanch ? 
Such as Ihe is, in beauty, virtue, birth. 
Is the young Dauphin every way compleat : 
If not compleat, (a) oh fay, he is not fhe; 
And (he again wants nothing, (to name Want,) 
If Want it be not, that fhe is not he. 
He is the half part of a bleflcd man. 
Left to be finiflied by fuch a She : 
And fhe a fair divided Excellence, 

Ua) ob. Oxford Editor Volg. on 
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Whofe fulnefs of perfedion lies in him. 

Oh! two fuch filvcr currents, when they join. 

Do glorilie the banks chat bound them in : 

And two fuch ftiores, to two fuch ftreams made one. 

Two fuch controlling bounds ihall you be, Kings, 

To thefe two Princes, if you marry them. 

This union (hall do n>ore than battery can. 

To our faft clofed gates : for at this match, 

With fwifter Spleen than Powder can enforce. 

The mouth of paflage fhall we Sing wide ope. 

And give you entrance ; but without this match. 

The fea enraged is not half fo deaf. 

Lions fo confident, mountains and rocks 

So free from motion ; no, not death himfclf 

In mortal fury half fo peremptory. 

As we to keep this City* 

Faulc, Here's a (lay. 
That ihakes the rotten carcaft of old Death 
Out of his rags. Here's a large mouth, indeed. 
That fpits forth death, and mountains, rocks and fcas ; 
Talks as familiarly of roaring Lions, 
As maids of thirteen dp of puppy-dogs. 
What Cannoneer begot this lufty blood ? 
He fpeaks plain cannon- fire, and fmoak and bounce. 
He gives the baftinado with his tongue: 
Our ears are cudgel'd ; not a word of his. 
But buffets better than a fift of France ^ 
Zounds! I was never fo bethumpt with words. 
Since I firfl call'd my brother's father dad. 

Eli. Son, lift to this conjundion, make this match, 
Give with our Neice a dowry large enough 5 
For by this knot thou (halt fo furely tie 
Thy now unfur*d a(rurance to the Crown, 
, That yon green boy (hall have no Sun to ripe 
The bloom, that promifeth a mighty fruit. 
I fee a Yielding in the looks of Ftafice ; 
Mark, how they whifper ^ urge them, while their fouls 

Arc 
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Are capable of this ambition ; 
Left zeal now meked by the windy breadi 
Of foft petitions, pity and remorfe. 
Cool and congeal again to what it was. 

Cii. Why anfwer not the double Majefties 
This friendly Treaty of our threatened town t 
K. Philip. Speak, England^ firft, that hath been 
forward firft 
To fpeak unto this City : what fay you? 

K. John. If that the Dauphin there, thy Princely fon. 
Can in this book of beauty read, / love*^ _, 

Her dowry fhall weigh equal with a Queen. 
^or Afijou^ and fair Touraim^ Maine^ PdSierSj 
And all that we upon this fide the fea. 
Except this City now by us befieg'd. 
Find liable to our Crown and Dignity, 
Shall gild her bridal bed ; and make her rich 
In tides, honours, and promotions ; 
As fhe in beauty, education, blood. 
Holds hand with any Princefs of the world. 
K. Philip. What fay 'ft thou, boy? look in the lady's 

face. 
Lewis. I do, my lord, and in her eye I find 
A wonder, or a wondrous miracle; 
The ftiadow of myfclf form'd in her eye ; 
Which| being but the fhadow of your fon. 
Becomes a Sun, and makes your fon a ihadow* 
I do proteft, I never lov'd myfelf. 
Till now, infixed, I beheld myfelf. 
Drawn in the flattering table of her eye. 

[Wbifpering with Blanch. 
Faulc* Drawn in the flattering table of her eye ! 
Hang*d in the frowning wrinkle of her brow! 
And quartered in her heart! he doth efpie 

Himfelf love's traitor : this is pity now. 
That hang*d, and drawn, and quartered, there fliould be» 
In fu^h a X/)ve, fo vile a lout as he. 

Blafich. 
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Blanch. My uncle's will in this refpeft is mine. 
If he fee aught in you, that makes him like. 
That any thing he fees, which moves his liking, 
I can with eafe tranflace it to my will : 
Or if you will, to fpeak more properly, 
I will enforce it eafily to my love. 
Further I will not flatter you, my lord^ 
That all I fee in you is worthy love. 
Than this ; that nothing do I fee in you, 
(Though churlifh thoughts themfelvcs ihould be your 

judge) 
That I can find fhould merit any hate. 

K. John. What fay thefe young Ones ? what fay you, 
my Ncice? 

Blanch. That ihe is bound in Honour ftill to do 
What you in wifdom ftill vouchfafe to fay. 

K. John. Speak then. Prince Dauphin^ can you love 
this lady ? 
. Lewis. Nay, ask me, if I can refrain from love i 
For I do love her moft unfeignedly. 

K* John. Then do I givtFolquefen^ Tvurainey Maine^ 
PoiSlierSj and Anjou^ thefe five Provinces, 
With her to thee \ and this addition more. 
Full thirty thouland Marks of Englijb coin. 
Philip of France^ if thou be pleas'd withal. 
Command thy Son and Daughter to join hands. 

K. Philip. It likes us well \ young Princes, ck>fe 
your hands. 

Auji. And your lips too ; for, I am well afliir'd. 
That I did fo, when I was firft afliir'd. 

K. Philip, Now, Citizens oiAngierSy ope your gates. 
Let in that amity which you have made : 
For at Saint Marf% Chapel prefently 
The Rights of Marriage Ihall be folemniz'd. 
Is not the lady Conftance in this troop ? 
I know, (he is not ; for this Match made up 
Her prefence would have interrupted much. 

Whcft 
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"Where i$ flic and her fon^ cell me^ who knows f 
Lewis. She's fad and paflionace at your Highnefi* 

Tent 
K. Philip* And| by my faiths this league^ that we 
. have made. 

Will give her fadnefs very little Cure* 

Brother of England^ how may we content 

This widow jady? in her Right we came; 

Which we, God knows^ have, tumM another Vfzf 

To our own vantage. 
K.Jobn. We will heal up all* 

For,we*ll create young /iribur Duke of BrUMti 

And Earl of Richmond i aod this rich fair town 

We make him lord of. Call the lady Confisnce \ 

Some fpeedy Melienger hid.her repair 

To our Solemnity : I truft, we flml)* 

If not fill up the meafure of her will^ 

Yet in fome meafure fatisfie her fo^ 

That we fliallftop her exclan^^on. 

Go we, as well as hafte will fiiflfer us. 

To this unlopkM-for, unprepared, Pomp« 

[£;p^»/ 4// ^/ Fauiconbridge; 
^ ' . • ■ 

S C E-N. E VI. 

Faifk. .Mad worlds mad Kings,. mad compofitionl 
Jobny to ftop jihbur^s^ Title in the whole. 
Hath willingly departed with a part: 
And France f whole armour Conlcience buckled on. 
Whom Zeal and Charity brought to the field. 
As God's own foldier, rounded in the ear 
With that fame pufpofc-c^angcr, that fly devil. 
That broker, that ftitt break&.the jpate of faith. 
That daily break-vow, he that wins of all, 
Of Kings, of beggars, old men, young men, matdsy 
Who having no external thing to lofe 
But the word Maid, cheats the poor maid of that ; 

Vol-. Ill, Ee That 
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That finooth*&c*d gentlemw, tickling Commodil^)--- 

CGMmmodity, the biafs of tki world, 

•* The world, which of itfclf is poifed wcll^ 

^ IVlbde lo run even, upo9 even ground ; 

^^ Till this advantage, this vile-dcawing biafi, 

•* This fway of motion, this ComnKxlity, 

«^ Makes it take head from all indifierency, 

^< From all direAion, purpofe, courfe, intent. 

And this fome biafs, this Commodity, 

This bawd, this broker, this all-changing word^ 

Clapt on the outward eye o^ fickle France^ 

Hath drawn him from his own determin*d aid,. 

From a refolv*d and honourable war. 

To a moft bafe and vile-concluded peace. 

And why rail f on this Q>mmodity? 

But for becaufe.he hath not wooed vat yet: 

Not that I have the power to clutch my hand. 

When his fair angels would (alute my palm % 

But that my hand^ as unattempted yet. 

Like a poor b(^gar, raileth on the rich. 

Well, while I ani a b^gar, i will rail ; 

And iay, thens is no fin but to be rich : 

And being rich, my virtue then (hall be. 

To fay, therg is no vice, but b^gary. 

Since Kings break faith upon commodity, 

Ctein, be taj Icr4 viov't will worfliip thee ! \Exit. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

The French King's Pavilion. 

Enler Conftanc^, Arthur, and Sdi^iy. 

Com s TAN c e. 

GO N E to be marry'd ! g3ne to fw«ar a peace! 
Falfe blood to falfe blood join'd ! Gone to be 
friends ! 
Shall Lewis have Blanch^ and Blanch thole provinces? 
It is not fo, thou haft mif*fpoke, mif-heard 5 
Be well advis'd, tell o'er thy tale again. 
It cannot be; thou doft but fay, 'tis fb. 
I truft, I may not truft thee 5 for thy word 
Is but the vain breath of a comndon man : 
Believe me, I do not believe theC) man^ 
I have a King's oath to the contrary. 
Thou ihalc be punilh'd for^thosinghting nhe^ 
For I am Tick, and capable of fears ; 
Opprcft with wrcmgsy and ■ therefore fliH of tors : 
A widow, busbandleft, fubj^ft to fears j 
A woman, naturally born to fears. 
And, tho' thou now confefs thou didft but y!&^ 
With my vcxt fpirits I cannot take a truce,' 
But they will quake and (ft^mble all thil (ky. 
What doft thou mc^n by (Hiking- of thy head? 
Why doft thou look (c^ fadly ' Ort nrf^foa ? 
What meanif that hand tff)onttiatbrcaft of thine T 
Why holds thine eye that lamentSblcf rISfcum, 
Like a proad river peering o*cr hil^bWnds ? 
Be thefe fad fighs confirmers of thy* WOrds? 
Then fpeak again, noc all thy fornix tale. 
But this one word, whether thy tale be true. 

Sal. As true, as, I believe, you think them falfe^ 
That give you caufe to provt m^y faying true. 

Ee 2 Conji. 
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Gijll. Oh, if thou teach me to believe this forrowt 
Teadi thou this forrow how to make me die ; 
And let belief and life encounter fo. 
As doth the fury of two defp'rate men. 
Which in the very meeting, fall and die, 
Lewis wed Biancb! O boy, then where art thou? 
France friend with England! what becomes of me? 
Fellow, be gone, I cannot brook thy fight : 
This news hath made thee a moft ugly man. 

SaL What other harm have I, good lady, done. 
But fpoke the harm that is by others done? 

Ccjg/i. Which harm within itfelf fo heinous is. 
As k makes harmful all that fpeak of it. 

y/rtb I dq befeech you, mother, be content. 

Conft. ^Mf thou, that bidft me be content, wert 
grim, 
" Ugly, and fland'rous to thy mother's womb, 
*^ Full of uQpleafing blots, and fightlefs ftains, 
*^ Lame, foolifh, crooked, fwart, prodigbus, 
*^ Patched with foul moles, and eye-offending marks ; 
^^ I would not care, I then would be content: 
*' I'^or then I fiiould not love thee: no, nor thou 
*' Become thy great birth, nor defcrve a crown. 
•* But thou art fair, and at thy birth, dear boy ! 
*^ Nature and fortune join'd to make thee great. 
** Of nature*s gifts thou may'ft with lillies boaft, 
•* And with the half-blown rofe.*' But fortune, oh ! 
' She is corrupted, changed, and, won from thee. 
Adulterates hourly with thine uncle 7^ ; 
And with her golden hand bath pluckt on France 
To tread down hit refpeft of fovereignty. 
And made his majefty the bawd to theirs. 
France is a bawd to fortune, and to Jobn ; 
That (trumpet fortune, that ufurping Jobn ! 
Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forfworn ? 
Envenom him with words ; or get thee gone. 
And leave thefe woes alone, which I alone 

Am 
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Am bound tx> under-bear. 

Sal. Pardon me. Madam, 
I may not go without you to the Kings. 

Ceftft. Thou may'ft, thou (halt, I will not go with 
thee, 
I will inftrud my ibrrows to be proud ; 
For Grief is proud, and makes his owner (a) ftout. 
To me, and to the State of my great Grief, 
Let Kings aflemble : for my Grief's fb great. 
That no Supporter but the huge firm earth 
Can hold it up : Here I and Sorrow fie : 
Here is my Throne, bid Kings come bow to it. 

[Siis down on the Floor. 

SCENE 11. 

Enter JSiff John, iiS^ Philip, Lewb, Blanch, Elinor, 
Faulcont^idge, and Auftria. 

K. Philip. 'Tis true, fair daughter \ and this hlefTed 
day 
Ever in France (hall be kept feftiral : ' 

To folemnize this day, the glorious fun 
Stays in his courfe, and plays the alchymift ; 
Turning with fplendor of his precious eye 
The meagre cloddy eanh to glitt'ring gold. 
The yearly courfe, that brings this day about. 
Shall never fee it, but a holy-day. 

Confi. A wicked day, and not an holy-day.— 

IRifing. 
What hath this day deferv'd ? what hath it done. 
That it in golden letter ihould be fet 
Among the high tides in the kalendar? 
Nay, rather turn this day out of the week, • 
This day of fliame, oppreflion, perjury : 
Or, if it mud $and ftill, let wives with child 

E c 3 Pray^ 



Digitized 



by Google 



42f Xing J p H N- 

Fray, that their bunhens may not fall this day* 
Left that their hopes prodigioufly he croft : 
But on this day, let featnen fear no wreck ; 
No bargains break, that are not this day made i 
Xhis day, all things begun come to ill end. 
Yea, faith itfelf to hollow fafhood change! 

K. Philip. By heaven, lady, you fliall have nocaufe 
To curfe the fair proceedings of this day : 
Have I not pawn'd to you my Majefty? 

Canft. You have be^il'd me with a counterfeit 
Jlefembling Majefty, which, touched and try*d, 
Proves valuelefs : you are forfworn, forfworn. 
You came in arms to fpill my enemies blood, 
But now in arms, you ftrengthen it with yours. 
The grapling vigour, and rough frown of war. 
Is cold in amity and painted peace. 
And our opprdfion hath mace up this league : 
Arm, arm, ye heav'ns, againft thefe perjured Kings: 
A widow cries, be husband to me, heaven! 
Let not the hours of this qngodly day 
Wear out the day in peace 5 but ere fun- fet, 
Set armed difcord 'twixt thefe perjured Kings. 
Hear me, oh, hear me ! 

jluft. Lady Conftance^ peace* 

Confti. War, war, no peace ; peace is to me a wan 
P Lymms^ O Jluftria I thou doft fliame 
TThat bloody fppil; thou Aavc, thoq wretch^ thoq 

coward. 
Thou little valiant, great in villany ! 
Thoii ever ftrong upon the ftronger fide ; 
Thou fortuned champion, that doft never fight 
Put when her hi^mourous ladyfhip is by 
To teach thee fafety ! thou art perjur'd too. 
And footh'ft up grcatncfs. What a fool art thou, 
A ramping fool^ to brag, to ftarop, and fwcar, 
Ppon my party •, thou coldrblooded flave, 
Haft thou not fpol^e like thunder pn fpy fide ? 

Been 
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Been fworn my Ibldier, bidding me depend 
Upon tlxy ftars, thy fortune, and thy Hrength? 
And doft thou now fall over to my foes? 
Thou wear a lion's hide! doff it hr Ihamc, 
And hang a calve's-skin on thoie recreant limbs. 

jiuji. Oj that a man would fpeak thofe words to me ! 

Faulc. And hang a calve's-skin on thofe reaeant 
limbs. 

jfufi. Thou dar'ft not fay fo, villain, for thy life. 

Faulc. And hang a calve's-skin on thofe recreant 
limbs. 

* Jufi. » Methinks, that Richard's pride and Ru 

cbard*& fall 

* Should be a precedent to fright you. Sir. 

* Faulc. What words arc thcfe? how do my fincws 

Ihake! 

* My father's foe clad in my father's Ipoil ! 

* How doth j£eilo whifper in my ears, 

* Delay not, Richard^ kill the villain ftraiti 

* Difrobe him of the matchlefs monument, 

* Thy father's triumph o'er the favages, — 

* Now. by his foul I fwear, my father's foyl, 

* Twice will I not review the morning's rife, 

^ Till I have torn that trophy from thy back j 

* And fplit thy heart, for wearing it fo long. 

K. John. We like not this, thou doft forget thyfclf. 

I Meihinks, thai RichardV prUt Sec.'] What was the groawl 
of this quarrel of the Ballard to Auftria is no where fpecifyM in 
the prefent play : nor is there in this place, or the fcene where it is 
iirft hinted at (namely the fecond of A6t 2 ) the lead mention of 
any reafon for it. But the ilory is, that Amjirid, who kilPd King 
Richard Capurde'iion^ wore as the fpoil ot that Prince, a lionet 
hide which had beIong*d to him. This circumftahce renders the 
anger of the Baflard very natural, and ought not to have been 
omitted. In the £rft sketch of this play (whi6h Shdh^ar is ind 
to have had a hand in, jointly with fFilliam Rowley) we accord- 
ingly find this infilled upon^ and I have ventured to pWe a few of 
thofe verfes here. Mr. Fofe. 

Ee4 SCEN£ 
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SCENE IIL 

Enier Pandulph. 

K. Pbilip. Here comes the holy Lqgace of the Pope. 

Pand. tUii]^ yoi} ^xlointcd Deputies of heaven ! 
To thee. King Jobnj my holy errand is; 
I PandulfK of fair I0(nn Cardinal, 
And from Pope Innocent the Legate here, 
t>o in his name religioafly demand 
Why thou aeainft tb^ Church, oyr holy Mother^ 
So wilfully doft (pum, and force perforce 
Keep Stephen Lanpon^ chofen Archbiihop 
Of Qanterbury^ from chat holy See? 
This in our 'fordid holy Father's name^ 
Pope Innocent^ I do demand of (hce. 

K. John. What earthly name to interrogatories 
Can task the free breath of a facred Kin§ i 
Thou canft not. Cardinal^ devife a name 
So (light, unworthy, and ridiculous. 
To charge me to an anfwer, a$ the Pope. 
Tell him this ule, and from jthe moutn of England 
Add thus much morp, that no Italian pried 
Shall tithe or toll in our dominions: 
gut as we under heaven are fupreme headt 
So, under him, that great Supremacy, 
Wl^ere we dp reign, we will alone ^phold ; 
Without th' affiftance of a mortal hand. 
3o tell the Pope, all revVen^ce fet apart 
V^o him and his ufurpM authority. 

{^. Philip. Brother qf p^ngland^ you blafpheme in 
this. [dom 

K- ypbn* Tho' you and all the Kings of Chriftcqr 
Are led fo grofly by this mcdling Pricft, 
Dreading the curfe, that mony may buy out % 
And buy the merit of vile gold, drofs, duft^ 
i?()rf I>^f; corrupted pardon of a man, 

" ' Wte 
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Who in that fale fells pardon from himfelf : 
Tho* you^ and all the reft, fo grolly led. 
This jugling witch-CFaft with revenue cherifli ; 
Yet I alone, alone, do me oppofe 
Againft the Pope, and count his friends my foes, 

Band. Then by the lawful power that I have. 
Thou ihalt ftand curft, and excommunicate ; 
And blefied fhall he be, that doth revolt 
From his allegiance to an heretick ; 
And meritorious fhall that hand be called. 
Canonized and worfhippM as a Saint, 
That takes away by any fecret courfe 
Thy hateful life. 

Confi. O, lawful let it be, 
That I have room with Rom^ to curfe a while. 
Good father Cardinal, cry thou, Amen^ 
To my keen curies $ for lyithout my wrong 
There is no tongue hath power to curfe him rights 

Pand. There's law, and warrant, lady, for my curfe. 

Cimjk. And for mine too \ when law can do no right. 
Let it be lawful that law \m no wrong : 
Law cannot give my child his kingdom here ; 
For he, that holds his kingdom, holds the law % 
Therefore, fince law itfelf is perfedt wrong, 
How can the law forbid my tongue to curfe ? 

Pand, Philip of Franct^ on peril of a curfe. 
Let go the hand of that arch-heretick ; 
And raife the powV of France upon his head, 
Unlefs he do fubmit himfelf to RcfM. 

Eli. Look'il thou pale, France f do not let go thy 
hand. 

Con^. Look to that, devil ! left that France repent. 
And, by difjoining hands, heil lofe a foul. 

Mfi. King Philips liftcn to the Cardinal. 

Faulc. And hang a calve's skin on his recreant limbs, 

Auft. Welly ruffian, I muft pocket up thefe wrongs, 
Becaufe ■ . ■ .1 

Faulc. 
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Fauk. Your brwdics faeft maf cany them. 

K. J0bn. PbU^^ what fay 'ft thou to the Cardinal? 

Conftj, What flMMild he iay^ but as the C!Wi)ial ? 

Z^i. Bethink yout father i for the difference 
Is purchafe of a h^vy curfe from Rome^ 
Or tt^e light lo& of Etigiand for a friend i 
Forgo theeafia-. 

Blanch. That's the curfe of Rme. 

Conft. Lewis^ ftattd fiift ^ the Devil tempts thee here 
In likenefs 6f * a new umrimmed bride. 

Blanch. The l^y Ofi/iaHce fpeaks not from her faith ; 
But from her need, 

Gmjl. Oh, if thou grant my need, 
Which only lives but by the death of faith. 
That need muft needs infer this principle. 
That faith would live again by death of need : 
O, then tread down my need, and faith moimts up ; 
Kcfp my need up, and faith is trodden down. 

K. T^if. The King is mov'd, and anfwers not to 
this* 

Conft. Oi be remov'd from him, and anfwer well. 

jfuft. Do ib. King Philip ; hang no more in doubt. 

Fauk. Hang nothing but a calve's-skin, moft fwcfbt 
lout. 

K. Philip. I am perplext, and know not what to fay. 

Pand. What can^ft thou fay, but will perplex thee 
more. 
If thou ftand excommunicate and curfl ? 

K. Philip. Good reverend father, make my perfon 
yours; 
And tell me, how you would beftow yourfelf. 

2 — ^ d new untrimhiit brUel Mr. niobald izy%^ that as mm- 
trimmed ceatwt hear any fi^ificalien to f quart tuitb thefemfe reqaired, 
it muft be corrupt; thefefort be will caftiier it, and itad» aad 
trimmtdi in which he is followed by the Oxford Editor ; but iheT 
are both too hafty. It fquares very well with the fenfe, and figni- 
£es unfleady. The term is taken from Navigation. We ^y too» 
in a fimiiar way of fpeaking> mt ^ell manned. 

This 
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This royal haiid and mine ate newly knit^ 

And the conjunction of our inward fouls 

Marry*d in league, coupled and linkM cogetkfef 

With all religious ilrength of (acred vows : 

The latefl: breach, that gave the found of words. 

Was deep-fworn faith, peace, amity, true love^ 

Between our kingdoms and our royal Selves, 

And even before this truce, but new before. 

No longer than we well could wafli our hands 

To clap this royal bargain up of peace, 

Heav'n knows, they were befmear'd and over-ftaia'4 ' 

With flaughter's pencil ; where revenge did paint 

The fearful difPrence of incenfed Kings. 

And fhall thefe hands, fb lately purgM of blood. 

So newly join'd in love, lb ftrong in both. 

Unyoke this feizure, and this kind regreet? 

Play fall and loofe with faith ? fb, jeft with heaven? 

Make fuch unconftant children of ourfelves. 

As now ag^in to fnatch our palm from palm ? 

Un-fwear faith fworn, and on the marriage-bed 

Of ftniling peace to march a bloody ho(t, 

And make a riot on the gentle brow 

Of true fincerity ? O holy Sir, 

My reverend father, let it not be fo ; 

Out of your grace, devife, ordain, impofe 

Some gentle order, and we fhall be bleft 

To do your pleafure, and continue friends. 

Pand. All form is formlefs, order orderlefs. 
Save what is oppofite to England*s love. 
Therefore, to arms! be champion of our Church! 
Or let the Church our mother breathe her curfe^ 
A mother's curie on her revolting fon. 
France^ thou rnay'ft hoW a ferpcnt by the congur, 
A chafed lyon by the mortal paw, 
A fafling tygcr fafcr by the tooth, 
7 ban keep in peace ctj^t hand, which thou dofl 
hold. 

K. PUlif. 
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K. Piilip.l noLj diAjoio my luind, bat not mf 
fiutn. 

PatuL So mak'ft thou faith an enemy to faith ; 
And, like a civil war, iet'ft oath to oath. 
Thy tOMiie imtinft thy tongue. O, lee thy vow 
Fmk madie to heav*n, nrft be to heav'n perform'd ; 
That is» to be the champion of our Church. 
What lince thou fwoPft, is fworn againft thyfelf ^ 
And may not be performed by thyfelf. 
For that which tnou baft fworn to do amifs» 
f U yet ami6, when it is truly done: 
And being not done, where doing tends to 111^ 
The truth is then moft done, not doing it. 
The better ad: of purpofes miftook 
Is to miftake again *, tho^ indjred, 
^et indireftion thereby grows direft. 
And falfhood falfliood cures ; as fire cools fire, 
. . Within, tte icorched veins of one new-burn*d. 
It is religbn that doth make vows kept, 
^ But thou haft fworn againft religion: 
By what thou fwear^ft, againft the thing thou fwear'ft % 
And mak'ft an oath the furety for thy truth, 
Againft an oath the truth thou art unfure«~— 
To fwear^ fwear only not to be forfwom j 

3 // NOT imi/s^ whiM it is trufy Jwe:^ Tlus is a condufioA 
di irmviti. We Ihoold read» 

Js VET MMifi^ 

The Oxford Editor, according to his ufual cailom» will improve it 
Ibrther. atnd reads, mtfi ami/s, 

4 Bmi tlf^hmfi fworn ugainfi riHfiua, : &c.] In this long fpeecht 
the Legate is made to (hew his skill in cafuiSry ; and the fbrange 
heap 0? quibble and nonfenfe of which it confiih, was intended 
to ridicule that of the fchools. For when he aiTumes the poiiii- 
cian» at the oondnfion of the third aA, the author makes him talk 
at another rate. I mean in that beautiful pai&ge where he fpeaks 
of the mifebieft fbllowine the King*s loG of nii fubjedt hearts. 
This condoft is remarkabfe. and was intended, J fuppoie, to ftiew 
us how much bitcer politidam the Romm oooftiera are» than di- 
vines. 

Elie 
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Eire what a mockery (hould it be to fweat? 

But chou doft fwear, only to be forfworn. 

And moft forfworn^ to keep what thou doft fwear. 

Therefore thy latter vows» againft thy firft. 

Is in thyfelf rebellion to thyfelf. 

And better conqueft never canii thou makei 

Than arm thy conftant and thy nobler ptfts 

Againfl: thefe giddy, loofe faggelUons : 

Upon which better part, our pray'rs come in, 

K thou vouchfafe them. But if not, then knbw^ 

The peril of our curfes light on thee 

So heary, as thou (halt not (hake them off; 

But, in defpair, die under their black weight. 

Juji. Rebellion, flat rebellion* 

Faulc. Will't not be ? 
Will not a caiveVskin flop that mouth of thine? 

Lewis. Father, to arms. 

£lancb. Upon thy wedding-day? 
Againft the blood that thou haft married ? 
What, (hall our feaft be kept with flaughtcr^d men! 
Shall braying, trumpets, and loud churlifh dran)s» 
Clamours ot bell, be meafures to our pomp? 
O husband, hear me; (ah! alack, how new 
Is husband in tny mouth?) ev*n for that name. 
Which till this time my tongue did ne^rr pronounce. 
Upon my knee I beg, go not to arau 
Againft mine uncle. 

Confi, O, upon my knee. 
Made hard with kneeling, I do pray to thee. 
Thou virtuous Daupbinj alter not the doom 
Forethought by heav'n. 

Blanch. Now (hall I fee thy love ; what motive iraf 
Be ftronger with thee than the name of wife? 

Cof^. That which upholdeth him, that thee tip- 
holds. 
His honour. Oh, thine honour, Z>mV, thine ho* 
nour ! —— 

Lewis. 
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Lewis. I mufe your Majefty doth fcem to cold^ 
IV hen fuch profound refpiefts do pull you on? 
Pond. 1 will denounce a curfe upon his head. 
K. Philip. Thou fliak not need. England^ TU fall 

from thee. 
Conft. O fair return of banifh'd Majefty ! 
Eli. O foul revolt of French inconilancy ! 
K. John. France^ thou (halt rue this hour within 

;his hour. 
Paule. 01dtiiDe€heclock*fetter,thathaIdfextontime| 
Is it, as he will ? well then, France fhall rue. 

Blanch. The fun's o'ercaft with blood : fair day, adieu! 
Which is the fide that I muft go withal f 
I am with both, each army hath a hand. 
And in their rage, I having hold of both. 
They whirl afunder, and difmember me. 
Husband, I cannot pray that thoa- may'ft win : 
Uncle, I needs mufl: pray that thou may'ft lofe : 
Father, I may not wifli the fortune thine : 
Grandam^ I will net wifb thy wifhes thrive: 
Whoever wins, on that fideihall I lofe: 
Afliired lofs, before the match be played. 
Lewis. Lady, with me, with me thy fortune lies. 
Blanch. There where my fortune lives, there my 

life dies. 
K. John. Coufin, go draw oor puifiance together. 

\Exit Faulconbridge. 
France^ I am burn'd up with inflaming wrath, 
A rage, whofe heat hath this condition 
That nothing can allay, nothing but blood, 
The blood, and deareft-valu'd blood of France. 
K. Philip. Thy rage {hail burn thee up, and thou 
fhalt turn 
To aflies, ere our blood ihall quench that fire: 
Look to thyfelf, thou art in jeopardy. 
K. John. No more, than he that threats^ To arms, 
let's hie. [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

Changes to a Field of Baffle. 

Alarms^ Exoirjims: Enten Faulcoabridge, mtk 
AuftriaV Head. 

Fauk."\l O W, by my life, this day grows won* 

XN d'rous hot i 
* Some fiery devil hovers in the sky, 
And pours down mifchief. Afiftri^s head lie there*-*^ 
Thus hath King Ricbard^^ fon performM his^vow,, 
And offered Auftria^s blood for feccifice 
Unto his father*s ever-Iivijng fOuK 

Enter King John, Arthur,, w4 Hubcit* 

JL^John. Thtre^ Huberti keep this boy. Bich^d^ 
make up; 
My nK>ther is aflailed itk ouf tent^ 
And ta*cn, I fear, 

FiJ«/^. My Jopd^ I refcuV her : 
Her highnefs is in fafiay, fear you not. 
But on, my Liege ; for very little pains 
Will bring this labour to an happy end. [Eiceuni. 

SCENE V. 

Alarms^ Excurjiofis^ Retreat. Re-enter King Johq, 
Elinor, Arthm;* Faulconbridge, Hubert, and LsrdSf 

K.Jobn. So fhall it be^ your Grace ihall ftay be* 
hind 
So ftrongly guarded: Coufin, look not fad, 

[STt? Artlw. 
Thy grandam loves thee, and thy uncle will 

5 Somi airy Jivil'^-^J We muft read, Stmi fiery devH, if 
we will have the cat^ equal to the effka. 

As 
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As dear be to thee, as thy father was. 

Artb. O this will make my mother die wifh grief4 

K. John. Coufin away for England i hafte before, 

[To Faulconbridg^ 
And) ere our coming, fee thou lliake the bags 
Of hoarding Abbots ; their imprifon*d angels 
Set thou at liberty : ^ the fot ritn of peace 
Muft by the hungry war be fed upon. 
Uie our commifllon in its utmoft force. 

Fauk. Bell, book, and candle (hall not drive mc 
back. 
When gold and lilver beck me to come on. 
I leave your highnefs; ^ndam, I will pray 
(If ever I remember to be holy) 
For your hit fafety i fo I kifs your hand. 

Eiu Farewel, my gentle coufin. 

K^Jobn. Coz, ferewel. [£jar Faulc. 

Eli. Come hither, little kinfman ; — hark, a word. 
ITaking bim to one fide oftbefiage. 

K. Jobn. \to Hubert on tbe otberfide. 
Come hither, Hubert. Q my gentle Hubert^ 
We owe thee much % within this wall of flelh 
There is a foul counts thee her creditor. 
And with advantage means to pay thy love: 
And, my good friend, thy voluntary oath 
Lives in this bofom, dearly cheri&ed. 
Give me thy hand, I had a thing to lay — -~» 
But 1 will fit it with ibme better time. 
By heaven, Hubert^ Vm almoft afliamM 
To lay what good refpeft I have of thee. 

6 — — . — -«,-« thifat ribs afpiaet 
Mujt iy tbi hungry now bifed Ji^.] The word mw Icems n 
idle term here. The antithefis, and oppofition of terms, fo pc^p^ 
tual with our anther, fhewt we flkould read, 
Mufi by tbt bw^ry^9nxhifid ttfon. 
JFar^ demanding a krge expence, it very poetically laid Co be 
buagfy, and to prey on the wealth voAfai ot fioct. 

HiA. 
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Hui. I am much bourideh to yourMajcfty. \ 

K. J4>hi. Good friend, thou haft no caufe to fay {&: 

yet, 

But thou ihalt have .——and creep time ne*er fo flow, ,^ 
Yet it fhall come for me to do thee good, . * 

I had a thing to fey — but, let it go ; ^ 

The fun is in the heav'n, and the proud day, J^ 
Attended with the pleafures of the* wo(Jd, ^ 

Is all too wanton, and too full of gawds^ ; - . ^ 
To give nric audience. ^ If the midnight bell 
Did with his iron tongue and brazen mouth ' i 
7 Sound one unto the drowfie race of night ; 
If this fame were a church-yard wlxre we ftand, ^ 
Aad thou poflfelled with a thoufand wrongs 5 ^ . ^ 
Or if that furly fpirit Melancholy ' ' 
Had bak'd thy blbod and made it 4i^vy chicle. 
Which elfe ruiis tickling up arid down- the veins, , , 
Making that ideot la&ghter keep mensf eyes, ; 

And ftrain their cheeks to idle merriment b 
(A pailion hateful to my purpofes) 
Or if .th^t thou Ci^uldftTfte me.withoirt eyes^ 
Hear me without thine ears, and make^ reply 
Without a tongue, ufing< conceit alone, - 
Without eyes, cars, and harmful found of words ;_ 
TKen, in flefpight , b£ brbadney'd watchfuLday, ^ 
I would into thy bQfgm.pout my thoughts: y. 
But ah, Iwill not V- — yet I love thee well ; 
And, by my troth, I think, thou lov'ft-me well, - ;; 

Hub. So well, that what you bid meundertake, 
Tho* that my death were adjunft to my aft. 
By heav'n, rddo^ . .; 

K, John. Do not I know, thou would^ft? •* .t 
Good Hubertj Hubert^ Hubert^ throw thine eye * 
On yon young boy: PU tell thee what, my friend 3 ' 
He is a very ferpent in my way, 

f'Smmd'^m' unto the ^owfie raci of night i] We ihooldready ' 
Sound ONE ■ ^ 

'VdL. III. Ff And, 
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And. wiwRiM^cr dw fett of mlM do* in«l» 
He Ijo before nc Doft lim wlviwl ae? 
Thoo art hk.keeper. 

#«. AaarUknphimfiH 
That lielliaUiMcaflaidj«vM4|#r* 

K.7a&». Death. 

^«». M7 lord? 

K.%i&». AgravK 

^. HeibaUDoclnei 

K. Jthm. E ff**tf> . 
I cooU be merry ii9«r. /afcif#^Hw»»«» 
Wd), ru oot&y wbasi wtppd for dw»: 
Ranember:— 'MadaoaiA imi fwi vddL 

fll fold Aofe pow'n o^'foi yaw AAfiAy* 
JE5.MyfaIdnDge(iwi|bjeh«! 

fiv^^ fl|^ \9» ym» aiai% t'anepd on y«t 
WitbaUmi6diiigr&o«»«>iiMd€fWfvln! C^mwI. 

SCENE VI. 
Changa to. tie^'Bwiti^ Cmrtt. 

Enter JOng Plii% l/^wuw BudiiliAfD^ miJUmUmtss 

%.Pl»S^.CO, by a roaring tempeft 00 die flood, 
O • A whole Annado of colleded £at 
Is fiatterM and disjpin'd from ftUowlIup. 

for the porpofe in hand, wsf, I do not «|ueftioB, » my Mcii^ <*■ 
when (he pbx wa* firft repreilented : which was i^ winter or two at 
molt, after ike Sfm\/b iwnfion in 15:^89. h was in reference like> 
wife to diat glonaaapeuMl tiabSMu^tar cmclndM Urpiqp i» 
thattriiunph^Bt maaner. 

nui Bneland uivtr did, w nimi*fiall. 

l(fi at tbi froudfitt of a unmurar, tee. ^ ^ 

Bolthe whole play aboonds. with taoAm^nbtitomtimiiumifam^ 
AfaflUis. 
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P^ni^. Cottrage aiid comfort, all ifaaU yet go well. 

K» Philip. What can go well, when we have run 
fo ill ? 
Are we not beaten ? Is not Jngiers loft ? 
Arthar ta'en Prisoner? divcrfe d?ar friends flain? 
And bloody England into England gone, 
Cyer-bearing interruption, fpite of frame ? 

Lewis. What he hath won, that hath he fortifyM: 
So hot a fpecd with fuch advice difpo$'d. 
Such temperate order ^ in fo fierce a coorfe, 
Dodi wane example \ indio hath read, or heard. 
Of any kmdt-ed adioa lUcf to this } 

K. PbUip. Well could I bear that England had ihSk 
praife. 
So we could find (otM pattern of our ihame. 

Enter Conftancc. 

Look, who comes here ? a grave unto a foul^ 

Holding th' eternal ipirit ^gainft hef wiU 
• In the vile prifon of afflk^ed breath ^ 

I pr'ythee, lady, go .away with me. 

Confi. Lo, now, now fee the ifluc of your pesK^.* 
K. Pinlip. Patience, good lady ; comfort, gentle 

Conftance. 
Qm/i. No, I defie all counfel, and redrefs. 

But that^ which ends all counfel, true redreis^^ 

Death, death; oh amiable, lovely death! 

Thou odoriferous ftengh, found rottennefs, 

Arife forth from thy coucrh of lading nighty 

Thou hate and terror to profperity. 

And I will kiis thy deteftable bones ^ 

And put my eye-balls in thy vaulty brows ; 

And ring thefe fingers with thy houfhokl worms i 

And flop this gap of breath with fulibme duft, 

And be a carrion monfter, like thyfelf ; 

9 ■ in fi fiirci artkl^^^yl We ihonld rttid eouR^S, 

f . i. march. Tbs Ogtfiri Iditor condcfteads to thk eoieiidftdon. 

F f 2 Come^ 
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Cofnc, grin on me, and I will think thou fmil'ft^" 
And kifs thcc as thy wife •, mifery's love, 
O come to me ! 

K. Philip. O. fair affliaion, peace. 
Conjf. No, no, I will not, having breath to cry y 
O, that my tongue were in the thunder's mouth. 
Then with a paffion I would fliake the world. 
And rouze from fleep that fell anatomy. 
Which cannot hear a lady's feeble voice. 
And fcorns a modern invocation. 

Pand. Lady, you utter madnefs, and not forrow. 

Conft. Thou art not holy to belie me fo; 
i am not mdd ; this hair I tear! is mine ; 
My name is Conjiance^ I was Geffrey^s wife: 
Young Arthur is my fon, and he is Joft f 
I am not mad \ I would to heaven, I were ! 
For then 'tis like, I fhould forget myfelf. 
Oh, if I could, what grief (hould I forget ! 
Preach fome philofophy to make me mad. 
And thou fhalt .be canoniz'd. Cardinal. . 
For, being not nfiad, but ienfible of grief. 
My reafonable part produces reafon 
:How I may be delivered of thefc woes. 
And teaches me to kill or hang myfelf. 
If I were mad, I Ihould forget my fon. 
Or madly think, a babe of clouts were he : 
I am not mad ; too well, too well I feel 
The different plague of each calamity. 

K. Philip. Bind up thofe treffes ; O, what love I 
note 
In the fair multitude of thofe her hairs ; 
Where but by chance a filver drop hath falKn, 
Ev'n to that drop ten thoufand wiery friends 
. Do glpw thcmfelves in fociable grief; 
Like true, infeparable, faithful loves. 
Sticking together in calamity* 

Conft. To England^ if you will. ■ > 

Vi.PbUip. 
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K. Philip. Bind up your hairs. 
• Conft. Yes, that I will ; and wherefore will I do it ? 
I tore them from their. bonds, and cry*d aloud, - 
O, that thefe hands could fo redeem my fon. 
As they have giv*n thefe hairs their liberty I 
But now I envy at their liberty. 
And will again commit them to their bonds 5 
Becaufe my poor child is a prifoner, 
And, father Cardinal, I have heard you fay. 
That we (hall fee and know our friends in heav'n ; 
If that be, I (hall fee my boy again. 
For (ince the birth of Cain^ the firft male-child. 
To him' that did but yefterday fufpire, 
There was not fuch a gractous creature born. 
But now will canker forrow eat my bud. 
And chafe the native beauty from his cheek ; 
And he will look as hollow as a ghoft ; 
As dkn and meagre as an ague's fit 5 
And (b hcMl die : and, rifing fo again, 
When I (hall meet him in the court of heaven 
I (hall not know him ; therefore never, never, 
Muft I behold my pretty jlrthur more, 

Pand. You hold too heinous a refpe6t of grief. 

Conft. He talks to me, that never had a fon.~— * 

K. Philip. You are as fond of grief, as of your child. 

Conft. Grief fills the room up of my abfent child j 
Lyes in his bed, walks up and down with mc j 
Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words. 
Remembers me of all his gracious parts ; 
Stuffs out his vacant garments with his form 5 
Then have I reafbn to be fond of grief. 
Fare you well ; had you fuch a lofs as I, 
I could give better comfort than you do. 
I will not keep this form upon my head, 

{fearing off her bead-cloaibs.. 
When there is fuch diforder in my wit. 
O lord, my boy, my Arthur j my fair fon ! 

Ffj . My 
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My life, my joy, my food, my all the worW! 
My widow-comfort, and my forrow's cure! [^Exif. 
K. Philip. I fear fomc outrage, and V\l follow her. 

lExit. 

SCENE vn. 

Lewis. There^s nothing in this world can make me 

* Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale, 

* Vexing the dull car of a drowfie roan/ 

A bitter Ihame hath fpoilt the fwect world's tafte^ 
That it yields nought but fhame and bitternefs. 

Pahd. Before the curing of a ftrong difeafc* 
Ev'n in the inAant of repair and healch. 
The fit is llrongeft : evils that take leave. 
On their departure, moft of all (hew evil. 
What have you loft by lofing of this day ? 

Lewis. All days of glory, joy, and happineis. 

Pand^ If you had won it, certainly, yoahad. 
No, no I when fortune means to men moft good. 
She looks upon them with a threatening eye, 
*Tis ftrange to think how much King John hath Joik 
In this, which he accounts fo clearly won. 
Are not you griev'd, that Jrtbur is bis prifoner? 

L^s. As heartily, as he is glad he hath him. 

Pand. Your mind is all as youthful as your blood. 
"Kow hear me fpeak with a prophetick fpirit ^ 
For ev 'h the breath of what I mean to fpeak 
Shall blow each duft, each ftraw, each little rub, 
Out of the path which fhall dire&ly lead 
Thy foot to England^s throne : and therefore mark, 
John hath feizM jdrtbur^ and it cannot be 
That whilft warm life plays in that infant's veins, 
The mifplac'd John fhould entertain an hour, 
A minute, nay, one ^uict breath, of reft, 
A fcepter, fnatch'd with an unruly band, 
MmR be as boiftVoiifly maintained, as gain'd* 

** And 
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^< And he, that fiands upon a flippt'y place, 
^ Makes nice of no vile hold to ftay him up/* 
That John naj &md, then Arthur needs ttim ikU ; 
So be ir» for it cannot be but fo. 

Lewis. But what Ihall I gain by yountt 4ftlmr\ 
fell? 

Pand. You, in the right of htdy Btand^ yout Wife^ 
May then make all the claim that Artbut did. 

Lewis. And lofe it, life and all, a^ Arflmr did. 

Pand. How gitm you are, and frefh in thii old 
world ? 
JtJm lays you ptotsi the times C6n{pire Widi yott) 
For he, that fteeps his fafety in true bibod. 
Shall find but bloody lafety and untfue. 
«< This aft. To evilly born, Ihall cool the heafti 
^' Of all his people, and freete up their teal % 
^ That no fo fmall advantage Ihall ftep fbfdi 
^ To check his reign, but they will cherifli it; 
^^ No natural exhalation in the sky, 
*« ■ No 'fcape of nature, no diftcmper'd day^ 
« No common wind, no cuftomed event, 
^* But they will pluck away its natural caule, 
*^ And call them meteors, prodigies, and figns^ 
*< Abortives, and prelages, tongues of heav'n 
'5 Plainly denouncing vengeance upon^^ifr^*** 

Lewis. May bey te will not touch young Artbuf^n 
life ; 
But hold himfelf fafe in his prifonment. 

Pand. O Sir, when he Ihall hear of your ai^roach^ 
If that young Arthur be not gone already. 
£v*n at this news he dies : and then the faearta 
Of all his people ihaH revolt from him, 

1 N0 *fcspft^«irM^,-^3 The aadk>r very finely calls m irtMi* 
finmkrik.Wk 0fuip$4fmatwp$. At if k wete proiiiiQed While ike 
was bttfy eUcwherCt or intent on fome otlier thing. But ihe 0)r« 
firi Editor will hate it, that Shakt^ar wrote, 

*^'''^ Ff* Ana 
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And kifs the lips of unacquainced change ; 
And pick ftrong matter of revolt and wratb» 
Out cSf the bloody fingers' ends of John. 
Methinks, I fee this hurly all on foot % 

4nd O, what better matter breeds for you 
han i have narini'd ! The baftard Faulconbridgi 

Is now in England^ ranfacking the church. 
Offending charity. If but twelve French 
Were there in arms, they would be as a call 
fTo train ten thoufand Englijb to|:heirfide} 
*Or, as a little fnow, tumbled about, 
Ajvon becomes a mountain; Noble Dauphin ; 
Go with me to the King: *tis wonderful 
What may be wrought out of their difcontent* 
Now that their fouls are top-full of offence^ 
For England go ; I will whet on the King. 

Ltofis. Strong reafon makes ftrong a&ions : let us go; 
If you fay ay^, the King will not fay no. {Exeun$. 



ACT IV. SCENE I, 

' ' . Changes to ENGLAND. 
A PRISON. 

Enttr Hubert and Executioners. 

- • ■ >«•»< 

HE AT me thefe irons hot, and, look, thou fiaivl 
Within the arras ; when I ftrike my foot 
..Upon the bofom of the ground, rufh forth ; 
s And bind the boy, which you (hlall find with me, 
*Faft to the chair : be heedful ; hence, and watch, 
Exe. I hope your warrant will bear out the deed. 

Hub. 
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Huh. Uncleanly fcruples! fear not you ; lookto't. — 
Young lad, come forth i I have to fay wicb you. 

Enter Arthur* 

jirib. Good morrow, Hubert. 

Hub. Good morrow, little prince. 

jlrtb. As little prince (having fo great a title 
To be more prince) as may be. You are fad. 

Hub. Indeed, I have been merrier. 

^rtb. Mercy on me! 
Methinks, no body fhould be {ad but I ^ 
Yet I remember when I was in France^ 
Young gentlemen would be as fad as night. 
Only for wantonnefs. By my chriftendom. 
So were I out of prifon, and kept iheep^ 
I (hould be merry as the day is long. 
And fo I would be here, but that, I doubt. 
My uncle pradlifes more harm to me* 
He is afraid of me, and I of him. 
Is it my i&ult, that I was Qeffref% fon ? 
Indeed, it is not ; and I would to heav'n, 
/ were your fon, fo you would love me, Hubert. 

Hub. If I talk to him, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my mercy, which lyes dead ; 
Therefore I will be fudden, and difpatch. \Aftde» 

Arth. Arc you fick, Hubert ? you look pale to day \ 
In footh, I wou'd, you were a little fick y 
That I might fit all night and watch with you^ 
Alas, I love you more than you do me. 

Hvb. tiis words do take pofTellion of my bofonu 
Jtead here, young Arthur '—■* [Shewing a paper. 
How now, foolilh rheum, [4fiJem 

Turning dif-piteous {a) nature out of door! 
I mufl: be brief, left refolution drop 
Out at mine eyes in tender womaniih tears. 
Can you not read it ? is it not fair wrk? 

\J[m) nature. Oxford Edit9r ■ ■■Volg. tortur^.) 

Artb^ 
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jfrtb. Too ikrrly, Hubert^ for fo foul efieft/ 
Muft you with irons burn out both mine eyes ? 

Bub. Young boy, 1 muft. 

Jrib. And will ywi ? 

Bub. And I wilJ. 

Jrsb. Have you the heart? whoi your head did 
but ake, 
I knit my handkerchief about your brows ; 
(The beft I had^ a princefs wrought it me) 
And I did never ask it you again ; 
And with my hand at midnight held your head $ 
And, like the watchful minutes to the hour. 
Still and anoa chear^d up the heavy time. 
Saying, what lack you ? and where lyes your grief? 
Or what good love may I perform for you? 
Many a poor man*s fon would have lain ftill. 
And ne'er have fooke a loving word to you i 
But you at your fick lervice had a prince. 
Nay, you may think, my love was crafty love. 
And call it cunning. Do, an if you will : 
If heav*n be pleas'a diat you nruil ufe me ill. 
Why then, you mud' ■Will you put out minf^ 

eyes? 
Theft eyes, that never did, nor never fhall. 
So much as frown on you, 
: Hub. Pve fworn to do it ; 
And with hot irons muft I burn them out. 

jirtb. Ah, none, but in this iron age, would ^ it» 
The ironof itfclf, tho* heat red-hot. 
Approaching near theft eyes, would drink myfeus^ 
And (pench its fiery indignation, 
Even in the matter of mine innocence: 
Nay, after that, confume away in raft. 
But for containing fire to harm mine eye. 
Are you more ftubbom-hard, than hammered iron ? 
Oh I if an Angel fhould have come to me. 
And cold mc^ Hubert ihould put out mmc eyes. 
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! I would not have bdiey*d him: oo tongue^ iHt 
Huberf%. 

Hub. C6me forth ; 6d^ as I bid yea. 

[Sumfs^ Md ibe mm enter. 

Arth. O iave me, Hubert^ ia?e me ! my eyes areou^ 
£v*n with the fierce looks of thefe bloody men. 

Huh. Give me the iron, I fay, and bind him here. 

Artb. Alas, what need you be fo boiftVous^rough? 
I will not druggie, I will (land ftone-ftill. 
For heav Vs Ske, Hubeft^ let me not be bounds 
Nay, hear me, Hubert^ drive thefe men away, 
And I will fit as quiet as a lamb. 
I will not ftir, nor wincey nor fpeak % word. 
Nor look upon the iron angrily : 
Thrufl but thefe men away, and TU forgive you. 
Whatever torment you do put me ta 

Hub. Go, ftand within s let me alone with him. 

£^ec. I am befit pbasPd to be from fuch a deed. 

\JE.9ieufA^ 

Arth. Alas, I then have chid away mf friend \ 
He hath a ftern look, but a gentle hean \ 
Let him come back, that bis compaflion may.. 

I Inuouldna jfmw Mii'ved a- tof^ue IVT HvBBRT^s.] Tlmt 
Mr. Fofe found the line in the old editioBi. According co this 
reading it is fuppofcd that Hubert had told him, he woold ««r pot 
out his eyes ; for the angel who fays hg «would^ is brought in aa 
contradiaing Hubert. Mr. neobaU^ by What authoricy I don*t 
Icnow, reads, 

/ <iv9«W luihmm h$li0^d him : lit tetigmf, but HttbercV. 
vrhich it fpoiliag the meafiirfj withoat omch mcadhig the Store. 
Sbakifiiar^ I am perfuaded, wrote* 

IvotmUmt have bilieifftd at9wgui^%ikT% Hv^taT; 
/ , e. abate, difparage. The blunder fioems to haVe^ arifea thita, 
bate fignifiea except, iaving ; fb the tranfcribers, taking it in thia 
fenfe, Sibftitnted tae more ufnal word but in its place. My alte- 
ration greatly improves the ieafa* as implying a tendemeA of ai^ 
fcftion for aubert i the common reading, only an c^inion of Hu^ 
beri% veracity j whereas the point here was to win upon Huteri% 
paflions. which C0ttl4 apt bs betltr don^ than by ihewmg afiedioa 
towards biait 

Give 
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g^ejife to yours,... 

Hub. Come, boy, prepare yourfelf. 

jirtb. Is there no remedy? . .... 

;^Hub. None, but to lofe your eyes. 
*- Artb. O heav*n ! that there were but a moth in yours, 
A grain, a duft, a gnat, a wandring hair. 
Any annoyance m that precious fenfe : 
Then, feeling what fmall thngs are boift'rous there, 
if our vile intent muft needs fecm horrible. 

Hup, Is thi9 .y^ur promife ? go to, hold your 
tgngue.r— m — 
, Artb. Hubert^ the .utterance of a brace of tongues 
Muft nee^s want pleading for a pair of eyes : 
Let me not hold my tongue : let me not, Hubert ; 
Or, Ffubert^ a you will, cutout my tongue. 
So I may keep mine eyes. O fpare mine eyes ! 
Though to no ufe, but ftill to look on you. 
Lo, by my troth, the inftrument is cold^ 
And would not harm me. 

Hub. I can heat it, boy. 

Artb. No, in good footh, the fire is dead with grief^ 
Being create for comfort, to be usM 
In undeferv'd extreams ; kt elfe yourfelf. 
There is no malice in this burning coal ; 
The breath of heav'n hath blown its fpirit out. 
And ftrew'd repentant aOies on its head. 

Hub. But with my breath I can revive it, boy. 

Artb. And if you do, you will but make it bluih, 
Afid glow with (hame of your proceedings, Hubert : 
Nay, it, perchance, will fparkle in your eyes : 
And like a dog, that is compell'd to fight, 
Snatch at his matter that doth tarre him on. 
All things, that you Ihould ufc to do me wrong. 
Deny their office ; only you do lack 
That mercy which fierce fire and iron extend. 
Creatures of note for mercy-lacking ufes. 

Hub. Well, fee to livej I will not touch thine eye. 

For 
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For all the treafure that thine uncle owns : 
Yet am I fworn ; and I did purpofe, boy, 
"With this fame very iron to burn them out. 

Jrtb. O, now you look like Hubert. All this while 
You were dilguifcd. 

Hub. Peace: no more. Adieu, 
Your uncle muft not know but you are dead, 
1*11 fill thcfe dogged fpies with falfe reports : ' ^ 

And, pretty child, fleep doubtlcfs, and fecure. 
That Hubert J for the wealth of all the world, ] 

Will not offend thee. * ^ 

Artb. O heav'ri! 1 thank you, Hubert. 

Hub. Silence, no more ; go clofely in.with me, ^ 
Much danger do I undergo for thee. \JExeiini. 

S C E N E !!• , . 

Changes to the Court of England. . ; ^ 

Enter King John, Pembroke, Salisbury, and other 

Lords. 

K. 7gi&g.TTERE once again we fit, once again 

JlTL crown'd. 
And looked upon, I hope, with chearful eyes. 

Pemb. This once again, but that your highneisi 
pleas'd. 
Was once fuperfluous ; you were crown'd before, . 
And that high royalty was ne'er pluck'd off; 
The faiths of men ne*er ftained with revolt : 
Frefh expcftation troubled not the land 
With any long'd-for change, or better ftate. 

Sal. Therefore to be poffcfs!d.with double pomp. 
To guard a title that was rich before ; 
** To gild refined gold, to .|¥iixit the JilJy, 
*' To throw a perfume on the^iokt, 
*^ To fmooth the ice, or add another hue 

«« Unto 
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** Unto the xiinbow, or with tMftr-]if^ 

*< To feek the beauteous eyeof neav^n to garnifli/' 

Is wafteful and ridiculous exceis. 

Pemk. But that your royal pleaiiire nuift be dme. 
This a& is as an ancient tale new told^ 
And in the laft repeating troublelboie ^ 
Being urged at a time uniealbnaiple^ 

Sal. <* In this the antique and well-noted &ce 
<* Of plain cid form is much disfigyred ; 
** And^ like a ibifted wind unto a fiuU 
^^ It miikes the courfe of thoughts lo fetdh abovr ; 
^ Startles and fr^ts confideiation ; 
^* Makes found opinion fick* and truth fufpedkd, 
^ For putting On lo new a &flikm'd robe/' 

Pimtr. When workmen firiw to do better than 
welU 
They do confound their * skill in covetoufiieis ; 
And oftentimes excufing of a fiiult 
Both make the fkuk the worie by the excufe ; 
As patches, fet upon a little breach^ 
Difcrcdit more ^ m hiding of the flaw, 
Than did the flaw before it was fo patchM* 

Sal. To ibis efied:, before you were ncw-crown'd. 
We breathM our counlel i but it pleasM your bighneil 
To over-bear it 5 and. we're all well pleasM ; 
Since all and every part of what we wouldy 
Mu(t make a Hand at what your highnefi will. 

K» JabtL Some rea&ns of this double coranatioa 
I have po&ft you wkb» and think them flrong. 
And more, more firodg (the lefier is my fear) 
I (hall endue you wkh : inean time, but ask 
What you wouW have reformed, that is not well, 

S — -*l/tf Iff corctoofaefsi] r e. coveting to reach a higher 
excellence. 

nan diddk fik,^\ r ■■ } We ftooM lead flaw in bodi 
places. 

And 
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And well ihall you perceive bow wiU^Iy 
1 will both hear and grant you your s^uefts. 

Pemb. Then I, as one that am the tongue of thel^ 
To iound the purpofes of all their hearts, 
(Both for myfelf and them ; but chief of all^ 
Your fafety; for the which, myfelf and they 
Bend their bed (ludies ;) heartily requeft 
Th' infranchiiement of Arthur \ whofe reftraint 
Doth move the murm'ring lips of difcontenc 
To break into thi$ dangerous argument ; 
If what in reft you have, in right you hold. 
Why ihou'd your fears, (which, as they fay, attend 
The fteps of wrong) then move you to mew up 
Your tender kinfman, and to choke his days 
With barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth 
The rich advantage of good exercite ? 
That the time's enemies may not have this 
To grace occafions, let it be our fuit. 
That you have bid us ask his liberty i 
Which for our good we do no further ask^ 
Than whereupon our weal, on you dependirig,^ 
Counts it yoi»: weal» that he have liberty. 

Enter Hubert. 

ILjobn. Let it be fo; I do commit his youth 
To your diredion. Hubert^ what news with you ? 

Pemb. This is the man, Ihould do the blooay deed : 
He (hcw'd hfs warrant to a friend of mine. 
The image of a wicked heinous fault 
Lives in his eye \ that clofe afpedt of his 
Does (hew the mood of a mucn-troid>led breaft. 
And I do fearfully believe 'tis done. 
What we (b fear'd he had a charge to do, 

SaL The colour of the King doth come and go. 
Between his purpofe and his confcience, 
Like heralds 'twixt two dreadful batdes. (a) fent : . 

Hjs 
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His palBon is fo ripe it needs muft break. 

Pemb. And when it breaks, I fear, will ilTue thence 
The foul corruption of a fweet chfld*s death. 

K. John. We cannot hold mortality's ftrong hand. 
Good lords, although my will to give is living. 
The fuit which you demand is gone, and dead. 
He tells us, Arthur is deceased to night. 

Sal. Indeed, we fear*d, his (icknefs was pad cure. 

Pemb. Indeed, we heard how near his death he was, 
Before the child himfclf felt he was fick. 
This muft be anfwer'd, either here, or hence. 

K. John. Why do you bend fuch folemn brows on, 
me? 
Think you, I bear the (hears of dcftiny ? 
Jiave I commandment on the pulfe of life ? 

Sal. It is apparent foul-play, and 'tis fhame 
That greatnefs fhould fo grofly offer it : 
So thrive it iff your game, and fo fare wcl ! 

Pemb. St^y yet, lord Salisbury^ I'll go with thee, 
And find th* inheritance of this poor child. 
His littte kingdom of a forced grave. 
That blood, which own'd the breadth of all this ifle. 
Three foot of it doth hold ; bad world the while ! 
This ipuft not be thus borne ; this will break out 
To ^11 our forrows, and ere lorg, I doubt. {ExeunL^ 

SCENE III. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

K. John. They burn in indignation ; I repent. 
There is no fure foundation fet on blood ; 
No certain life atchiev'd by others* death — {Aftk. 
A fearful eye thou haft ; where is that blood, 

\To the Mfjfengtr, 
That I have feen inhabit in thofe cheeks ? 
So foul a sky clears not without a ftorm ; 
Pour down thy weather : how goes all in France f 
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Mfff. From France to Bvgland ncvtr f^ch a power. 
For any foreign prep^raupn. 
Was levyM in the body pf a land 
The copy of your fpeed^ is learn'd by them : 
For when you fbould b« told, they do prepare, 
The tidings come, that they are all arrived. 

K, John. Q, where hath our intelligence been drunk?. 
Where, hsfh it. flept ?: ^KHere is ipy mother's carp ? 
That fuch an army fHouJd. h^, drawn in Frmc^% 
And (he not hear of it ? 

Mif, My Liiege, hqr car 
Is ftppt with duft : the firft of 4pxiU dy'd 
Your noble another ; afld, as I bear, my Iprd, 
The lady Conftance ip a frenzie dy'd 
Three days bf^fpre.: but; this ftom rumour's tongue 
I idlely heard ; if true or fajfe, I know not. 

K. John. With- hold thy fpeed, dreadful occafipn ! 
O make a league with me, till I have pleas'd 
My difcontcnted peers. What ! mother diead ? 
liow wildly then walks my eftate in France ? 
Under whofe conduft came thofe powers of France^ 
That, thpu for truth giv'ft qut^ are landed here ? 

Mef. Under t^C Baupkin^ 

Enter Faulconbfridge, and Peter of Fomfret. 
. K. John. Thou haft made me giddy 
With thefe ill tidings. Now, what fays the wprlc^ 
To your proceedings? Do not feek to ftu|F 
My head with more ill news, fof it is full. 

FauL Buc if you be afraid to hear the word. 
Then let the worft unheard fall on your head. 

K. John. Bear with me, Coufin ; for I was anaaf 'd 
Under the tide ; but now I breath again 
Aloft the flood, and can give audience 
To any tongue, fpeak it pf what it will. 

Faulc. How I have ibed among the clergymen. 
The fums I havp coUe^i^ fhall expref^. 

Vol. III. Gg But; 
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But as I traveird hither thro' the land, 

I find the people ftrangely fantafied ; 

Poflcft with rumours, full of idle dreams; 

Not knowing ^hat they fear, but full of fear. 

And here's a Prophet that 1 brought with me 

From forth the ftreets of Pomfret, whom I found 

With many hundreds treading on his heels : 

To whom he fung in rude harfli-founding rhimes, ' 

That, ere the next Afcenfton-day at noon. 

Your Highnefs fhould deliver up your crown, 

K. Jobn.ThoyjL idle dreampr, wherefore did'ft thou fo? 

Peter. Fore-knowing, that the truth will fallout fo. 

K, John. Hubert^ away with him, imprifon him^ 
And on that day at noon, whereon he fays 
I (hall yield up my crown, let him be hang'd. 
Deliver him to fafety, and return. 
For I muft ufe thee,— — O my gentle coufin, 

[Exit Hubert, witb Peter. 
Hear'ft thou the news abroad, who are arrived ? 

Faulc. The French^ my Lord ; men's mouths arc 
full of it : 
Bcfides, I met lord Bigot and lord Salisbury^ 
With eyes as red as new-enkindled fire. 
And others more, going to feek the grave 
Of Arthur^ who, they lay, is killed to night 
On your fuggcftion. 

iC.Jobn. Gentle kinfman, go 
And thruft thyfelf into their company : 
I have a way to win their loves again : 
Bring them before me. 

Fauk. I will feck them out. 

K.jQbn. Nay, but make hafte: the better foot 
before. 
O, let me have no fubjeft enemies. 
When adverfe foreigners aflright my towns 
Wiih dreadful pomp of flout invafion. 
Be Mercury^ fct feathers to thy heels j 

And 
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And fly, like thoujght, from them to me again. 

Fauli. The fpirit of the time (hall teach me fpeed. 

• lExit. 

K. Jtfim. Spoke like a fprightful noble gentlethan* 
Go after him ; for he, perhaps, fliall need 
Some mefifenger betwixt me and. the Peers ; 
And be thou he. 

Jl^f. With all my heart, my Ucg^ JiMti^ 

K. John. My mother dead 1 

S C E N E IV. 
Enter Hubert, 

Huh. My lord, they fay, five moons were ieen tt 
night : 
Four fix^, and the fifth did whirl about 
The other four, in wond'rous motion. 

YLJohn. Five moons? 

Huh. Old men and beldams, in the llreets» 
Do prophefie upon it dangeroufly: 
Young Artbur^s death is commo]{^ in theic mouths } 

* And, when they talk of him, they (hake their headi^ 
^ And whifper one another in the ear. 

^ And he, that fpeaks, doth gripe the hearer's wrift, 

^ Whilft he, that hears, makes fearful adtion 

< With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyeS| 

* I (aw a fmith Hand with his hammer, thuSp 
« The whilft his iron did on the anvil cool, 

* With open mouth fwallowing a taylor's nem^ % 

* Who with his fhears and meafure in his hand^ 
'^ Standing on flippers, which his nintble hafii 

^ Had falfely thruft upon contrary feet, 

* Told of a many thoufand warlike French^ 

* That were embatteled and rank'd in Kent. 
^ Another lean, unwafli'd artificer 

^ Cuts oflf his tale, and talks of ij&-/^iyr's dath.* 

Gg2 K«7^ 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



453 ^g J O H H. 



K. John. Why feek'ft thou to pofiefs me ^ich thefe 
fears? 
Why urgcft thou fo oft young Artbut^s death ? 
Thy hand hath murther'd him : I had a tzxxfc 
To wifh him dead, but thou had'ft none to kill him. 

Hub. H4d none, my Lord ? why, did you not pro- 
voke me ? 

K.Jobn. "* It is the curfc of Kings, to be attended 
^^ By flaves that take their humours for a waMnt^ 
** To break into the bloody houfe of life : 
** And, on the winkmg of authoritj^, 
*^ To underftand a law, to know tne meaning 
** Of dangerous majcfty j when, perchance, it fiiowns 
*• More upon humour, than advised refpeft." 

Hub. Here is your hand and ftal, for what 1 did. 

K. John. Oh^ when the laft account *twixt heaven 
and earth 
Is to be made, then (hall this hand and feal 
Witnefs ag^inft us to damnation. 
** How oft the fight of means, to do ill deeds, 
*^ M^kes deeds ill done ^ for hadit: not thou bten by, 
*' A fellow by the hand of nature mark'd, 
** Quoted, and lign'd to do a deed of (hame, 
«* This murther had not come into my mind." 
But taking note of thy abhorred atpeft. 
Finding thee fit for bloody villany^ 
Ajpt, liable to be employ'd in danger, 
I faintly broke with tnee ofjrtbur^s dcatlr. 
And thou, to be endeared to a ICing, 
Mad*li it no confcience to deftroy a Prince. 

Hub. My Lord 

K. John. " Hadft thou but fliook thy bead, or made 
a pauie, 
** When I Ipake darkly what t purpofed : 

4 // is the turfi of Kings, &c.] This plainly Mnes at tneotfii^ 
cafe, in the af&ir ot Mawy Queen of Scots, and fo nuft haw hu» 
inferted long aifter the firft reprefcntadon. 

« Of 
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** Or titrn'd an eye of doubt upon my face, 
** Or bid mfe tell my tale in exprefs wprds ; 
^^ Deep fhame had (truck me dumb, made me brci^k 

ofF, 
** And .thofe, thy fears might have wrought fears 



m me.** 



But thou didft underftand me by my figps. 

And didft in figns again parley with fin j 

Yea, without flop, did*ft let thy heart cpofent. 

And confequently thy rude hand to aft 

The deed, which both our tongues held yile t0.qame.7- 

Out of my fight, and never fee me more ! 

My Nobles leave mc, and my ftate is.brav'd, 

Ev'n at my gates, with ranks of foreign powers ; 

Nay, in the body of this, flcflily land. 

This kingdom, this confine of blood and breath, 

Hoftility and civil turpult reigns. 

Between my confcience, and my coufin*s death. 

Hub. Arm you againft your other enemies, 
V\\ make a peace between your foul and you. 
Young Arthur is alive : this hand pf mine 
Is yet a maiden, and an innocent hand, 
i^Tot painted with the crimfon fpots of blood. 
Within this bofom never entered yet 
* The dreadfijl motion of a murderer's thought. 

And 

5 The drefldful motion pfa murd'rous thought. ] Nothing can 
be falfer than what Hubert here fays ii^his own vindication ; (yet 
it was the poet*& purpofe that he flipqld fpeak tmth) for ^e find, 
ffom a pFel&e4ing.fCfney the motion of a murderous thought had en' 
tred into him, anci that, vtry deeply: and it was with difficulty 
that the tears,. the intreaties, and the innocence of Arthur had 
diverted and fupprefied it. Nor is the exprefiion, in this reading, 
atallexaf^, it not being the necefTary quality of a murderous 
thought to be dreadful, amri^hting or terrible : For it being com- 
jnonly excited by the flattering views of interefl, pleafure, or re- 
venge, the mind is often too inuch taken up with thofe ideas to 
attend, Cleadily, to the confequenoes. We muft conclude thi^ 
fore that ShakeJ^ear wrote, 

*a murderer's thought. 

G g 5 * And 
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And you have flander'd nature in my form 5 
Which, howfocver rude exteriorly. 
Is yet the cover of a fairer mind. 
Than to be butcher of an innocent child. 
K. John. Doth Arthur live? O, hafte thee to the 
Peers, 
Throw this report on their incenfed rage. 
And make them tame to their obedience. 
Forgive the comment that my pafljon made 
Upon thy feature, for my rage was blind 5 
And foul imaginary eyes of blood 
Prefentcd thee more hideous than thou art. 
Oh, anfwer not, but to my clofct bring 
The angry lords with all expedient hafte. 
I conjure thee but flowly : run more fiift. [E^ceuMt. 

S C E N E V. 

ji Street before a Frifon. 

Enter Arthur on the H^dls^ difguU^d. 

'jtrtb.nr H E wall is high, and yet will I leap down, 
X Good ground, be pitiful, and hurt me not ! 
Therc^s few or none do know me : if they did. 
This ihip-boy*s femblance hath difguis'd me quite. 
I am afraid, and yet I'll venture it. 
If I get down, and ^o not break my limbs, 
rU find a thoufand (hifts to get away : 
As good to die, and go ; as die, and ftay. {Leaps d$um. 

And this miktsHuhri fpeak truth, as the poet intended keflioaU. 
He had not committed the murder, and confequently the m§ti§B tf 
a murderer* J thought had ne^er entered his hjbm. And in this read- 
ing, the epithet dreadful h admirably juft, and id nature. For tf- 
ter the perpetration of the fed, the appetites, that hurried their 
owner to it, lofe their force ; and nothing fucceeds, to take poflW- 
fion of the mind, but a dreadful confcioufnefs, that torm^^ the 
murderer without refpite or incermiifion. 

Oh 
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Oh me ! my Uncle's fpirit is in thefe Hones : 
Heav'n take my foul, and England keep my bones ! 

Enter Pembroke, Salisbury and Bigot. 

SaL Lords, I will meet him at Sr, Edmondsbury \ 
It is our fafety ; and we muft embrace 
This gentle offer of the perilous time* 

Pern. Who brought that letter from the Cardinal ? 

Sal. The Count Melun^ a noble lord of France^ 
• Whofe private with me of the Daupbinh love 
Is much more gcn*ral than thefe lines import. 

Bigot. To-morrow morning let us meet him then. 

Sal. Or rather then let forward, for 'twill be 
Two long days' journey, lords, or e'er we meet. 

Enter Faulconbridge. 

Faulc. Once more to day well met, diflemper'd 
lords ; 
The King by me requefts your prcfence ftrait. 

Sal. The King hath difpoflcft himfclf of us; 
We will not line his thin, beftained cloak 
With our pure honours : nor attend the foot. 
That leaves the print of blood where-c*er it walks. 
Return, and tell him fo ; w.e know the worft. 

Faulc. What e'er you think, good words, I think, 
were beft. 

SaL Our griefs, and not our manners, reafon now. 

Faulc. But there is little reafon in your grief. 
Therefore, 'twere reafon, you had manners now. 

Pern. Sir, Sir, impatience hath its privilege. 

Faulc. *Tis true, to hurt its mafter, no man elfe. 

Sal. This is the prifon : what is he lyes here? 

[Seeing Arthur. 

6 ^hrfe frin/atif Sec"] i. e, whofe private account, of the Dam* 
flin\ amnion to oar caufe, is mach more ample than the letters. 

G g 4 Pm^ 
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Pern. (> doLthj made proud with pure and princely 
beauty! 
*rhe earth had not a hole to hide this deed. 

5j/. Murder, as hating what himfdf haih dcme^ 
Doth lay it open to urge on revenge. 

Bigot. Or when hedoom'd this beauty to the grave, 
Found it too precious princely for a grave. 
. Sal. Sir Rtchardy whatthinlc you? have you bdield, 
Or have you read, or heard, or could you think. 
Or do you almoft think, altho* you fee. 
What you do fee ? could thought, without this objed. 
Form fuch another ? 'tis the very top. 
The height, the creft, or creft unto the creft 
Of murder's arms 5 this is the bloodied Ihame^ 
The wildeft favag'ry, the vileft ftroke. 
That ever wall-ey*d writh, or flaring rage, 
Prefented to the tears of foft remorfe. 

Pern. All murders p^ft do (land excused in this } 
And this fo fole, and fo unmatchable. 
Shall give a holineft, a purity. 
To the yet-unbegotten fins of time ; 
And prQve a deadly blood-lhed but a jeft, 
Exampled by this heinous lpe<fi:acle, 

Faulc. It is a damned and a bloody work. 
The gracelefs aftion of a heavy hand : 
*If that it be the work of any hand. 

Sal. If that it be the work of any hand ? 
We had a kind of light, what would enfue. 
It is the ihameful work of Hubert''^ hand. 
The praftice and the purpofe of the King : 
From whofe obedience I forbid my foul. 
Kneeling before this ruin of fweet life. 
And breathing to this breathlefs excellaicc 
The incenfe of a vow, a holy vow! 
"Never to tafte the pleafures of the' world, 
, Never to be ihfeded with delight. 
Nor converfant with eafe and idienefi, 
**Till I have fet a glory to this hand. By 
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^By gidnglf the ^orfliip of rdvenge. 

B^M }o^r fouls religio»fly confirm thy words. 

SCENE VI. 

Enter Hubert. 
<^Huk Lords, I am hot with hafte, in feckingyou ; 
Arthur doth live, the King hath fent for you. 

Sal. Oh, he is bold, and blufhes not at death; 
Avaunt, thou hateful villain, get thee gone! 

Hub. I am no villain. 

Sal. Muft I rob the law ? [Drawing bis Sword. 

Faulc. Your fword is bright. Sir, put it up again^ 

Sal Not till I (heath it in a murd*rerV sfcm. 

H^?^. Stand back. Lord Salisbury^ikmA back, I-fay; 
'By heav'n, I think, my fword*s as fharp as yours. 
I would not have you, Lord, forget yourfelf. 
Nor tempt the danger of my true defence ; 
Left I, by marking of your rage, forget 
Your worth, your greatnefs, and nobility. 

Bigot. Out, dunghill ! dar'ft thou brave a Nobleman ? 

Hub. Not for my life ; but yet I dare defend 
My innocent life againft an Emperor. 

Sal. Thou art a murd'rer. 

Hub. Do not prove me fo ; 
Yet, I am none. - Whofe tongue foever fpeaks falfe. 
Not truly fpeaks ; who fpeaks not truly, lyes. 

Pern, Cut him to pieces. 

Faulc. Keep the peace, I fay. 

Sal. Stand by, or Ifhall gaul you, Fauleonbri(^e. 

Faulc. Thou wert better gaul the devil, Salisbury. 
If thou but frown on me, or ftir thy foot. 
Or teach thy hafty fpleen to do me fhame, 
ril ftrike the 'dead. Put up thy ftxrord betlme. 
Or 1*11 fo maul you, and your tofting- iron. 
That you Ihall think, the devil is come from' hell. 

Bigot. 
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Bigot. What will you do, renowned EeiuUonbrid^if 
Second a villain, and a murderer ? 

Hub. Lord B^ot^ I am none. 

Bigot. Who killed this Prince? 

Hub. 'Tis not an hour fince 1 left him well : 
I honoured him, I lov*d him, and will weep 
My date of life out, for his fweet life's lofs. 
. Sal. Truft not thofe cunning waters of his eyes. 
For villany is not without fuch a rheum ; 
And he, long traded in it, makes ic feem 
Like rivers of remorfe and innocence. 
Away with me all you, whofe fouls abhor 
Th* uncleanly favour of a flaughter-houfe. 
For I am ftifled with the fmell of fin. 

Bigot. Away towr'd Bury^ to the Daupinn there. 

Pm. There, tell the King, he may enquire us out. 

[Exeunl Lordu 

SCENE VIL 

Fauk. Here's a good world ; knew you of this 
fair work? 
Beyond the infinite and boundlefs reach 
Of mercy, (if thou didft this deed of death) 
Art thou damn'd, Hubert. 

Hub. Do but hear me. Sir. 

Fauk. Ha! 1*11 tell thee what, 

Thou'rt damn'd fo black nay, nothing is fo 

black ; 
Thou art more deep damn*d than prince Lucifer^ 
There is not yet fo ugly a fiend ot hell 
As thou (halt be, if thou didft kill this child. 

Hub. Upon my foul- 

Fauk. If thou didft but confent 
To this moft cruel aft, do but delpair. 
And if thou want*ft a cord, the fmalleft thread. 
That ever fpider twifted from her womb. 

Will 
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Will ftrangle thee ; a rufh will be a beam 

To faang thee on : or would'ft thoa drown thylelfy 

Put but a little water in a fpoon^ 

And it ihall be as all the ocean. 

Enough to fiifle fuch a villain up. 

1 do fufpeil thee very grievoufly. 

Hub. If I in aft, confent, or fin of thought. 
Be guilty of the dealing that fweet breath, 
Which was embounded in this beauteous day» 
Let hell want pains enough to torture me ! 
I left him well. 

Faulc. Go, bear him in thine arms. 
I am amaz'd, methinks, and lofe my way 
Among the thorns and dangers of this world. 
5 How eafie dofl: thou take all England up ! 
From forth this morfel of dead Royalty, 
The life, the right, and truth of all this Realm 
Is fled to heav'n ; and England now is left 
To tug and fcramble, and to part by th* teeth 
The un-owed intereft of proud-fwelling State. 
Now for the bare-pickt bone of Majefty, 
Doth dogged war briftle his angry creft ; 
And fnarleth in the gentle eyes of peace. 
Now Pow'rs from home and difcontents at home 
Meet in one line: and vail confufion waits 
(As doth a Raven on a fick, fall'n beaft) 
The imminent Decay of wrefted Pomp. 
Now happy he, whofe cloak and cinfture can 
Hold out this tempeft. Bear away the child. 
And follow me with fpeed ^ V\\ to the King i 
A thou&nd bufinefles are brief at hand. 
And heaven itfelf doth frown upon the Land. 

[ExeuHi^ 

7 A point fet rig)kt by Mr. Tbeobaid. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 

The Court of E.N GLAND. 
Enfer JStfg ijciin^ Pandulph, and Attendants. 

K. John. 

TH U S I have yielded up into your hand 
The circle of my Glory, [Giving the Crown. 
Pand. Take again 
From this my hand, as holding of the Tope, 
Your fovereign Grcatnefs and Authority. 
K. John. Now keep your holy word 5 go meet the 
French^ 
And from his Holinefs ufe all your power 
To flop the Marches, 'fore we are inflam'd. 
Our difcontented Counties do revolt ; 
Our people quarrel with obedience ; 
Swearing allegiance, and the love of foul. 
To ftranger blood, to' foreign Royalty j 
This inundation of miftemperM humour 
Rcfts by you only to. be qualify'd. 
Then paiife not ; for the prefent time's fo fick. 
That prefent medicine muft be miniftred. 
Or Overthrow incurable infues. 

Pdnd. It was my breath that blew this tempeft.up, 
Upon;your ftubborn ufage of the' Pope : 
But fitice you are a gentle convcrtite. 
My topgue fhall halh again this' ftorm of war; 
, And make fair weather in youf bluft*ring Land. 
'On this Afcenjton-day^ remember well. 
Upon your oath of fervice to the Pope, 
Go I to make the French lay down their arms. [£w^. 
\Kc^obn. Is this Afcenfton-day ? did not the Prophet 

Say, 
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S^y,^ diat \>dGfc j^i^nfi^n-d^ at noon 
My Crown I (hoirid give off? even fo I have: 
I did fuppofe, it Should be on conftraint i 
But, heav'n be thaok'd, it is but voluntary. 

EfUer Faulconbridge. 

Faulc. All Kent hath yielded, nothing there holds 
out . 
But Dover^Caftle : London hath receiv'd. 
Like a kind hoft, the Dauphin and his Powers. 
Your Nobles ,wiU not hear you, but are gone 
To offer fcrvicc to your enemy \ 
And wifd amazement hurries up and down 
The little number of your doubtful friends*. 

K. John. Would not my lords return to me again» 
After they heard, young Arthur was alive? 

Fauk. They found him dead, and caft into the 
ftreets. 
An empty casket, where the jewel, life. 
By Ibme damn'd hand was robb*d and ta*en awayi 
K. John. That villain Hubert told me, he did live; 
Faulc. So on my, foul he did, for aught he knew: 
But wherefore do you droop ? why look you fad ? 
Be great in aft, as you have been in thought : 
Let not the world fee fear and fad diffruft 
Govern the motion of a kingly eye : 
Be ffirrihg as the time \ be fire with fire ; 
Threaten the thrcatncr, and out-face the brow 
Of bracing horror : fo fhall inferior eyes. 
That borrow their behaviours from the Grea^t, 
Grow great by your example % and put on 
The dauntlefs fpirit of refolution* 
Away, and glitter like the God of war. 
When he intendeth to become the field ; 
Shew boldnefs and afpiripg confidence. 
What, (hall they feek ^ Lioain his den» . 

And 
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And fright him there? and make him tremble there ? 
Oh, let it not be faid ! Forage, and run 
To meet difplcafure farther from the doors ; 
And grapple widi him, ere he come fo nigh. 

K. John. The Legate of the Pope hath been with 
me. 
And I have made a happy peace with him i 
And he hath promised to difmife the Powers 
Lai by the Dauphin. 

Faulc. Oh inglorious league! 
Shall we, upon the footing of our Land, 
Send fair-pfay-orders, and make Gompromile, 
Infinuation, parley, and bafe truce. 
To arms invafive ? (hall a beardlcfs boy, 
A cockered, filken, Wanton brave our fields. 
And fiefli his fpirit in a warlike foil. 
Mocking the air with Colours idely fpread. 
And find no check? let us, my Liege, to aritts : 
Perchance, the Cardinal can't make your peace j 
Or if he dOj let it at leaft be faid, 
' TJhey law, we had a purpofe of defence. 

K. John. Have thou the ordering of this prefent 
time. 

Faulc^ Away then, with good courage; yet, I 
know. 
Our Party may well meet a prouder foe. XExeunU 

SCENE II. 

- Changes to the DauphinV Catnp. 

Enteff inarms^ Lewis, Salisbury, Melun, Pembroke, 
Bigot, and Soldiers. 

Lfuijf,J^MY lord Melun^ let this be copied out, 
iVJl And keep it fafe for our remembrance: 

Return 
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LldReturn the prefident to thefe lords again. 

That having our fair order written down. 

Both they and we, perufing o'er thefe notes. 

May know wherefore we took the Sacrament; 
]cAnd keep our faiths firm and inviolable. 

Sal. Upon our fides it never (hall be broken. 

And, noble Dauphin^ albeit we fwear 

A voluntary zeal and un-urg'd faith 

To your proceedings ; yet believe me. Prince, 

I am not glad that fuch a Sore of time 

Should feek a plaifter by contemned revolt j 

And heal th* inveterate canker of one wound. 

By making many. Oh, it grieves my foul. 

That I muft draw this metal from my fide 

To be a widow-maker: oh, and there. 

Where honourable refcuc, and defence. 

Cries out upon the name of Salisbury. 
, But fuch is the infeftion of the time. 

That, for the health and phyfick of our Right, 

We cannot deal but with the very hand 

Of ftern injuftice, and confufcd wrong. 
j^ And is't not pity, oh, my grieved friends! 

That we the ions and children of this Ifle, 
^ Were born to fee fo fad an hour as this. 

Wherein we ftep after a ftranger March 

Upon her gentle boibm, and fill up 
' Her enemies ranks ? (I muft withdraw and weep 

Upon the Spot of this enforced caufe;) 

To grace the gentry of a Land remote. 

And follow unacquainted Colours here? 

What, here? O nation, that thou could'ft remove ! 

That Neptune's arms, who clippeth thee about. 

Would bear thee from the knowledge of thyfelf. 
And grapple thee unto a Pagan ihore ! 

Where thefe two chriftian armies might combine « 

The blood of malice in a vein of league. 

And 
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And not to fpcnd it fo un-neighbourly. 

Lewis. A noble temper doft thou fhew in this s 
And great aflfeftion, wreftling in thy bofom. 
Doth make an earthquake of Nobility. 
Oh, what a noble combat haft thou fought* 
' Between compul(ion» and a brave refpeft! 
Let me wipe off diis honourable dew. 
That filverly doth prqgrcfs on thy cheeks^ 
** My heart hath meked at a lady's tears, 
<^ Being an ordinary inundation : 
« But this effufion of fu6h manly drops, 
*^ This Ihdw'r, blown up by tempcft of the foul, 
*• Startles mine eyes, and makes me more acn^z'd, 
" Than had I feea the vaulty top of hcav'n 
" Figured quite o'er with burning meteors.*' 
Lift up thy brow, renowned SaUsbury^ 
And with a great heart heave away this ftorm. 
« Commend thefe waters to thofe baby-eyes, 
«* That never faw the giant world enrag'd i 
«« Nor met with fortune, other than at feafts, 
<* Full warm of blood, of mirth, of goffipping.'* 
Gome, come 5 for thou (halt tbruft thy hand as cfeep 
Into the purfc of rich profperity, 
Aa Letvis himfclf •, fo. Nobles, (hall you all. 
That knit your feews to the ftrength of mine. 

I Bitwun CQmpulfion, and a tra^ rtAeS.) TUs comfuJ^ 
was the neceffity of a reformation in the ttate ; which, 'accord- 
ing to Salisbury's opinion, (who, in his fjpeech preceding, calls it 
an enforced caufe) could only be procured by ^eign arms : And 
the branje reJ^eS was the love of his CQun^JP. V*tt d^ Oxfiri 
Editor;^ for comfmlfrinx reads compafflon. ^«. 
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S C E N E UL 

£nter Pandulph. 

And eveh there, methinks^ an angel (tf) fpeGd9 ; 
Look, where the holy legate comes apace. 
To give us warrant from the hand of heav*n. 
And on our actions fet the name of Right 
With holy breath. 

Pand. Hail, noble Prince of France! 
The next is this : King John hath reconciPd 
Himfclf to Rome j his fpirit is come in. 
That fo flood out agairtft the holy Church, 
The great Metropolis and See of Rome. 
Therefore thy thrcatning Colours now wind up^ 
And tame the favage fpirit of wild war i 
That, like a Lion fofter'd up at hand^ 
It. may lye gently at the foot of peace : 
And be.no ihirtber harmful than m fhew. 

Lewis. Your Grace Ihall pardon me, I wiirnot 
back: 
I am too high-born to be propertied. 
To be a feCondary at contrbul ; 
Or ufeful i^rving-man^ and inftrument, / 
To any fovereign State thopughout the world. 
Ypur breath firft kindled the dead coal of war. 
Between this chaftis^d Kingdom and myfelf ; 
And brought in matter, that fhouid feed this fir^ 
And now *tis far too huge to be blown out, 
With that fame weak wind which enkindled it. 
You taught me how to know the face of Right^ 
Acquainted me with int'rcft to this Land ; 
Yea, tbruil this ehterprize into my heart : 
And come ye now, to tell me John hath made 

C(«)j^#*. Oxfir^lEStOT V^xlg.^hfi 

Vol. Ill- Hh His 
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His peace with Rom? what is that peace to me? 
I, by the honour of my marriage-bed. 
After young Arthur^ claim this Land for mine : 
And now it is half-conqucr*d, muft I back, 
Becaufe that John hath made his peace with Rcme? 
Am I Rome'% flave? what penny hath Rome borne. 
What men provided, what munition fent. 
To under-prop this aftion? is't n<« I, 
That undergo this charge? who elfe but I, 
And fuch as to my' Claim are liable. 
Sweat in this bufmefs, and maintain this war? 
Have I not heard thefe iflanders ftiout out, 
Vive U Roy! as I have bank*d their towns? 
Have I not here the beft cards for the game. 
To win this eafie match, plaid for a Crown ? 
And fliall I now give o*er the yielded Set? 
No, on my foul, it never fhall be faW. 

Pand. You look but on the outfide of this work. 

Lewis. Outfide or infide, I will not return. 
Till my attempt fo much be glorified, 
As to my ample hope was promifcd. 
Before I drew this gallant head of war ; 
And cull'd thefe fiery fpirits from the world. 
To outlook Conqueft, and to win Renown 
Ev'n in the jaws of dangqc, and of death. 

[TrumpeP founds. 
What lufty trumpet thus cteth fummon us? 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Faulconbridge. 

Fauk. According to the fair Play of the world. 
Let me ha.ve audience : I am (ent to fpeak,. 
My holy lord of Milain^ from the King : 
I come, to learn how you have dealt for him : 

And 
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And as you anfwer, I do know the icDpe 
And warrant limited unto my tongue. 

Pand. The Dauphin is too willfull-oppoiitty 
And will not temporize with my entreaties: 
He flady fays, he'll not lay down his arms» 

Faulc. By all the blood that ever fury breath'd* 
The Youth fays well Now hear our EfigUJb King} 
For thus his Royalty doth fpeak in me; 
He is prepared ; and reafon too, he Jhould. 
This apifh and unmannerly approach, 
This harnefs'd mask, and unaidvifed revel. 
This unheard fawcinefs and boyi£h u-oops. 
The King doth fmile at ; and is well*prepar'd 
To whip this dwarfifh war, thefe pigmy arms. 
From out the circle of faia Territories. 
That hand whidi had the ftrength, ev'n at your 6oot^ 
To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch % 
To dive, like buckets, in concealed wells s 
To crouch, in litter of your ftabk^plankB, 
To lye, like pawns, lock'd up in cfadls and trunks \ 
To herd with fwioe; to fedc fweet fa&ty out. 
In vaults and priibns ; and to thrill, and fhake» 
Ev*n at the crying of our nation's Crow, 
Thinking his voice an armed Englijb nan ; ^ 

Shall that victorious hand be feebled here. 
That in your chambers gave you chaftifement ? 
Ko % know, the gallant Monarch is in arms \ 
And like an Eagle o'er his Aiery tow*rs. 
To foufe annoiance that comes near his nefl;. 
And you degen'rate, you ingrate Revolts, 
You bloody Nero*s^ ripping up the womb 
Of your dear mother England^ blufli for fliamc. 
For your own ladies, and pale-vilag'd maids. 
Like jimazons^ come tripping after drums -, 
Their Thimbles into armed Gantlets change. 
Their Needles to Lances, and their gentle Hearts 

H h 2 To 
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To fierce and bloody inclination* 

Lems. There end thy Bruve, and turn thy face in 
peace; 
We grant, thou canft out-fcold us; fare thee well : 
We hold our dme too precious to be fpent 
With fuch a babler. 

Pand. Give me leave to fpeak. 
Faulc. No, I will fpeak. ' 

Lewis. We will attend to neither : 
Strike up the drums, and let the tongue of war 
Plead for our int*rcft, and our being here. 

Faulc. Indeed, your drums, being beaten, will cryout ; 
And fo Ihall you, being beaten ; do but ftart 
An Echo with the clanK)ur of thy drum. 
And even at hand a drum is ready brac'd, 
IThat ttaX\ reverb'rate all as loud as thine. 
Sound but anocher,^ and another (hall. 
As loud as thine, rattle the welkin's ear. 
And mock the deep-mouth*d thunder. For at hand 
(Not crafting to this hatting Legate hov. 
Whom he hath us'd rather for fport, than need) 
Is warlike Jobn\ and in his forehead fits 
A bare-ribb'd death ; whofe office is this day 
To feaft uponivhole thoufands c^ the French. 
Lewis. Strike up our drums, to find this danger out. 
Faulc. And thou ihalt find it, DaupUn^ do not 
doubt. [ExeunL 

S C E N E V. 

Changes to a Field of Battlf. 

Alarms. Enter King John and Hubert. 
K. John. TJ O W goes the day with us ? oh, tell mc, 

Huh Badly, I fear ; how feres your Majefty ? 

K.Jobn. 
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K. John. Thisfeaver, that bath troubled me fe long. 
Lyes heavy on me: oh, my heart is fick ! 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Mef. My lord, your valiant kinfman, FauUimhriJge^ 
Defiresyour Majefty to leave the field y 
And fend him word by me which way you go. 

K. John. Tell him, towVd Swinfieady to tl5 Abbcy^ 
there. 

Mef. Be of good Comfort: for the great Supply, 
That was expeded by the DaupUn here. 
Are wrecked three nights ago an Godwin-bxids. 
This news was brought to Richard but ev*n now ; 
The French fight coldly, and retire themfelves. 

K. John. Ah me! this tyrant feaver burns me up, 
And will not let me welcome this good news. 
Set on toward Swinfteady to my Litter ftrait; 
Weaknefs pofieiieth me, and I am faint. [^Exeunt. 

SCENE VL 
Changes to the French Gzmp. 

Enter Salisbury, Pembroke and Bigot. 

Sal. f Did not think the King fo ilor'd with fi-iends. 

A Pemb. Up once again ; put fpirit in the French: 
If they mifcarry, we mifcarry too. 

Sal. That mif begotten devil, Faulconbridge^ 
In fpight of fpight, alone upholds the day. 

Pemb. They fay. King Jobn^ fore fick, hath feft 
. the field. 

Enter Melun, wounded. 

Melun. Lead me to the Revolts of England here. 
$aL When we were happy, we had other names. 

H h 3 PemK 
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Pemh. It is the Count Melun. 

Sal. Wounded to death. 

Melun. Fly, noble Englifiy you are bought and fold 5 
Unthread the rude eye of Rebellion, 
And welcome home again difcarded faith. 
Sepk out King Jobn^ and fall before his feet : 
For if the Frtncb be lords of this loud day. 
He nieans to recompence the pains you take. 
By cutting o(F your heads •, thus hath he fworn. 
And I with him, and many more with me» 
Upon the altar at St. Edinonsbury •, 
Ev*n on that altar, where we fwore to you 
pear amity and everlafting lo?e. 

Sal. May this be poffible! may this be true! 

Melun. ](iave I not hideous death within my view ? 
Retaining but a quantity of life, 
Which bleeds away, cv'n as ^ form of wax 
Refolveth from its figure 'gatn^ the fire ? 
What in the world (hould make me now deceive^ 
Since I muft lofe the ufe of all deceit ? 
Why fhould I then be falfe, fince it is true. 
That I muft die here, and live hence by truth ? 
I fay again, if Lewis do win the day. 
He is forfworn^ if e'er thofe eyes of yours 
Behold another day break in the eaft. 
But ev'n this nighr, whofe black contagious breatlj 
Already fmoaks about the burning crefl: 
Of the old, feeble, and day- wearied fun, 
Ev*n this ill night, your breathing Ihall expire 5 
Paying the fine of rated treachery, 
Ev'n with a treacherous fine of all your lives, 
If Lewis by your affiftance win the day. 
Cpmmend me to one Hubert^ with your King } 
The love of him, and this refpcift befides, 
(For that my grandfire was an Englijhman^) 
Awakes my confcicncc to confefs all this. 

Iff 
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In lieu whereof, I pray you, bear me henoe 
From^ch the noife and rumour of th« field ; 
Where I may think the remnant of my thoughts 
In peace ; and part this body and my foul. 
With contemplation, and devout defires. 

Sal. We do believe thee, and befhrew my foul 
But I do love the fevour and the form 
Of this mod £air occafion, by the which 
We will untread the fteps of damned flight ^ 
And, like a bated and retired flood. 
Leaving our ranknefs and irregular courie. 
Stoop low within thoie bounds, we have o*er- looked ; 
And calmly run on in obedience 
£v*n to our ocean, to our great King John. 
My arm (hall give thee help to bear thee hence. 
For I do fee the cruel pangs of deat^ 
(a) Pight in thine eye. Away, my friends; new 

flight ; 
And happy newneis, that intends old right ! 

lExeunty hading offMchni 

SCENE VII. 

Changes to a different part of the French Catfip^ 

Enter Lewis, and bis Train. 

Lewis.'^T^HE fun of heav'n, methought, was loth 

1 to fet. 
But fl:aid, and made the wefl^n welkin blu(h ; 
W hen th' Et^lijh meafur'd backward their own ground 
In faint refire: oh, bravely came we off. 
When with a volley of our ncedlcfs fliot. 
After fuch bloody toil, we bid good night; 

[(«) Pight. Oxford ^^iVLOn Vulg. Rigbt.'\ 
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And wound our ucter'd colours clearly up^ 
Laft in (he field, and almoft lords of it !**<-« 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Mef. Where is my prince, the Daiqibm? 
lAtns. Here; what news? 
Mef. The count Mtlun is flain ; the Ef^lf/b lords 
By his perfwafion are again falPn oflfi 
And your fupply, which you have wifh'd fo long. 
Are caft away, and fqnk on Godwin fands. 

Lsms. Ah foul, Ihrewd, news! Beihrew thy very 
heart, 
I did not think to be fad to night. 
As this hath made me. Who was he, that faid. 
King Jekn did fly, an hour or two before 
The flumbling night did part our weary powers ? 
Mef Who ever fpoke it, it is true, my lord. 
L^s. Well \ keep good quarter, and good cart 
tonight; 
The day (hall not be up fo ibon as T, 
To try the fair adventure of to morrow. {ExtufH. 

SCENE VIII. 

An open Place in the Neighbourhood of S windcad 
Jbbey. 

Entfr F^ulconbridge, and Hubert, fever ally. 

ffuh.WJllCy^ there? fpcak, ho! fpeak quickly, 
VV or I fhoot, 

Faulc. A friend. What art thou ? 
Hub. Of the part of England, 
Fault. And whither doft thou go? 
flub. What's that to thee ? 
Why may not I demand of thine afl^airs. 
As well as thou of mine ? 

Fauh. 



Digitized 



by Google 



King John. 473 

Faulc. Huhirtj I ihink. 
Hub. Thou haft a perfeA thought: 
I will upon all hazards well believe 
Thou arc my friend, that know^ft my tongue fo wellt 
Who art thou ? 

Faulc. Who thou wilt; and, if thou pleafe. 
Thou may*ft be-friend me fo much, as to think, 
I come one way of the Planiagenets. 
HtA. Unkind remembrance! \ thou and eyelefi 
night 
Have done me (hame ; brave foklier, pardon me. 
That any accent, breaking from thy tongue. 
Should icape the true acquaintance of mine ear. 
Faulc. Come, come i fans compliment^ what news 

abroad? 
Hub. Why here walk I, in the black brow of nighty 
To find you out. 
Faulc. Brief then : and whites the news ? 
Hub. O my fweet Sir, news fitting to the night ; 
Blacic, fearful, comfortlefi, and horrible. 

Faulc. Shew me the very wound of diis ill news, 
I am no woman, I'll not iwoon at it. 

Hub. The King, I fear, is poifon*d by a Monk; 
I left him almoft fpeechlefs, and broke out 
T* acquaint you with this evil ; that you might 
The better arm you to the fudden time. 
Than if you had at leifure known of this. 

Faulc. How did he take it ? who did tafte to him } 
Hub. A monk, I tell vou ; a refolved villain, 
Whofe bowels fuddenly burft out ; the King 
Yet fpeaks; and, peradventure, may recover. 
Faulc. Who didft thou leave to tend his Majefty ? 



2 thou and endleft n^hil VtTe ihoald read, iytiifi. So 

Pittdar calls (he Mood, the ^ of night. 

Huh 
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Hub. Why, know you not? the lords are all Come 
back. 
And brought Prince HiPtfy in dieir company ; 
At whole reqoeft the King hath pardon'd them. 
And they are all about his Majefty. 

Faulc. With-hold thine indignation, mighty heav*n! 
And tempt us not to bear above our power. 
ril tell thee, Huhertj half my powers this night. 
Faffing theft flats; are uken by the tide; 
Thefe Zinr^/iV-wafhes have devoured them ; 
M^felf, well mounted, hardly have efcaped. 
Away, before : conduft me to the King ; 
I doubt, he will be dead, or e*er I come. [Bxeunt. 

SCENE IX. 
Charges to the Orchard in Svirinftcad Jbbey. 

Enter Prince Henrys Salisbury tf»i Bigot. 

Henry.T T is too late; the life of all his blood 

X Is touch'd corruptibly ; and his pure brain, 
(Which, fome fuppofe, the fouPs frail dwelling houfc,) 
Doth, by the idle comments that it makes, 
Foretel the ending of mortality. 

Enter Pembroke. 

Pemb. His highnefs yet doth ipeak, and holds 
belief. 
That, being brought into the open air. 
It would allay the burning quality 
Of that fell poifon, which aifaileth him. 
Henry. Let him be brought into the orchard here; 
, Doth he ftill rage? 

Pemb. He is more patient. 
Than when you left him ; even now he fung. 

Henry. 
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Henry. O vanity cf ficknefs! fierce extreams 
In their continuance will not feel themielves. 
Death having prey'd upon the outward parts. 
Leaves them (a) infenfible ; his fiege is now, 
Againft the mind ; the which he pricks and wounds 
With many legions of ftrange fahtalies ; 
Which, in their throng, and prefs to that laft hold. 
Confound themfelves. 'Tis ftrange that death fliould 
fing: 

I am the cygnet to this pale, faint fWan, 
Who chaunts a doleful hymn to his own deaths 
And, from the organ*piije of frailty, fings 
His foul and body to their lafting reft. 

Sal. Be of good comfort. Prince j for you are bom 
To fet a form upon that indigeft. 
Which he hath left fo fhapelefs and fb rude« 

King John brought in. 

•■ 

K. John. Ay, marry, now my (bul hath elbow* 
room; 
It would not out at windows, nor at doors. 
There is fo hot a fummer in my boibm. 
That all my bowels crumble up to duft : 
I am a fcribbled form drawn with a pen 
Upon a parchment, and againft this fire 
Do I fhrink up. 

Henry. How fares your Majefty ? 

K. John. Poifon'd, ill fare! dead, fbrfook^ caft off; 
*' And none of you will bid the winter come 
** To thruft his icy fingers in my maw 5 
*' Nor let my kingdom^s rivers take their courfe 
*« Through my burn'd bofom : nor intrcat the north 
" To make his bleak winds kifs my parched lips, 
?* And comfort me with cold/* I ask not much, 

[ {a) infinfii/i, Oxford Edition — Valg. in'vifible.'] 
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I beg cold comfort i and you are to (bait. 
And fo ungrateful, you deny me that. 

Hemy. Ob, that there were fome virtue in my tears. 
That might relieve you! 

K. John. The fait of them is hot. 
Within me is a hell ; and there the poifon 
b, as a fiend, confinM to tyrannize 
Oto unreprievablc, condemned blood. 

SCENE X. 

Enter Faulconbridge. 

Fatdc. Ohf I am Icalded with my violent motion. 
And fplcen of fpeed to iee your Majefty. 

TUnJobn. Oh! coufin^ thou art come to fet mine 
eye : 
The tackle of my heart is crackt and burnt \ 
And all (he fhrowds, wherewith my life Ibould lail. 
Are turned to one thread, one little hair : 
My heart hath one poor ftring to ftay it by. 
Which holds but till thy news be uttered ; 
And then all this thou ieefl:, is but a clod. 
And module of confounded royalty. 

Fauk. The Z)^»^w is preparing hithcrward. 
Where, heav'n he knows, how we (hall anfwer him. 
For, in a night, the beft part of my power. 
As I upon advantage did remove. 
Were in the waflies, all unwarily. 
Devoured by the unexpe&ed flood. [The Kit^ dies. 
SaL You breathe thefe dead news in as dead an ear: 
My Uege! my L#ord ! — — but now a King -— • 
now thus. 
Henry. Ev*n fo muft I run on, and ev'n lb flop. 
What furety of the world, what hope, what flay. 
When this was now a King, and now is clay ? 

^ F^mU. 
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Faulc. Art thou gone fo? I do but (lay behind^ 
To do the office for thee of revenge : 
And then myYoul (hall wait on thee to hcav*n. 
As it on earth hath been thy fervant ftilK 
Now, now, you ftars, that move in your bright fphetts. 
Where be your pow'rs ? (hew now your mended faiths. 
And inftantly return with me again. 
To pulh deftruftion and perpetual fhame 
Out of the weak door of our feinting land : 
Strait let us feek, or ftrait we fhall be Ibught ; 
The Dauphin rages at our very heels. 

Sal. h feems you know not then fo much as we: 
The Cardinal Panduipb is within at reft. 
Who half an hour fince came from the Daupbin i 
And brings from him fuch offers of our peace. 
As we with honour and refpeA may take, 
Wkh purpofe^refently to leave this wan 

Fauic. He will the rather do it, when he fees 
Ourfelves well fincwed to our defence. 

Sal. Nay, it is in a manner done already ; 
For many Carriages he hath difpatch'd 
To the fea-fide, and put his Caufe and Quarrel 
To the difpofing of the Cardinal : 
Wkh whom yourfelf, myfelf, and other lords. 
If you think meet, this afternoon will poft 
To confummate this bufinefs happily. 

Faulc. Let k be fo; and you, my noble Prince, 
With other Princes that may beft be fpar*d. 
Shall wait upon your father's Funeral. 

H^nry. At fForcefier muft his body be interred. 
For fo he wiird it. 

Faulc. Thither (hall it then. 
And happily may your fweet fclf put on 
The lineal State, and Glory of the Land! 
To whom, with all SubmilHon on my knee^ 
I do bequeath my fakhful iervices, 
And true fubje&ion everlaftingly* 
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Sd. And the like tender of our love we make. 
To reft without a Spot for evermore* 

Henry. I have a kind foul, that would give you 
thanks. 
And knows not bow to do it, but with tears. 
. Fauk. Oh, let us pay the time but needful woe» 
Since it hath been before*hand with our griefs. 
(a) Thus England never did, nor never ihali. 
Lye at the proud foot of a Conqueror, 
But when it firft did help to wound itfelf. 
Now thefe her Princes are cooie home again. 
Come the three corners of the workl in arms. 
And we (hall fhock them! — Nought (ball make us rue, 
If England to itieJf do reft but true. [Exeunt omnes. 

[ {a) Thus. Oxford Editor ^Vulg. TUs. ] 



^ie End of the Third Volume:, 
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